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INTRODUCTION 

"A poem is always a portrait. ̂  
That is the important* thing." (Robert Frost) 

This stud.y attempts to paint a portrait of Robert 

Frost with his oTin words. On the contention that people 

better understand and appreciate a man's work if they under

stand the man himself, the story of Robert Frost is told from 

its beginning. Frost tells much of his ov;n story through the 

lines of verse. "Every poem of his, he said, was based on an 
2 

actual experience." In this thesis, Frost's poems are placed 

in a chronological order (not according to when they were 

written, but according to what period of his life and thought 

they represent). The narrative and explanation used as con

tinuity between the poems are drawn from available biographi

cal data (written by himself or by those vjho loiew him person

ally) as a means of increasing understanding of the poems and 

the convictions they embody and as a means of telling the 

whole story. 

The primary purpose of this show is to tell the story 

of a man—husband, father, farmer, teacher, traveler, friend. 

Daniel Smythe, Robert Frost Speaks (New York: Tvzayne 
Publishers, Inc., 196^), p. 58. 

Sidney Cox, A Swinger of Birches (New York: New 
York University Press, 1957), P. 10. 



philosopher, and poet--Robert Frost. His maturing into man

hood coincides with his maturing into one of the greatest 

poets in American literary history. As his personality 

emerges, so do his poems. "Varied as they are, all bear the 

signature of the poet, the seal of his personality. . . . "-̂  

The secondary, but very important, purpose of this 

production is to entertain, and Frost's poetry is autobio

graphical, as well as very entertaining. It is entertaining 

primarily because it is alive; it is "people talking." In 

A Swinger of Birches Sidney Cox explains Frost's style of 

writing poetry: 

He always takes us beyond the printed page to people 
or a person talking. We get to know the person as 
he is at the given moment and, back of that. Infer 
his vThole personality. If there are two or more peo
ple, we see (or rather hear) how they effect each 
other. And we perceive, along with the more tan
gible facts of the situation,^the subtle drama that 
is taking place betvieen them. 

Robert Frost says that "the only live sentence is one with 

the living voice somehow caught in the syllables."-^ Because 

of the conversational quality of his poems, they readily lend 

themselves to the stage. When reading his poems, one feels 

they are vrritten to be read aloud. For when they are read 

aloud, they take on the added sound and meaning Frost meant 

-̂ Louis Untermeyer, The Road Not Taken (New York: 
Henry Holt and Company, 195lT, P. 22^. 

^ox, op. cit., P. 108. 

•^Ibid. 
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them to have. "What good listeners get from listening to him 

is not opinions they can accept or reject; xvhat they get, is 

an experience. It may cause thoughts to davni on them." The 

sound is important to the meaning. Hence, this study is 

written in the form of a television script in order to present 

Frost and his work in a vivid form—to allow the audience to 

hear his poems as he would vjant it, read aloud. 

It is important for this program to be seen as well 

as to be heard because Frost's environjnent was always impor

tant to him. He thought long and hard about his youth's 

backdrop of San Francisco, its ocean, forests, and its "warm" 

atmosphere, just as he thought long and hard about his Nev; ' 

England backdrop of woods, fields, snow, ice, and its "cold" 

atmosphere. Many of these "long and hard" thoughts were put 

doim into poetry. 

This program is written as a television production for 

the very obvious reason that the television stage reaches more 

people than any other stage and it reaches into the home. 

Frost wrote his poems for the home—to be enjoyed by the family 

not just the scholar. This treasure, the poetry of Robert 

Frost, should be opened and shared and enjoyed by the American 

people at large. This thesis is an attempt to help open the 

treasure for them. 

The style of production chosen to tell Frost's story 

]]]]]]]]]]]i 

Cox, PP. cit., p. S5. 



and to share his poetry is that of reader's theater. The 

definition of this term varies greatly because this style 

is used widely in experimental theater. Vera Simpson, in 

her study of reader's theater for her Ms.ster's thesis in 19^5, 

devised the following practical definition: 

Reader's theater may be said to be the communication 
of any type of literature as a living imaginative 
experience to a coopera.ting audience by means of more 
than one oral interpreter, reinforced by the sugges
tive use of the theatrical elements.' 

This definition is suitable to the type of production used 

here, for this show is a combination of the features of both 

oral interpretation and theater. This study is the putting 

together of poetry and prose oral interpretation with music, 

lighting, costuming, setting, properties and pictures and 

films. 

This thesis is a manuscript of the dramatization of 

the works of Robert Frost. It is intended that the lighting, 

sound, camera, and stage directors at the individual tele

vision studios decide, within the guidelines of the brief 

suggestions made in the video column, upon the technical 

directions according to their available equipment, facilities, 

and actors. 

7 
Vera Simpson, "A Readers' Theater Production of 

Sophocles' Electra," (unpublished I'laster's thesis. Department 
of Speech, Texas Technological College), p. 1̂ .̂ 



A BRIEF BIOGRAPHY OF ROBERT LEE FROST 

Before producing a program, the television director 

should have a working knowledge of the subject of the pro

duction. In this case the subject is Robert Frost. The 

brief study which follows will serve this purpose. 

"Robert Frost's life began with a paradox. A stub

born Easterner, the most penetrating interpreter of New 

England, Frost was born in the Far West, in San Francisco, 

California." The date of his birth was March 26, 18?^. 

Both his parents had been schoolteachers; Frost's ancestors 

V7ere Scottish-English, and his mother. Belle Frost, came 

from a Scottish sea-faring family of Orkney origin. 

Frost*s father x̂ras possessed of a restless and rebel

lious spirit. He was born William Prescott Frost, and his 

family hoped that he would be a lavjyer. Instead, he became a 

teacher, then an editor, then a politician. Revolting from 

Republican New England, Frost's father went to the other ex

treme; he went to the West Coast, where he became a Democrat 

and worked on the San Francisco Bulletin, a Democratic news

paper, "During the Civil War, VJilliam Frost was proud to be 

Louis Untermeyer, The Road Not Taken (New York: 
Holt, Rinehart and Winston, I962), p. l4. 



a Copperhead, a Southern sympathizer and a champion of States' 
2 

Rights." When his son was born, the child was named after 

the great Southern soldier and scholar* He was christened 

Robert Lee Frost. He became a natural nonconformist. 

"In this period of history San Francisco was not a 

dull town to live in. It was a fast-growing and violent 
3 

community. "-̂  "Westerners sported revolvers as jauntily as 
h Easterners carried canes." The life was rude but lavish. 

Although Frost's father enjoyed the hazardous life of editor-

politician in a boisterous community, his health could not 

stand the strain. He died of tuberculosis in his early 

thirties in I885, and his widow crossed the continent with 

her two children back to Lawrence, I-lassachusetts, to live 

with Grandfather Frost. The boy Robert was then ten years 
5 

old. Later they "settled in the village of Salem, New 

Hampshire, where Mrs, Frost earned a precarious living for 

a few years, teaching in the gramm8.r school where her chil

dren attended," 

^Ibid., p. IX. 
3 
Daniel Smythe, Robert Frost Speaks (New York: 

Twayne Publishers, Inc., 195"^), P. 17. 

Untermeyer, op. cit., p. X. 

Jean Gould, Robert Frost The Aim Was Song (New York: 
Dodd, Mead and Company, 196577^. 29"" 

Lawrence Thompson, Robert Frost (Minneapolis: Uni
versity of Minnesota Press, 1959), P. ^. 



Before Robert Frost came to Lawrence, he had had no 

formal schooling. He started school in Lawrence in I885. 

"My year and a half of the ungraded district school and my 

four years in Lawrence High School were the heart of my edu

cation. They suited me perfectly."'^ His co-valedictorian 

was an unusually pretty girl, Elinor Mirian White. 

He had begun to earn money with all sorts of odd jobs. 

In his twelfth year, he picked up small change as a cobbler; 

from that time on he spent all his vacations either in a, shoe-

shop or on a farm as a hired hand, until he got through high 

school. 

The summer of I89I, when he was sixteen, he left a 
farm job to push a bobbin wagon in a textile mill 
in Lawrence, During the summer of I892 he worked 
as a gatekeeper at another mill. In 1893 he spent 
part of his time tending dynamos and part of it on 
a ten-foot ladder, in the Arlington Textile Mills, 
trimming the carbon-pencil lamps over the "mule 
frames," machines for spinning.^ 

Frost passed the first half of his entrance examina

tions for Hâ rvard in I89I, but he was sent to Dartmouth by a 

grandmother who distrusted Har-vard. He remained at Dartmouth 

only three months; he quit suddenly--"it was a restlessness 
9 

that I felt but couldn't explain." His grandparents made it 

plain that they were bitterly disappointed and out of patience 

7 
Untermeyer, op. cit., p. XI. 

^Ibid., p. XII. 

^Ibid., p. XII. 
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10 with him. He returned to take his mother's place, teaching 

in the grammar school at Methuen, Massachusetts. "I did take 

hold of my mother's school," he related with satisfaction, 

"bought some rattans and canned those unruly boys good and 

plenty. "̂ "̂  

The summer of I893 was spent farming for himself after 

a fashion on a rented place near Canobie Lake, New Hampshire, 

and reading advertisements, looking for what to do next. "He 

left home in disgust and became a tramp for a while. He wan

dered through the South and ran into all kinds of astonishing 

12 

adventures," 

At nineteen he taught a spring term at a district 

school in Salem, and spent the summer alone with a dog in an 

abandoned farmhouse, the last house high up on Ossipee Moun

tain. 

Then Frost got a cliance to try his hand as a journal

ist. He was asked to put life back into The Lawrence Sentinel. 

But it was impossible. "I failed," said Frost, and added 

grimly, "A young Irishman, who succeeded me, put so much life 

into it that he got put in jail."-'"̂  In 189^, Frost tried 

10 
Gould, pp..̂ _ci,t. , p. 50. 

^^Ibid. 
12 

Smythe, op. cî t. , p. 19. 

"^Untermeyer, op. cit. , p. XIII. 



newspaper work again. He began as a reporter on the Lawrence 

American, but gravitated to the editorial page as a sort of 

columnist. 

When Frost was 21, in I895, despite his failure to 

achieve anything concrete, Elinor White's family reluctantly 

consented to the marriage. For the next five years he and 

Elinor assisted in his mother's private and tutorial school 

in Lawrence where he was almost persuaded to take charge of 

it when she died in I9OO. Trying to please the family and 

complete his scholastic ed.ucatlon, he entered Harvard in his 

twenty-second year but remained only until his twenty-fourth. 

"I ran all to Latin, Greek, and philosophy—imtll I ran away," 

His grandfather helped him go to college both times, and when 

his health demanded, it, helped him to buy a farm. "Nothing 

went well for him, and he seemed to have a gift for failure 

only. " "-̂  He farmed exclusively for five years. "He was not 

a good farmer. He milked the coxi late so he would not have 

to get up early in the morning. " 

He began part-time teaching at Pinkerton Academy in 

Derry, New Hampshire, to supplement his farming and to sup

port his growing family. At Pinkerton, he first taught 

•̂ Îbid. , p. XIV. 

Thompson, op. cit., pp. 5"6. 
16 
Smythe, op. cit., p. I9. 
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English but, in the spring of I9IO, he was called upon to 

supervise student dramatics. 

In 1911-1912 Frost taught psychology at the Nevj Hamp

shire State Normal School at Plymouth, and spent many of his 

evenings reading not only from the works he was teaching, but 

from the plays of J. M. Synge and George Bernard Shaw. Teach

ing almost became his career. 

Meanwhile, Frost had been writing poetry. A late 

starter with books, he was fourteen before he began to read 

on his own; his mother had always read to him. 

The first story he ever read through for himself 
£̂is Scottish Chiefs; the second was Tom Brown's 
School 'Days. He discovered and relished the 
sheer music of Poe as much as the pure meaning 
of Emerson. -̂' 

He wrote his first poem, "La Noche Triste," in his fifteenth 

year. 

During the next three years, the young poet composed 

about ten pieces in rhyme and blank verse. Then one day he 

wrote some irregularly rhymed sta.nzas V7hich he entitled "My 

Butterfly," and in the ten lines of the second verse begin

ning "The gray grass is scarce dappled with the snow" Frost 

found his oim distinctive utterance. The poem was accepted 

by The Independent, a magazine of national circulation, and 
*» l i i i • ! tt I i^jmnmimMmti \mm-m hilt* • • • i U i i • |i • n i w u ^ J W ' ^—^ 

Frost received a check for fifteen dollars. He was nineteen 

years old. His mother vias proud, but the rest of the family 

17 
'Untermeyer, op. cit., p. XV. 

file:///mm-m
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were alarmed. His grandfather said, "No one can make a liv

ing at poetry. But I tell you wliat," he added shrewdly, 

"we'll give you a year to make a go of it. You'll have to 

promise to quit writing if you can't make a success of it 

in a year, VJhat do you say?" 

"Give me twenty--give me twenty," replied the nine-

teen-year-old-youth, like an auctioneer. 

Twenty years later, almost to the month, Robert 

Frost's first book, A Boy's Will, was published and proved 

that the boy v/as not only a true poet but a sadly accurs-te 

prophet. 

In the fourteen years after Frost's first acceptance 

as a "professional" poet. The Independent printed six of his 

poems, scarcely enough to make a man vjant to keep on writing. 

"The other magazines were not only less encouraging but wholly 

19 

apathetic." -" He was invited to Pinkerton Academy on the 

strength of a poem, "The Tuft of Flowers," which someone had 

read at a village banquet while Frost sat with his head hung 

down, 

"Sometimes Frost refers to himself as one who likes 
20 

to talk and to teach anywhere except in the classroom." 

•̂ Îbid. , p. XIV. 

^^Ibid., p. XVI. 

^^Ibid., p. XVIII. 
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The truth is that he has been an excellent instructor and a 

remembered teacher wherever he has taught. 

"Having groim accustomed to gambling with his own 

21 
life, Frost decided, in 1912, to bet all on poetry." "He 

needed, or wanted, to try himself against another background." 

The Derry farm had been given to Frost on such terms that he 

was committed to it for ten years. Ten years passed and 

Frost, now thirty-five, v:as able to dispose of his New Hamp

shire property. With the money from the sale, plus the little 

he had saved by teaching at Pinkerton Academy in Derry and at 

the State Normal School at Plymouth, Frost and his family 

sailed for England. There were six of them: Robert, his wife, 

his son Carol, and three daughters, Leslie, Irma, and Mar-

jorie. 

They came to a friendless England; there vrere no rela

tives or even acquaintances to look up. But living abroad 

was cheap in 1912, and Mrs. Frost said she wanted "to live 

under thatch." -̂  The Frosts settled temporarily in Beacons-

field, a little town in rural Buckinghamshire. Frost and his 

family were "untouched by what was going on in London." 

21 
Thompson, op. cit., p. 6. 

22 

Untermeyer, op. cit., p. XVII. 

^^Ibid., p, XVIII. 

^^Ibid, 



13 

Except for a rare visit to the metropolis, they went nowhere 

and saw no one until almost a year had passed. They tried 

farming again, "this time in the hamlet of Leadington, to the 

north of Dymock in Gloucestershire." -̂  The neighbors here 

were more friendly. Two of them were poets: Lascelles 

Abercromble and Wilfrid Wilson Gibson. Other poets visited, 

notably Edward Thomas, "who endeared himself to the family 

and who was so deeply influenced by Frost that he dedicated 

his first volume of poems to the American poet." 

One evening in 1913 Frost sat before an open fire, 

shuffling through the poems he had written, only a few of 

which had been printed in magazines. In his hands was the 

work of twenty years. "It came to me that maybe someone 

would publish a few of these poems in a book. It really 
27 

hadn't even occurred to me before that this might be done." 

Frost admired W, E, Henley and remembered that Henley's 

publisher had been David Nutt. David Nutt was dead, but his 

widow was carrying on the publishing business, and to I4rs. 

Nutt he went. Mrs. Nutt read the work of the unknown poet 

and decided to publish his book. When the volume appeared, 
28 

the poet was thirty-eight years old. 

^ ^ I b i d . 

^ ^ I b i d . . p . 

27 
I b i d . 

^ ^ I b i d , . p . 

XIX. 

XX, 
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A Boy's Will, first published in England in 1913, is 

Robert Frost's first book. "But if the critics were enthusi

astic about A Boy's Will, they were exuberant about North of 

2Q Boston, which appeared about a year later," ^ They praised 

the second volume for many reasons. Wilfrid Wilson Gibson 

wrote, "Mr, Frost has turned the living speech of men and 

women into poetry. "-̂  

Edward Thomas concluded, that: ' ;... . 

Frost succeeded in being plain though not mean, in 
reminding us of poetry without being falsely 'po
etical', . . . The result is a unique type of 
eclogue, homely, racy, and touched by a spirit tha.t 
might, under other circumstances, have made gure 
lyric on the one hand or drama on the other. -̂  

When the book was published in the United States, 

the American critics also emphasized Frost's powerful use 

of plain language and his lack of rhetoric. They particu

larly praised his native subject matter carefully rendered 

into the accent, and even the rhythjn, of customary speech. 

The last feature is Frost's most characteristic, if 

not his most enduring quality. "A Boy's Will is poetry that 

32 sings; North of Boston is poetry that talks. "-̂  

^^Ibid. 

^^Ibid. 

•̂̂ Ibid. , p. XXI. 

32 Ibid. 
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In early 1915» seven months after the outbreak of 

the First World War, Robert Frost returned to America. He 

came back to find himself suddenly and unexpectedly famous. 

His two books were on sale everywhere in the United States, 

published by a New York publisher, Henry Holt and Company. 

The man who had left America an unknown writer came back to 

be hailed a leader of "the new era in American poetry," 

"Success embarrassed him. Extremely shy, painfully 

sensitive, inwardly tortured by crowds. Frost bought a farm 

in Francomia. New Ha.mpshire, hoping to escape from public 

33 adulation. " The Frosts lived, there five years. It was a 

richly creative time, as well as a rewarding one. 

"For reasons of economics and pride, he could no 

longer refuse invitations to give public lectû res and read-
3k 

ings." Less than a year after his return from England, 

Frost delivered the Phi Beta Kappa poem at Tufts College. 

The year following he was invited to join the advisory board 

of the short-lived but brilliant monthly. The Seven Arts; 

he was elected to the National Institute of Arts and Letters; 

he was' the Phi Beta Kappa poet at Harvard. "Truly," wrote 

Gorham B, Munson in 1927, "he had scarcely tapped, and all 
35 

the doors of literary America opened to him."-̂ ^ 

•̂ -̂ Thompson, op. cit. , p. 6. 

3k 

Ibid. 

"̂ -"̂ Untermeyer, op. cit. , p. XXII. 
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Frost was nox̂  forty. During the next thirty-five 

years—from 1915-1950--the poet spent much of his time at 

various institutions of learning, "in spite of his asserted 

distaste for all things academic," Although nominally en

gaged as a professor, he was a stimulator rather than a 

teacher. His special stays were at Dartmouth, Amherst, and 

Michigan, but he belonged longest, nearly twenty-five of the 

thirty-five, to Amherst, 

In 1938 he moved to Boston, and three years later 

took a house in Cambridge. But he did not relinquish his 

hold upon the land. He now owned, and occasionally occupied, 

five farms--all in Vermont. 

The volumes that followed North of Boston marked a 

continual increase in the ability to make verse talk and 

sing. "Poets are said to love the singing impulse as they 

grow older. The reverse is true with Frost; his later v7ork 

is even more distinguished than his early writing by its 

37 lyrical power," 

"The years that followed the early 20's up to his 

death were a record of honors and publications, " Four 

times Frost was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for the best book 

36 . 

Thompson, op. cit., p. 6. 

37untermeyer, oy, cit., p. XXIV. 

-^°Smythe, op. cit. , p. 1^. 
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of poetry of the year—Frost being the only poet so honored. 

He won the prize in 192̂ 4- for New Hampshire; in 1931, for 

Collected Poems; in 1937, for A Further Iknge; and in 19^3. 
— * ^ * * * " ' ™ ' " " " ^ " » . W i M i ^ P — ^ i « * " l "••MM • HI* •»'I>|J||I I • ^ ^ • 9 1MB H' •!_ ! • • • • II, |M«II IIM Mini • I l l M l n • • Wir.llWII ' ^ ' 

for A Witness Tree. Other honors steadily accumulated. He 

was intermittently on the faculty at Amherst College; he was 

Poet in Residence at Michigan University from 1921 to 1923 

and again during 1925-26; he vras Associate Fellow in Letters 

at Pierson College, Yale, beginning in 1933; he delivered the 

Charles Eliot Norton lectures at Harvard in 1936. He vras co-

founder of the now famous Bread Loaf School of English—a 

summer institution in the Green Mountains of Vermont—and he 

had spent his summers there since 1920. He vjas awarded hon

orary degrees by Columbia, Dartmouth, Yale, Harvard, and a 

dozen other colleges and universities. He was one of the 

few authors to receive the Gold Medal from the National Insti-
39 tute of Arts and Letters.-̂ '̂  

Robert Frost gained some renoxm as a world traveler 
for the cause of poetry, venturing to South America, 
the Near East, the Soviet Union, and it is no exag
geration to say that he was the best selling poet 
of this century, his total sales of books exceeding 
(by 196^) one million copies,^^ 

The long list of honors and successes did not affect 

the man or his work. "The quiet strength, the deep con

victions, remained unshaken in the person as well as in 

39 
Untermeyer, op. cit., p. XXIV. 

40 , 
Smythe, op. cit,. p, \k, 
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^1 the poetry," The last lines of the first poem in Frost's 

first book took on a prophetic conclusiveness: 

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

Many of the incidents and resulting effects from 

Robert Frost's childhood in San Francisco, adolescence in 

New England, and maturity and fame in America which are 

covered in the preceeding biography are emphasized in the 

following script. Many of them are told with Frost's own 

words. 

•̂ Untermeyer, op. cit. , p. XXIV. 

k2 
Robert Frost, Complete Poems of Robert Frost 

(New York: Holt, Rinehart, and Winston, 1962),p. 5. 



A READER'S THEATER TELEVISION PRODUCTION 

BASED ON THE POETRY OF ROBERT FROST 

Suggested Cast: 

One male narrator 

Four male readers 

Four female readers 

A small band 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Band spotted, 
LONG SHOT 

Film of New 
England scenes: 
spring or brook in 
a meadow 

Picture of cow and 
calf (same back
ground as above) 

Studio card saying: 
A Reader's Theater 
Television Produc
tion Based on the 
Poetry of Robert 
Frost (New England 
scene continues in 
background) 

(Theme MUSIC, fade for poem) 

("The Pasture") 
Frost: 

I'm going out to clean the pasture 
spring; 

I'll only stop to rake the leaves 
away 

(And wait to vratch the water clear, 
I may) 

I sha'n't be gone long.--You come too. 

I'm going out to fetch the little calf 
That's standing by the mother. It's 

so young-
It totters when she licks it with her 

tongue ^ 
I sha'n't be gone long.—You come too. 

Nar: Robert Frost offers an invitation 
to come along with him to share life's 
joys and trials, its adventures and mis
adventures, its frills, thrills and its 
truths. The invitation is a simply stated 
one, the only kind Frost cared to offer. 

(The following narrative is to be said as 
one person would say it. ) 

LONG SHOT of group All: Come too as we unveil a portrait. 
in limbo 

1 Male: It's a portrait of a man 
Group is on spiral 
platform 2 Male: a common man; 
The camera travels 
around it, spotting 1 Female: husband 
each as he speaks 

2 F; father, 

3 M: farmer, 

k M: teacher. 

Robert Frost, "The Pasture," Complete Poems of Robert 
Frost (New York: Holt, Rinehart and Company, 19^2), p. 1. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

LONG SHOT 

LONG SHOT 

CLOSE UP 

LONG SHOT of fac
ing the camera 

CLOSE UP 

CLOSE UP 

MEDIUM SHOT— 
sitting down 

CLOSE UP—standing 
on top of spiral 

MEDIUM SHOT as 
they descend 
spiral 

LONG SHOT 

MEDIUM SHOT 

All F: an uncommonly common man— 

All: a poet— 

1 M; one of America's greatest American 
poets. 

All; Robert Lee Frost. (an echoing 
sound) 

k M: Bom in San Francisco, 

3 F: reared in New England, 

k F; (Southern Dialect) and named after 
the great Southern General, Robert E. Lee. 

Nar: We in the show" are only a voice for 
the poet who paints his ovm portrait by 
telling his own story again and again. 

J,k F; He spent a long life-time record
ing his 

thoughts, 

ideas. 

2 

k 

F: 

F: 

3 F: 

k 

3 

k 

F: 

F: 

F: 

CLOSE UP 

MEDIUM SHOT 

feelings, 

philosophies, 

definitions, 

and impressions. 

All M; The poet and his poems are in
separably one. 

2 M; All that he has lived, his anxiety, 
agony, laughter, wisdom, grief—has been 
turned into his art. 

IF: His life lights up his poetry. 

1.2 F: His poetry lights up his life. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

LONG SHOT 
from above 

MEDIUM SHOT 

Picture of dust 
blowing about an 
old western city 

Picture of a golden 
sunset 

Picture of the 
Golden Gate Bridge 

Picture of San 
Francisco, 187^ 

Nar. in limbo, 
MEDIU14 SHOT, with 
each "vrhere" 
change the angle 
of camera 

All; We sha'n't be gone long. You come 
too. (echoing sound) 

All F; VJe naturally begin with his natural 
beginning and "A Peck of Gold." 

Bo^: 
("A Peck of Gold") 

Dust always blowing about the town. 
Except when sea-fog laid it down. 
And I v:as one of the children told 
Some of the blowing dust was gold. 

All the dust the wind blew high 
Appeared like gold in the sunset sky. 
But I 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 must eat our peck of gold." 

Nar; Robert Frost was born on March 25, 
187^, in a frontier town in California. 
The rough and raw of life were revealed 
to him in this gold-dust lusted San Fran
cisco— 

2 M; He once stole a pig, (short pause) 
for kicks, and a third part of ISi^* 

Nar; It was in this environment where 
young Frost developed an interest in ani
mals, especially horses, where a little 
girl hit him over the head with a croquet 

accusing him of cheating, 
his first experience with a 
he "took pleasure in pecking 
with a nail because he liked 

CLOSE UP with 
"Because" 

mallet after 
where he had 
witch, where 
holes in eggs 
the table talk about what animal could be 
doing it."3 Because of this special 

^Ibid., "A Peck of Gold," p. 317. 

3Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant, Robert Frost The Trial by 
Existence (New York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, 1920"^ P. 10. 
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T: Dissolve to 
the two readers 
in limbo 

Readers have on 
heavy coats and 
warm caps. 
They are sitting 
on logs--warming 
by a fake fire— 
then are facing 
camera. 
They appear to be 
telling an audi
ence around a 
campfire. 

interest in horses, years later he wrote 
a tender poem about on observing a young 
colt in his first snow storm,"The Runna-
way.'.' 

("The Runnaway") 
1 M; Once when the snow of the year was 

beginning to fall. 
We stopped by a mountain pasture to say, 

1.2 M; "Whose colt?" 

1 M: A little Morgan had one fore foot 
on the wall. 

The other curled at his breast. 

2 M: He dipped his head and snorted at us. 

1 M: And then he had to bolt. 

2 M; We heard, the minis.ture thunder where 
he fled, and we saw him, 

1 M: or thought we saw him. 

Stands, speaking 
to 2_J[ IffiDIUM 

Stands, spea.king 
to IJl 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Conversation be
tween the 1 & 2 
readers 
MEDIUM SHOT 

1,2 M: dim and gray, 

2 M; like a shadow against the curtain 
of falling flakes. 

1 M: I . think the little fellow's afraid 
of the snow 

2 M: He isn't winter-broken. It isn't 
play with the little fellow at all. 
He's running away. 

1 M: I doubt if even his mother could 
tell hin, "Sakes, It's only vieather. 

2_M: He'd think she didn't know! 

1 M: Where is his mother? He can't be 
out alone." 

As if seeing the 
action 

2 M: 
And now he comes a g a i n vrith c l a t t e r 

of s t o n e , 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

CLOSE UP—looking 
to audience again 

LONG SHOT of young 
boy wandering in 
limbo. His panto
mime shows that he 
is in a forest. 

T: Smooth to Nar, 
Nar. in limbo, 
sitting on stool. 
MEDIUM SHOT 

CLOSE UP 

And mounts the wall again with whited 
eyes 

1 M; 
And all his tail that isn't hair up 

straight. 
He shutters his coat as if to throw 

off flies, 

2.1 M; 
Whoever it is that leaves him out 

so late. 
When other creatures have gone to 

stall and bin, 
Ought to be told to come and take 

him in,^ 

Nar: No doubt, concerned adults observ
ing young Frost's solitary wanderings, 
pondered the same question about him, 

Vflioever i t i s t h a t leaves him out 
so late. 

When other creatures have gone to 
stall and bin 

Ought to be told to come and take 
him in, ̂  

Nar: 
During a summer in the Sierra foot
hills back of Santa Cruz he went off 
by himself, cutting through deep woods 
to see a boy v/hose father had made a 
tank hewed out of a big tree to hold 
spring water. As he returned alone 
over a bridge, an eagle tried to carry 
him off--or so he told his parents.^ 

He liked to stir up a sensation and v̂ as 
actually never sure whether this melo
dramatic event happened or not. In any 
case he wrote a poem about it which he 
called, "Auspex." 

^Frost, o£. cit., "The Runnaway," p. 273. 

5lbid. 

^Sergeant, o£. cj._t. , p. 10. 
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Picture eagle in 
flight, and 
CLOSE UPS of eagle 
(as many angles 
as possible) 

Nar. in limbo 
standing 
MEDIUM SHOT 

("Auspex") 
Male: 

Once in a California Sierra 
I was swooped down upon when I was 

small 
And measured but not taken after all 
By a great eagle bird in all his terror. 
Such auspices are very hard to read. 
My parents when I ran to them avefred 
I'd been rejected by the royal bird 
As one who would not make a Ganymede, 
Not find a barkeep to the gods in me? 
I have resented ever since that day 
When any but myself presumed to say 
That there was anything I couldn't be.^ 

Frost's poems, "At 
is also based on a 

Nar: One of Robert 
Woodward's Gardens" 
childhood memory. This poem begins the 
portrait of a man of exploratory curios
ity. It is the story of how a boy tried 
out some monkeys at the zoo with a burn
ing glass and found that monkeys are not 
men; 

("At Woodward's Gardens") 

A boy enters a zoo. 
He has a magnify
ing glass dangling 
from a string. He 
looks around at 
the various ani
mals. He finally 
stops at the mon
key's cage. He 
watches the monkeys 
at play. He begins 
to tease the monkeyi 
with his burning 
glass. 
The camera follows 
monkeys in their 
play. 

14ale: 
A boy, presuming on his intellect. 
Once showed two little monkeys in a 

cage 
A burning glass they could not under

stand 
And never could be made to understand. 
Vlords are no good: to say it Was a lens 
For gathering solar rays would not have 

helped. 
But let him show them how the weapon 

worked. 
He made the sun a pin-point on the nose 
Of first one, then the other till it 

brought 
A look of puzzled dimness to their eyes 
That blinking could not seem to blink 

away. 

Ibid., p. 10. 
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Camera back to boy 
who sadly observes 
a string vjith no 
magnifying glass 

Camera shows mon
keys, CLOSE UP. 
They are making 
various funny faces 

LONG SHOT of mon
keys 

CLOSE UP of boy 
crying. He sadly 
walks out of the zoo, 
swinging the string. 

LONG SHOT of monkeys 

They stood arms laced together at the 
bars. 

And exchanged troubled glances over 
life. 

One put a thoughtful hand up to his 
nose 

As if reminded--or as if perhaps 
Within a million years of an idea. 
He got his purple little knuckles stung. 
The already known had once more been 

confirmed 
By psychological experiment. 
And that were all the finding to 

announce 
Had the boy not presumed too close and 

long. 
There was a sudden flash of arm, a 

snatch, 
And the glass vras the monkey's, not 

the boy's. 
Precipitately they retired back cage 
And instituted an investigation 
On their part, though without the needed 

in sight •,-. 
They bit the glass and listened for 

the flavor. 
They broke the handle and the binding 

off it. 
Then none the wiser, frankly gave it 

up. 
And having hid it in their bedding 

stravr 
Against the day of prisoners' ennui. 
Came dryly f o3rv7ard to the bars' again 
To answer for themselves: 
VJho said it mattered 
What monkeys did or didn't understand? 
They might not understand a burning-

glass. 
They might not understand the sun it

self. 
It's knowing what to do with things 

that counts." 

8 Frost, £2. cit., "At Woodward's Gardens," p. 379. 
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LONG SHOT of Nar. 
in backdrop of en
larged picture of 
San Francisco 
scene, ocean beach, 
trees— 

Nar: 
One of the great gifts of San Fran
cisco to its citizens is the back
drop of primeval forest and mountain 
and valley or ocean beach that is ac
cessible even to the humblest.° 

Wildness, mystery, and meaning were surely 
associated for young Frost with the Pa
cific Ocean. He witnesses a mighty storm 
at the age of five or six. It lingered 
in his mind as grandeur, darkness, and 
portent, and was put down in a poem called 
"Once By the Pacific." 

Picture of shore 
line, waves rolling 
in, different shots 
of Pacific shores, 
beaches 

Picture of storm 
clouds 

Picture.of waves 
rolling in, mouiit-
ing and breaking 

T: 

M; 

Light fades to b lack 

Sound of breaking vraves 

("Once By the Pac i f i c" ) 

The shattered water made a misty din. 
Great waves looked over others coming 

in. 
And thought of doing something to the 

shore 
That vjater never did to land before. 
The clouds were low and hairy in the 

skies. 
Like locks blown forvrard in the gleam 

of eyes. 
You could not tell, and yet it looked 

as if 
The shore was lucky in being backed 

by continent; 
It looked as if a night of dark intent 
Was coming, and not only a night, an 

age. 
Someone had better be prepared for 

rage, 
There would be more than ocean-water 

broken 
Before God's last "Put out the light" 

vras spoken. ̂ ^ 

^Sergeant, o£. cit., p. 10. 

^^Frost, g£. ̂ t . , "Once By the Pacific," p. 31^^ 
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Nar, in limbo, 
sitting on stool 

Nar; After the death 
Belle Frost moved her 
New Hampshire. Years 
those hard times to a 
by his cabin fire; 

of Robert's father, 
family to Amherst, 
later Frost recalls 
friend, as he sat 

Picture of tvjo in
distinct figures 
comfortably seated 
in large chairs in 
front of fireplace 

Frost 
"That Rob can 
used to say. 
or run off to 
whole I guess 
out in a job. 
life. I liked 

do anything," my mother 
I'd sometimes complain 
go swimming, but on the 
I liked to try myself 
I was curious about 
working with rough char-

Picture of boy in 
large apron,hammer
ing nails in shoes 

Picture dangerous 
looking industrial 
machinery in motion 

Nar., sitting on 
the steps of a 
school front; 
LONG SHOT 

acters—they did me no harm. (After 
all, I'd fraternized vrith them from 
childhood.) 

One year vrhen I V7as twelve, I 
worked in a shoe shop, inserting nails 
into holes in the heels of shoes. I 
held the nails in my mouth (mother did 
not realize that) but I never inhaled 
or swallowed any. Then next year, I 
was thirteen, I worked behind a big 
machine run by a big man—that process 
was really dangerous for a child but 
I didn't let her know or lost a fin
ger, ̂ ^ 

Nar: 
At Lawrence High School he met the 
girl who was later to become his wife. 
She was Elinor Miriam VJhite, They were 
co-valedictorians of their graduation 
class,^2 

It V7as his grandmother's idea that he 
should go on to college. It was while at 
Dartmouth that he published his first poem. 
Years later in an interview with E. C. 
Lathem he explains his decision to become 
a poet; 

II 
Sergeant, o£. olt., p. 19. 

-*-̂ Daniel Smythe, Robert Frost Speaks (Nev7 York: Twayne 
Publishers, Inc., 196^), p, 18. 
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Frost; 
Slowly ZOOM IN on Somebody talks about rededication and 
picture of Frost dedication, and nobody really dedicates 

himself till long afterward. He doesn't 
dedicate himself, he gets dedicated. 
He finds himself deep in something and 
long before he's aware of committing 
himself. And he's never aware of his 
taking his life in his hands to go 
forward to do something or do or die, 
you laiovj, unless it's to battle or 
something. 

I didn't think anything like that. 
I just had it coming on me. I can't 
t e l l hov7 i t came, t h i s V7ish t o have 
something: write things and get them 
printed,-^3 

Nar. in limbo, Nar; The poem, "Bereft" was based on 
standing, memories of the year l883~--the year Frost 
MEDIUM SHOT left college—without as much as a good

bye to anyone. 

Certainly it might be taken as close 
to the temper of the college student 
who hadn't made a go of things or -^ 
fitted into the ideas of his elders,•*" 

J-. :. ("Bereft") 
Film of lonely Male: 
young man, wander- Vihere had I heard this wind before 
ing about in the Change like this to a deeper roar? 
fall of the year What v7ould it take my standing there 

for. 
Holding open a restive door. 

He is holding books Looking down hill to a frothy shore? 
in his ai*ms. He Summer V7as past and day was past. 
drops his books one Somber clouds in the west were massed. 
at a time until his Out in the porch's sagging floor, 
arms hang limp at Leaves got up in a coil and hissed, 
his sides. His looks Blindly struck at my knee and missed. 
turn upward. Something sinister in the tone 

^Sergeant, ££. cit. , p. 29. 

l^Ibid., p. 30. 
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Nar. in limbo, 
CLOSE UP, from 
above, 
Nar. sits on stool 

Told me my secret must be knovTn; 
Word I was in the house alone 
Somehov7 must have gotten abroad. 
Word I was in my life alone, 
Word I had no one left but God.^3 

Nar; In "Bereft," the poet is rebel-
llously fighting the dark side of life 
and of his ov7n nature, the loneliness and 
even hate he must meet to find himself. 
He is avjed by what he must v7ork out with 
God. 

In "Now Close the Windov7s," he has 
blessedly discovered that the soli
tude within his ovTn nature in its 
very exclusions, even from bird songs 
can be serene, positive, even joyous 
in its creativity of the spirit.l" 

The two poems together seem to reveal the 
essential duality' of Robert Frost, 
artist. 

the 

Film of autumn scene 
of leaves blowing 
about—should appear 
lonely, desolate 

("Nov7 Close the WindovTs") 
Now close the windov7s and hush all the 

fields; 
If the trees must, let them silently 

toss; 
No bird is singing now, and if there ii 
Be it my loss. 
It will be long ere the marshes resume 
It V7ill be long ere the earliest bird: 
So close the v7indov7s and not hear the 

V7lnd, (spoken slowly, fade to a 
whisper) 

Fade to black But see all wind-stirred. 17 

T; Love MUSIC, continuing quietly during 
poem. 

^^Frost, o£. olt., "Bereft," p. 317. 
I6c 

17 
Sergeant, gj^, cit. , p. 32. 

Frost, p_£. cit. , "Nov7 Close the VJindows," p. 36. 
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Film of two lovers 
walking in a wood, 
hand-in-hand 

1 Female: 
Love has earth to which she clings 
With hills and circling arms about— 
Wall TT-ithin wall to shut fear out. 
But thought has need of no such things. 
For thought has a pair of dauntless 

wings. . . .-'-̂  (MUSIC UP, then out 
as picture fades) 

ZOOM IN on a boy 
at a kitchen table, 
writing diligently 
(1893). 

Sister is seen 
banging on door. 

Frost; 
Within a 
mouth in 
my first 
it all in one go 
house in Tremont 
door and all the 
Jeanie my sister 
down and get in. 
I had "sensed in 
was happening. 

year of my retreat from Dart-
1893» I wrote and published 
poem, "My Butterfly." I wrote 

in the kitchen of our 
Street. I locked the 
time I V7as • v7orking, 
tried to batter it 
(Even as I wrote it 

a way tliat something 
It V7as like cutting 

Camera goes 
through kitchen 
window to snowy 
scene described 
in poem. 

along a nerve.")19 

("My Butterfly") 
Young Male: 

Thine emulous fond flowers are dead, 
too. 

And the daft suji-assaulter, he 
That frighted thee so oft, is fled or 

dead: 
Save only me 
(Nor Is it sad to theel) 
Save only me 
There is none left to mourn thee in 

the fields. 

The gray grass is scarce dappled V7lth 
the snow; 

Its two banks have not shut upon the 
river; 

But it is long ago— 
It seems forever— 
Since first I saw thee glance. 

•̂ Îbid. . "Bond and Free," p. 131. 

19 Sergeant, pjQ. cit. , p. 3^. 
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These last lines 
spoken to the 
flight of a 
butterfly 

With all thy dazzling other ones. 
In airy dalliance. 
Precipitate in love. 
Tossed, tangled, whirled and whirled 

above, 
Like a li^P rose-v7reath in a fairy 

dance,^^ 

Nar, spotted in a 
background of a 
large mill, 
LONG SHOT 

Nar; It is knovTn that sometime in the 
spring of this year 189^, Frost worked in 
a mill but quit the job suddenly, as if 
under a new star, and found himself another 
elementary teaching job. The story has it 
that young Frost had arrived late to work, 
after the noon hour, and finding the mill 
doors closed, shouted: "You can't do this 
to mel" and went off. "A Lone Striker" 
seems autobiographical. The worker ar
rives tardily at the factory and is locked 
out for half an hour, "his pittance docked, 
"rebuked and unemployed." But, 

II 

Picture of scene 
described in poem: 
a wood of tall trees, 
cliffs, etc. 

Show path leading 
into woods, to a 
spring—a woman 
bends over spring, 
stands, walks aviay.. 

Light fades to black 

He knev7 another 
And in it, tall 
And if he stood 
Twould be among 

place, a v7ood, 
as trees, V7ere cliffs 
on one of these, 
the tops of trees. 

Their upper branches round him wreath
ing. 

Their breathing mingled V7ith his breath
ing, 

stood! Enough of ifs! 
path that V7anted V7alking; 
spring that V7anted drinking; 
tiiat V7anted further thinking; 

A love that wanted re-renev7ing. 
Nor V7as that just a V7ay of talking 
To save him the expense of doing. 
With him it boded action, deed. . . 

If—if he 
He knew a 
He knew a 
A thoLight 

22 

20 

21 

22 

Frost, ̂ , clb. , "My Butterfly," p. ̂ 1. 

Sergeant, o£. cit., p. 38. 

Ibid.. "A Lone Striker," p. 355. 
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Nar, in limbo, 
sitting on stool, 
CLOSE UP SHOT 

Fade to black 

He sits, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

3 F to Nar, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Still sitting, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Nar: It was during this trying period of 
his life that he was "tossing off his 
little jobs as a juggler plays with balls— 
like a fellov7 who didn't even want to 
amount to something.^^ 

(Wedding MUSIC is heard, fades out) 

Finally vjhen Robert was 21, he and Elinor 
were married. 

For a while they both taught in a lit
tle private school ovjned and operated by 
Robert's mother. 

He gave up teaching temporarily for 
college once more but never took a liking 
to it. He disliked it so that in his 
sophomore year at Harvard he became vio
lently ill—so ill that the doctors sent 
him home to die. Lucky for America he 
refused to die--it's questioned just V7hat 
kind of sick he had. He made a very half
hearted attempt at raising chickens (be
cause of a whole-hearted attempt at writing 
poetry). Elinor, swallowing her pride, 
went to Grandfather Frost and asked him to 
buy them a farm they had picked out in 
Derry, New Hampshire. 

3 F: 
Thirty acres rather run dovTn and poor, 
but vrith orchard, fields, pasture, 
woodland, and spring. A one-man,one 
horse farm. "If Rob could get V7ell 
enough to farm and vrrite poetrv, he 
might achieve this in Derry."2^ 

Nar: 
"Shall I give you a year?" (His grand
father asked him about then.) "I know 
i-fhat you are up to." (He meant poetry.) 
"Will you settle down if I give you a 
year to try this out?" 

23 

2k 
Sergeant, oj). cit. , p. k2. 

Ibid. , p. 55. 
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Sits on stool, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Film following a 
lonely road in a 
V7ood to a lone 
cabin 

Nar. in limbo, 
sitting on stool, 
CLOSE UP 

Frost struck a great auctioneer's pose 
and dared him with: "Give me tv7enty, 
give me twenty1" And that is just 
what it took.^5 

3 F; He and Elinor vrere ready for the 
isolation of a desert island when at the 
turn of the century they settled on the 
farm at Derry. 

They leave us so to the way we took. 
As two in whom they were proved mis

taken. 
That we sit sometimes in the wayside 

nook. 
With mischievous, vagrant, seraphic 

look, 26 
And try if V7e cannot feel forsaken. 

Nar; 
The lonely and revealing poem pub
lished in Robert Frost's life in Derry 
suggests the meaning to a sensitive 
spirit of the self-chosen and almost 
compulsively isolated life. Frost has 
said that this poem represents his 
first desire to escape from something, 
his fear of something.27 

Male: 
Picture of old. One of my wishes is that those dark 
tall, dark trees trees, 
(Redwood Forest and So old and firm they scarcely shov7 the 
similar shots) breeze. 

Were not, as *tv7ere, the merest mask 
of gloom. 

But stretched av7ay on the edge of doom. 

Follow the line of a I should not be withheld but that some 
tree to its top day 
branches, then on to Into their vastness I should steal aviay, 
the sky,.. Fearless of ever finding openland, 

^^Ibid. 

^^Frost, 02. c_it. "In Neglect," p. 23. 

^"^Sergeant, ££. cit. , pp. 55-5^^ 



35 

VIDEO AUDIO 

Nar, in limbo, 
sits on stoolc 
CLOSE UP 

T: SMOOTH to male 
reader in limbo 
LONG SHOT 

Occasionally the 
light gives the 
effect of light
ning flashes 

Or highway V7here the slow steel pours 
the sand, 

I do not see why I should e'er turn 
back. 

Or those should not set forth upon my 
track 

To overtake me, vrho should miss me here 
And long to Imow if still held them 

dear. 

They would not find me changed from 
him they knew--

Only more sure of all I thought V7as 
true.28 

Nar; 
When they moved to the farm, he felt 
that he did not need or want people. 
A beautiful ode, which in form shows 
his grov7ing liberation as a poet, re
veals how a more human need first came 
to him.^9 

(Sound of blov7ing V7ind, storm sounds. As 
his voice rises, so do the storm sounds.) 

Male: 
("Storm Fear") 

When the wind v7orks against us in the 
dark. 

And pelts with snow 
The lower clamber windov7 on the cast. 
And V7hispers with a sort of stifled 

bark. 
The beast! 
"Come out! Come out!"— 
It costs no inward struggle not to go. 
Ah, no! 
I count our strength. 
Two and a child, 

^^Frost, 02. cit,, "Into My OvTn," p. 5. 

•^Sergeant, _o2. cit. , p. 65. 
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Bright lightning 
flash, then black, 
(silence) 
Nar, in limbo 
standing 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Those of us not asleep subdued to mark 
Hov7 the cold creeps as the fire dies 

at length,—• 
How drifts are piled, 
Dooryard and read ungraded. 
Till even the comforming barn grows 

far away. 
And my heart ovms a doubt 
Whether 'tis in us to arise with day 
And save ourselves unaided. -̂^ 

Nar; That unexpected last word "unaided" 
has a tremor. Frost is scared. He only 
thought he could ignore his neighbors. 
(Pause) "A Boy's VJill" has still another 
poem on the theme of fellowship with other 
men. "The Tuft of Flov7ers" the poem's 
last two lines are; 

Men work together, 
I told him from the heart, ^̂  
Whether they work together or apart,-^ 

Sitting on stool Nar; Frost said later of this poem: 

Still picture of 
Frost 

Frost; 
I was scared av7ay from life and crept 
back to it through this poem. I was 
speaking literally. Got me my first 
real job, I have never earned a cent 
except by and through verse. For my 
first 20 years of it I earned a total 
of $200.00. VJhole family owe their 
life to this poem and they'd better 
believe it.32 

Nar; On the printing of this poem,-"A 
Tuft of Flovrers," he V7as asked to teach 
English at Pinkerton Academy. He liad 
asked for V7ritten work. But V7hen he came 

30 

31 

32 

Frost, 02.. cit.. "Storm Fear", p. 13. 

Ibid., p. 31. 

Sergeant, 02. ĉijt. , p. G"], 
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in and found 
his desk, my 
him. 

the big pile of themes on 
native "ornerlness" overtook 

Various shots of 
high schools, 
1910 

Frost; 

Nar, in limbo, 
CLOSE UP—he stands 

Sits on stool, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Film of trained 
crow (the creative 
director may want 
to superimpose crow 
with reader) 

"Anyth 
They 
asked 
again 
them 
them 
And I 
paper 
reade 

ing here anyone V7ants to keep?" 
shook their heads "no." So I 
them again and they said "no" 
"All right. If you don't value 

enough to keep them, I don't value 
enough to want to read them." 
threw them all into the waste-
basket. I'm no perfunctory 
r of perfunctory writing!"33 

Nar: This is an early example of Robert 
Frost's method of "scaring a class so they 
want to find out V7liat you've got to say. "3^ 
He asked his students crucial questions 
about life, perhaps because he asked him
self crucial questions and so often v7rote 
poems in reply. These "poems in reply" 
would sometimes be addressed to some mem
ber of his family. 

VJe have a playful glimpse of Frost's 
oldest daughter, Lesley, in an early ver
sion of a poem called "The Message the Crovr 
Gave Me for Lesley." 

("The Message the Crow Gave Me for Lesley") 
Female: 

As I went out a crov7 
In a low voice said, "oh, 
I was looking for you. 
How do you do? 
I just came to tell you 
To tell Lesley (will you?) 
That her little Bluebird 
Wanted me to bring vrord 
That the north wind last night 
That made the stars bright 
And made ice on the trough 

33 Ibid,, p, 70. 
3̂-1-
Ibid, . p. 70. 
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Nar. in limbo, 
sitting on stool, 
MEDIUM SHOT 

Almost made him cough 
His tail feathers off. 
He just had to fly! 
But he sent her Good-bye. 
And said to be good. 
And wear her red hood. 
And look for slmnk tracks 
In the snow V7ith an ax--
And do everything! 
And perhaps in the spring 
He would come back and sing.35 

Nar; In the worn old notebook of Frost's, 
V7hlch looks as it had lived a long life 
stuffed in a pocket during farm labors, 
there is a characterization of his young 
son, Carol. The girls mentioned in this 
commentary are Carol's three older sisters. 
Now "The Lord Protector." 

3 girls in limbo, 
LONG SHOT 

1 G; 
("The Lord Protector") 

Once there were three little girls who 
were afraid of almost everything V7hen 
they were away from home, engines and 
electric cars and automobiles and road 
rollers and bears and giants and can
nons . 

SMOOTH TO little 
boy (age approx, 
three) in back
ground , 
LONG SHOT 

2 G; 
But when they were at home they felt 
perfectly safe because they had a little 
brother there just a little bit smaller 
than they were v7ho V7as a great hero. 

Little boy struts 
about as if on 
guard, 

XG; 
He always walked about with his chin 
close in to his neck and his fists in 
the pockets of his new trousers. He 
kept almost V7histling, 

1 G: 
All about the yard, like bones in 
front of a lion's den, were scattered 

35Frost, o2. cit., "The Message the Crow Gave Me 
Lesley," p. 170. 

for 
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He reacts as if 
hearing a wagon. 

CLOSE UP of little 
boy—smiling 

TffiDIUM SHOT of 
g i r l s 

Fade to black 
Nar, in limbo, 
sitting, 
CLOSE UP 

Female reader in 
limbo--sitting on 
a stool, CLOSE UP 

the sticks and clubs that none but he 
could wield and the carts and boxes 
and things he had broken by not playing 
with them gently enough. 

IG; 
When he heard a wagon coming d.o\'m the 
road, he v7ould come to the barn door 
to let people see that he was on guard. 
As long as they V7ent by it V7as all 
right. 

2 G; 
He had a terrible smile, a terrible 
smile. 

1 G; 
He made the three little girls.feel 
perfectly safe even at night. 6-

Nar: One v7ho knov7s Robert Frost can pic
ture his children learning from the cradle 
to love nature and its fruits. They, as 
their father, have fond memories of berry 
picking and grape gathering times. "Wild 
Grapes" is a poem about a not-so-fond 
memory of a child's grape gathering. 

Fem.ale; 
("Wild Grapes") 

Film begins; The 
film follows the 
action of the story. 
The boy is 17; the 
girl is 9 years old. 

One day my brother led me to a glade 
Vlhere a V7hite birch he knew of stood 

alone, 
VJearing a thin head-dress of pointed 

leaves. 
And heavy on her heavy hair behind. 
Against her neck, an oriiament of grapes. 

My brother did the climbing; and at 
first 

Threw me doivm grapes to miss and scat
ter 

And have to hunt for in sweet fern and 
hardhack; 

36 Sergeant, 02. pit., p. 78. 
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They are dressed for 
berry picking (190O). 
Her dress is an ob
vious attempt at 
copying her brother. 

The boy in the film 
mimes the v7ords he 
is to be saying, as 
reader says them. 

Which gave him some time to himself to 
eat. 

But not so much, perhaps, as a boy 
needed. 

So then, to make me v7holly self-
supporting, 

He climbed still higher and bent the 
tree to earth 

And put it in my hands to pick my OT«I 
grapes, 

'Here, take a tree-top, I'll get down 
another. 

Hold on with all your might when I let 
go. ' 

I said I had the tree. It wasn't true. 
The opposite V7as true. The tree had me. 
The minute it was left with me along 
It caught me up as if I V7ere the fish 
And it the fishpole. So I V7as trans

lated 
To loud cries from my brother of 'let 

go! 
Don't you know anything, you girl? Let 

go! ̂  
But I, with something of the baby grip 
Acquired ancestrally in just such trees 
VJhen vrllder mothers than our wildest 

nov7 
Hung babies out on branches by the hands 
To dry or V7ash or tan, I don't know 

which. 
You'll have to ask an evolutionist)— 
I held on uncomplainingly for life. 
My brother tried to make me laugh to 

help me. 
'What are you doing up there in those 

grapes? 
Don't be afraid. A fev7 of them v7on't 

hurt you. 
I mean, they v7on't pick you if you don't 

them.' 
Much danger of my picking anything! 
By that time I V7as pretty well reduced 
To the philosophy of hang-and let-hang. 
'Now you knov7 how it feels', my brother 

said, 
'To be a bunch of fox-grapes. 
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Fade to black 
Female reader, in 
limbo, standing,, 
MDIUM SHOT 

Only you have the advantage of the 
grapes 

In one way; you have one more stem to 
cling by. 

And promise more resistance to the 
picker.' 

'Drop,' he said, 
'I'll catch you in my arms. It isn't 

far. ' 
(Stated in lengths of him it might not 
be.) 
'Drop or I'll shake the tree and shake 

you doTwi. ' 
Grim silence on my part as I sank 

lower. 
My small V7rists stretching till they 

showed the banjo strings. 
'Why, if she isn't serious about it! 
Hold tight av7hile till I think what to 

do. 
I'll bend the tree dovm and let you 

dovTn by it. ' 
I don't Imow much about the letting 

dov7n. 
But once I felt ground with my stocking 

feet 
And the V7orld came revolving back to me, 
I knov7 I looked long at my curled-up 

fingers,. 
Before I straightened them and brushed 

the bark off. 
My brother said: 'Don't you weigh 

anything? 
Try to weigh something next time^ so 

you v7on' t 
Be run off with by birch trees into 

space.' 

It V7asn't my not v̂ eighing anything 
So much as my not knov7ing anything— 
My brother had been nearer right before. 
I had not taken the first step in 

knoviledge; 
I had not learned to let go viith the 

hands. 
As still I have not learned to with 

the heart. 
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Sits again, 
CLOSE UP 

Picture of man 
playing V7ith his 
children (19IO) 

And have no wish to V7ith the heart— 
nor need, 

That I can see. The mind—is not the 
heart. 

I may yet live, as I know others live. 
To V7ish in vain to let go vfith the 

mind--
Of cares, at night, to sleep, but 

nothing tells me 
That I need learn to let go V7ith the 

heart,37 

Frost: 
I played with my children more than 
most fathers. Spring flowers are so 
slow to come in New England. One year 
made some out of paper and put them 
doira. the roads on April Fool's Day, 

M38 

Nar, in limbo, 
sitting, 
CLOSE UP 

Band spotted, 
LONG SHOT 

Reader in swivel 
chair, CLOSE UP 
(in limbo). As he 
turns his chair the 
light broadens and 
reveals an old wo
man, her middle-
aged son— 
The three of them 
are huddled now 
around a fire place. 
The fire put a red 
glow on the trio 
and throws strange 

Nar: The children seemed very much V7ith 
him and he v7rote little realistic-fantastic 
stories about them or for them—not fairy 
stories but small tall tales like the in
credibly believable "The Witch of Coos," 

(Witch MUSIC, 2 minutes) 

("The Witch of Coos") 
Traveler: 

I stayed the night for shelter at a 
farm 

Behind the mountain, V7ith a mother 
and son, 

Two old believers. They did all the 
talking. 

^"^Frost, c£. clb., p. 2^0, 

3Ssergeant, £2. cit,, p. 77, 
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shadovrs on the scene. 
This poem is acted 
out. 
The lights are dimmed 
to a rosy glov7. 

Sitting Mother: (in a scratchy voice) 
Folks think a witch who has familiar 

spirits 
She could call up to pass a winter 

evening. 
But v̂ ron't, should be burned at the 

s t a k e o r something, 
Siommoning s p i r i t s i s n ' t "But ton , 

b u t t o n , 
VJho' s got the b u t t o n , " I would have 

them Imow, 

Half standing, 
toward traveler 

Son; 
Mother can make a common table rear 
And kick with two legs like an army 

mule. 

Mother; 

Sits forward 

Stands, leaning over 
traveler 

Goes back to chair, 
sits 

Standing over his Son: 
mother mysteriously.: 

And when I've done it, what good have 
I done? 

Rather than tip a table for you, let me 
Tell you V7hat Ralle the Sioux Control 

once told me. 
He said the dead had souls, but V7hen 

I asked him 
Hov7 could that be--I thought the dead 

were souls.. 
He broke my trance. Don't that make 

you suspicious 
That there's something the dead are 

keeping back? 
Yes, there's something the dead are 

keeping back. 

Both look at 
traveler. 

You wouldn't want to tell him what 
we have 

Up attic, mother? 

Mother: 
Bones--a skeleton. 
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Walks to traveler, 
speaks confiden
tially 

Son; 
But the headboard of mother's bed 

is pushed 
Against the attic door; the door is 

nailed. 
It's harmless. Mother 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. 

Leans back— 
thinking 

Stands with back 
to fireplace, speak
ing as if telling 
the story to a 
great audience--

Mother: 
VJe'11 neve r l e t them, V7ill we, son! 
VJe'11 never ! 

Son: 

Sits 

Sitting 

It left the cellar forty years ago 
And carried itself like a pile of 

dishes 
Up one flight from the cellar to the 

kitchen. 
Another from the bedroom to the attic. 
Right past both father and mother, and 

neither stopped it. 
Father had gone upstairs; mother was 

dov7nstai rs . 
I was a baby: I d o n ' t knov7 where I V7as. 

Mother; 

Stands (the light 
gets dimmer, redder, 
a tiny spot follov7s 
her face.) She acts 
as though she V7ere 
re-living the scene. 
She appears to be 
falling deeper and 
deeper into the ac
tual story. Her 
face and gestures 
tell the story. 

The only fault my husband found with 
me— 

I went to sleep before I went to bed. 

The night the bones came up the cellar-
stairs 

Tofflie had gone to bed alone and left 
me. 

But left an open door to cool the room 
off 

So as to sort of turn me out of it. 
I'Vas just coming to myself enough 
To wonder where the cold V7as coming 

from. 
When I heard Toffile upstairs in the 

bedroom 
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She acts out the 
story; the camera 
catches her from 
various angles. 

Full face to camera 

(In this story, the 
mood must be cap
tured and built 
through the mother's 
voice and body vari
ations, especially 
through the voice.) 

And thought I heard him downstairs in 
the cellar. 

The board V7e had laid down to walk dry-
shod on 

When there was water in the cellar in 
spring 

Struck the hard cellar bottom. And 
then someone 

Began the stairs, tv7o footsteps for 
each step. 

The way a man 1-71 th one leg and a crutch. 
Or a little child, comes up. It V7asn't 

Toffile; 
It wasn't anyone v7ho could be there. 
The bulkhead double-doors were double-

locked 
And swollen tight and buried under snow. 
The cellar windows V7ere banked up with 

sav7dust 
And sv7ollen tight and buried under snow. 
It was the bones. I knew them—and 

good reason. 
My first impulse was to get to the Imiob 
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 x̂ ish hadn't been too strong in 

me 
To see hov7 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. 
A moment he stood balancing V7ith emo

tion. 
And all but lost himself. (A tongue 

of fire 
Flashed out and licked along his upper 

teeth. 
Smoke rolled inside the sockets of his 

eyes.) 
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Looks around, comes 
back from 'Jtrance" 
to talk to her son 

Drops to floor, 
calling out 
Stands' 

Becomes V7eak 

Groping blindly 

Then he came at me with bone hand out
stretched. 

The way he did in life once; but this 
time 

I struck the hand off brittle on the 
floor. 

And fell back from him on the floor 
myself. 

The finger-pieces slid in all direc
tions. 

(Vfhere did I see one of those pieces 
lately? 

Hand me my button-box—it must be 
there.) 

I sat up on the floor and shouted, 
"Toffile, 

It's coming up to you." It had its 
choice 

Of the door to the cellar or the hall. 
It took the hall door for the novelty. 
And set off briskly for so slow a 

thing. 
* * * 
I listened till it almost climbed the 

stairs 
From the hall to the only finished 

bedroom. 
Before I got up to do anything; 
Then ran and shouted, "Shut the bed.room 

door, 
Toffile, for my sake!" "Company?" he 

said, 
"Don't make me get up; I'm too warm in 

bed. " 
So lying forward weakly on the hand-

nail 
I pushed myself upstairs, and in the 

light 
(The kitchen had been d.ark) I had to own 
I could see nothing. "Toffile, I don't 

see it. 
It's with us in the room though. It's 

the bones." 
"Vfhat bones?" "The cellar bones—out 

of the grave." 
That made him throv7 his bare legs out 

of bed 
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As if talking con
fidently to 
Toffile (loud, 
breathy vfhisper) 

Her motions shov7 her 
slamming attic door 
and nailing shut. 

Stirs pot over fire, 
shadows dance on her 
face. 

She begins slowing 
down her pace— 
sounding myster
iously sad. 

Sits dovm 

And sit up by me and take hold of me. 
. . . "I'll tell you what— 
It's looking for another door to try. 
He's after an open door to get out

doors. 
Let's trap him with an open door up 

attic." 
Toffile agreed to that, and sure 

enough, 
Almost the moment he V7as given an 

opening. 
The steps began to climb the attic 

stairs. 
I heard them, Taffile didn't seem to 

hear them, ^ 
'IQuick! " I slammed to the door and 

held the knob. 
"Toffile, get nails." I made him nail 

the door shut. 
And push the headboaid. of the bed 

against it. 
Then we asked V7as there anything 
Up attic that we'd ever V7ant again. 
The attic was less to us than the 

cellar. 
If the bones liked the attic, let 

them have it. 
Let them stay in the attic. When they 

sometimes 
Come down the stairs at night and 

stand perplexed 
Behind the door and headboard of the 

bed. 
Brushing their chalky skull V7ith 

chalky fingers. 
With sounds like the dry rattling of 

a shutter. 
That's V7hat I sit up in the dark to 

say— 
To no one any more since Toffile died. 
Let them stay in the attic since they 

went there. 
I promised Toffile to be cruel to them 
For helping them be cruel once to him. 

Attempting to get 
things started 
again 

Son: 
Vie think they had a grave down in the 

cellar. 
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Still sitting back. Mother; 
slouched, staring 

Stands, steps to 
traveler 

(Son turns to her, 
startled) still 
seated 

Stands 

Staring into fire 

Looking at son who 
has collapsed into 
his chair 

Sits dovm, very 
tired 

Vie know they had a grave down in the 
cellar. 

Son: 
We never could find out v7hose bones 

they V7ere. 

Mother: 

Begins rocking 
slowly 
Lights fade on son 
and mother 
Spot only on 
traveler--he turns 
his chair away from 
this scene 

Yes, we could too, son. Tell the 
truth for once 

They were a man's his father killed 
for me, 

I mean a man he killed instead of me. 
The least I could, do was to help dig 

their grave. 
We were about it one night in the 

cellar. 
Son knov7s t he s t o r y : but 'tv7as no t 

f o r him 
To tell the truth, suppose the time 

ha.d come 
Son looks surprised to see me end a 

lie 
We'd kept all these years between our

selves 
So as to have it ready for outsiders. 
But tonight I don't care enough to 

lie— 
I d o n ' t remember V7hy I e v e r ca red . 
T o f f i l e , 3f he V7ere h e r e , I d o n ' t 

b e l i e v e 
Could tell you why he ever cared him

self , , , 

Traveler: 
She hadn't found the finger-bone she 

wanted 
Among the buttons poured out in her 

lap. 
I verified the same next morning; 

Toffile. 
The rural letter-box said "Toffile 

Lajway,"39 

39 Frost, 02. cii. , p. 2^7. 
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Band spotted 
Fade to black 

Picture of State 
Normal School, 
1911, on easel--
Nar. points to it, 
ZOOM IN, then 

Nar. in limbo, 
CLOSE UP 

Nar. sits-
MEDIUM SHOT 

(MUSIC return in full, fade for Nar,) 

Ifer; For more free time and more money 
Frost moved in I91I to the edge of the 
VJhite Mountains to teach in the State 
Normal School in Plymouth V7here he was 
scheduled to teach psychology and educa
tion to budding schoolmarms. The poet 
needed the talk now, more than the cot
tages full of good folk v7ho retired by 
ten p.m. 

He was vitally concerned V7ith the 
hows and V7hys of poetry and needed to 
talk about them, "This instinctive force 
of poetry^ so long pent up, made him feel 
insecure in Plymouth; something was 
prodding him from V7ithin^ to shake off 
the harness of teacher. M^O 

It was at this time in his life that 
he V7rote a friend. Miss Susan VJard, of a 
strange experience in the v7oods. 

VJas the nonmystical Frost for once 
subject to an illusion, born of a 
gloom-doom mood? VJhat matter, since 
it seems to have been the seed of a 
most celebrated poem, "The Road Not 
Taken. "̂"-J-

Film of woods— 
with diverging roadj 
The road is fol-
lov7ed. Pause on 
fork in the road 
(one shou3.d be more 
obviously used than 
the other) 

Frost: 
("The Road Not Taken") 

Tv7o roads diverged in a yellow wood. 
And sorry I could, not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked dovm one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
Then took the other, as just as fair. 
And having perhaps the better claim. 
Because it was grassy and V7anted wear. 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same. 

^0 

^1 
S e r g e a n t , g^, cJLjt. , p , 86, 

I b i d . , p . 87. 
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Go part way down 
each (beginning V7ith 
one "less traveled 
by") then go back to 
the less traveled 
road and follow it 
to the end of the 
poem. 

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing hox̂  viay leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a V7ood, and I--= 
I took the one less traveled by. 
And that. ]aas made all the differ

ence. '̂  

Nar. in limbo, 
CLOSE SHOT, 
he sits on stool 

Band spotted 
Film of travelers 
boarding a ship, 
1912 

Nar; This moment coincided V7ith a major 
decision taken about this time to go off 
somewhere V7here it V7as possible to be poor 
and V7rlte poetry. The teaching road now 
offered better prospects than ever before, 
provided that school teaching was the 
goal. But Frost V7as driven to admit that 
it was not the goal. 

(Bon Voyage I>IUSIC) 

Frost; 
I had no letters of introduction, 
I knevj not one soul in England. But 
I felt impelled to lose myself among 
strangers, to write poetry vrithout ^^ 
further scandal to friends or family. -̂  

Band spotted 

Tv7o roads diverged in a vjood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, .. 
And that has made all the difference. 

(I4USIC up again) 

Nar. in limbo, 
standing, 
JIEDIUM SHOT 

Nar: When he was 35 years old, he set out 
to seek his fortune on strange shores. 
The first fortune he found in England was 

k2 

k3 

kk 

Frost, 02. cit.., "The Road Not Taken," p. I3I. 

Sergeant, ojo. cit, , p. 88, 

Frost, g^, cit.. p. I31. 
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Film of interior 
of Eng. pub 
Concentration on 
a group of men 
talking and laugh
ing together.., 
There is a dim 
light on. 

A thorough picture 
of the pub, is seen. 

Fade to black 

a circle of poet-friends. He reversed 
his personality from introverted to ex-
traverted—and began his reputation as a 
great conversationalist. His conversa
tional pov7ers are well described by an
other poet, Wilfred Wilson, who, in "The 
Golden Room" pictures a meeting of the 
American and a few of his English poet-
friends, 

Male: (English accent) 
"r . , In the Lamplight 
We talked and laughed, but for the 

most part listened 
VJhile Robert Frost kept on and on and 

on 
In his slov7 New England fasion for our 

delight. 
Holding us vrith shrewd turns and racy 

quips. 
And the rare twinkle of his grave blue 

eyes. 

We sat there in the lamplight while 
the day 

Died from rose-latticed casements, 
and the plovers 

Called over the low meadows till the 
owls 

Answered them from the elms; we sat 
and talked--

Now a quick flash from Abercromble, 
now 

A murmured dry half-heart aside from 
Thomas, 

Novr a clear laughing vrord from Brooke, 
and then 

Again Frost's rich and. ripe philosophy 
That had the body and tang of good 

draught-cider ^^ 
And poured as clear as a stream. -̂  

k5 
Louis Untermeyer, The Road Not Taken (New York: 

Holt, Rinehart and Winston, I962), p. k. 
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Film of a young 
man throv7lng 
scraps of paper 
into an open fire--
He puts one of the 
papers into his 
pocket. Eventu
ally he takes out 
the saved paper 
and examines it. 

Nar. in limbo, 
CLOSE UP, 
sitting on stool 

Standing 

Pictures of scenes 
from wintry New 
England, Trees are 
hanging to the 

Frost: 
One evening I found myself sitting 
on the floor by the fireplace, burn
ing what I could spare. These V7ere 
poems of youth, V7ritten separately, 
between I892-I912, not in a design to 
be together. They were all of the 
period V7hen I thought I preferred 
nature to people, quite at the mercy 
of myself, not always happy. They 
represented a sort of clinical curve. 
I put the unburned poems in my pocket, 
and next day realized that, they had a 
unity, could be in a book.^^ 

Nar: Yes, they "could be" and did become 
a book—a book entitled A Boy's Will, It 

began the etching of V7as this book that 
the name Robert Frost in our history of 
literature. 

His second book follovred shortly. 
North of Boston carved permanently the 
name of Robert Frost as a truly great 
American poet. This second book could 
possibly have been called, "A Man's Will." 
It is a book of people, not of nature. 
Yet the natural surroundings of the people 
^^ North of Boston have a very distinct 
nature. They are hills, mountains, pas
tures, fields, woods, trees of Nev7 England. 

In fact. Frost never saw New England 
as clearly as when he vras in Old England. 
It vras early in 191^ x-Jhile tramping the 
muddy yard at the Bungalow that he sud
denly wrote a nevj poem on cold and crystal 
memories of another kind of wintry vrorld. 
"Birches" is now a famous and beloved poem. 

Iilale: 
VJhen I see 

right 
Across the 

trees. 

("Birches") 

birches bend to left and 

lines of straighter darker 

k6 
Sergeant, 02. M i . . P. 97. 
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ground with a 
load of ice. 

Film of boy climb
ing birch trees--
flinging out to 
the ground 

I like to think some boy's been swing
ing them. 

But swinging doesn't bend them dov7n 
to stay 

As ice-storms do. Often you must have 
seen them 

Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning 
After a rain. They click upon them

selves 
As the breeze rises, and turn many-

colored 
As the stir cracks and crazes their 

enamel, 
Soon the sun's warmth makes them shed 

crystal shells 
Shattering and avalanching on the snov7-

crust— 
Such heaps of broken glass to sweep 

away 
YouM think the inner dome of heaven 

had fallen. 
They are dragged to the withered 

bracken by the load. 
And they seem not to break; though 

once they are bovred 
So low for long, they never right 

themselves: 
You may see their trunks arching in 

the woods 
Years aftervrards trailing their leaves 

on the ground 
Like girls on hands and knees that 

throw their hair 
Before them over their heads to dry 

in the sun. 
But I V7as going to say when Truth 

broke in 
With all her matter-of-fact about the 

ice-storm 
I should prefer to ha,ve some boy bend 

them 
As he went out and in to fetch the cov7s-
Some boy too far from tovm to learn 

baseball. 
Whose only play V7as V7hat he found him

self. 
Summer or winter, and could play alone. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Film of man lost 
in the woods 

Man climbs birch 
tree 

One by one he subdued his father's 
trees 

By riding them down over and over again 
Until he took the stiffness out of them. 
And not one but hung limp, not one V7as 

left 
For him to conquer. He learned all 

there was 
To learn about not launching out too 

soon 
And so not carrying the tree av7ay 
Clear to the ground. He always kept 

his poise 
To the top branches, climbing care

fully 
VJith the same pains you use to fill 

a cup 
Up to the brim, and even above the 

brim. 
Then he flung outv7ard, feet first vrith 

a swish. 
Kicking his \^B.y dovm through the air 

to the ground. 
So V7as I once myself a sv7inger 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 
VFhere your face burns and tickles with 

the cobv7ebs 
Broken across it, and one eye is 

weeping 
From a twig's having lashed across it 

open. 
I'd like to get avray from earth a while 
And then come back to it and begin over. 
May no fate V7illfully misunderstand me 
And half grant what I V7ish and snatch 

me av7ay 
Not to return. Earth'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 
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Man drops to the 
ground 

Fade to black 

Band spotted 

(Mary on platform— 
lights a candle--
this brings the 
spot to her) 
She hears VTarren and 
on tiptoe runs to 
meet him~-to put him 
on his guard.— 
Acted out in limbo 
by readers in dim 
light 
She pushes him 
outv7ard with her 
through the door 
and shuts it after 
her. 
She draws him doim 
to sit beside her 
on the step. 

Toward heaven, till the tree could 
bear no more. 

But dipped its top and set me dô î 
again. 

One could do vrprse than be a swinger 
of birches,^7 

(Theme MUSIC) 

("The Death of the Hired 14an") 
Mary; 

"Silas is back," 

"Be kind." 

Warren; 
Jumping up— 
Rather loud voice 
and angry movements 

When was I-ever anything but kind 
to him? 

But I'll not have the fellov? back. 
I told him so last haying, didn't I? 
If he left then, I said, that ended it. 
What good is he? Vlho else will harbor 

him 
At his age for the little he can do? 
What help he is there's no depending on. 
Off he goes always V7hen I need him most, 
. , , In V7inter he comes back to us, 

I'm done. 

Stands, takes his _%ry_; 
arm, pulls him 
down again 

Shi not so loud: he'll hear you. 

k7 Frost, 22. cit,, "Birches," p. 152. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Sitting 

Taking his arm 

Stands, looks avray 

Steps to her, 
turns her to him 

Drops her arm 

Warren: 
I want him to: he'll have to soon 
or late, 

_Mary: 
He's worn out. He's asleep beside 
the stove. He's so changed. Wait 
till you see. 

Warren; 
Where did you say he's been? 

He didn't say. I dragged him to 
the house, 

And gave him tea and tried to make 
him smoke. 

I tried to make him talk about his 
travels. 

Nothing VTould do: he just kept nod
ding off. 

V?arren: 
What did he say? Did he say any

thing? 

Mary; 
But little. 

Warren: 
Anything? Mary, confess. 
He said he'd come to ditch the meadow 

for me. 

Turn from him Mary;: 
Warren! 

Turns t o him, 
s t e p s tovrard him 

Warren: 
But did he? I just want to know, 

Mary: 
Of course he did, VJhat V7ould you 

have him say? 
Surely you wouldn't grudge the poor 

old man 
Some humble way to save his self-

respect. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Sits--
Warren follows 
with his eyes. 

her 
V^arren, I wish you could have heard 

the vray 
He jumbled everything, I stopped to 

look two or three times—he made 
me feel so queer— 

To see if he was talking in his sleep. 
He ran on Harold VJllson--you remember-— 
The boy you had in haying four years 

since. 
He's finished school, and teaching in 

his college. 
He thinks your Wilson a likely lad, 

though daft 
On education—you know how they 

fought 
All through July under the blazing sun, 
Silas up on the cart to build the load, 
Harold along beside to pitch it on. 

Sits beside her Warren: 
Yes, I took care 

of earshot. 
to keep well out 

Still sitting 

Stands, slowly 
pacing 

Mary: 
VJell, those days trouble Silas like 
a dream. You v7ouldn't think they 
would. Hov7 some things linger! Ha,rold's 
young college boy's assurance piqued 
him. After so many years he still keeps 
finding good argiuaents he sees he might 
have used. I sympathize. I knov7 just 
how it feels to thinl?: of the right 
thing to say too late. He said he 
couldn't make the boy believe he could 
find water with a hazel pring—which 
showed how much good school had. ever 
done him. He V7anted to go over that. 
But most of all he thinks if he could 
have another chance to teach him how 
to build a load of hay--

Sitting Wa_rren.: 
I lmov7, 
ment. 

that's 
He does 

Silas' one 
that V7ell. 

accomplish-

Stops pacing Mary: 
He thinks if he could teach him tho.t 
he'd be some good perhaps to someone 
in the v7orld. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Goes to Warren-
turns av7ay 

Sitting 

Turns to him 

Stands, steps to 
her 

Stepping av7ay 

Vfarren, he has come home to die: 
You needn't be afraid he'll leave 

you this time. 

Warren: 
Home (he mocked gently). 

Mary: 
Yes, what else but home? 
It all depends on vrhat you mean by 

home, 

Warren; 
Home is the place where, when you 

have to go there, they have to 
take you in, 

Silas has better claim on us you think 
Than on his brother? Thirteen little 

miles 
As the road winds v7ould bring him to 

his door. 
Silas lias V7alked that far no doubt 

today. 
V7hy doesn't he go there? His brother's 

rich, 
A somebody—director in the bank. 

I-Iary: 
He never told us that. 

Turns to him 

Sits 

VJarren: 
Vie know it though 

Mary: 
I think his brother ought to help, 

of course, 
1*11 see to that if there is need. 

Vfarren: 
I wonder V7hat's between them. 

Goes to Warren, 
leans toward him 

Mary: 
I can tell you, 
Silas is V7hat he is--we wouldn't mind 

him— 
But just the kind tliat kinsfolk can't 

abide. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Leaning back 

Still standing 

Sits 

Stamding, reach
ing down to pat 
her hand 

Touching his hand 

Holds back— 
on his arm 

VJorthless though he is. 
He can't be made ashamed to please 

his brother. 

Warren: 
I can't think Si ever hurt anyone. 

I'!Iary: 

Looks up at the sky 

Film of cloud mov
ing across the 
moon-̂ — 
VJarren returns, 
takes her hand, 
and pauses 

No, but he hurt my heart the V7ay he lay 
And rolled his old head on that sharp-

edged chair-back. 
He V7ouldn't let me put him on his 

lounge. 
You must go in and see what you can do. 
I mad.e the bed up for him there to

night. 
You'll be surprised at him—hovr much 

he's broken. 
His working days are done; I'm sure 

of it. 

Warren: 
I'd not be in a hurry to say that. 

Mary: 
•- I haven't been. Go, look, see for 

yourself. 
But, VJarren, please remember how it is: 
He's come to help you ditch the meadov7. 
He has a plan. You mustn't laugh at 

him. 
He may not speak of it, and then he 

may. 
I'll sit and see if that'small sail

ing cloud 
VJlll hit or miss the moon. 

2 M: 
Then there vrere three there, making 

a dim row. 
The moon, the little silver cloud, 

and. she. 
VJa,rren returned—too soon, it seem-ed 

to her, 
Slipped to her side, caught up her 

hand and waited. 
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VIDEO AUDIO 

Mary; 
Warren? 

Lights fade com
pletely. 
Band spotted 

Nar. in limbo, 
sitting, CLOSE UP 

MDIUM CLOSE-UP 
of Nar. ZOOM OUT, 
to shovT readers 
in background. As 
one speaks he steps 
forv7ard, as if 
anxious to speak. 
At end of No. 8's 
line, the cast is 
lined up together. 

Warren: 
Dead, ̂8 

(Theme MUSIC UP) 

Nar; This poem, "The Death of a Hired 
Man," and his other New England poems, 
have caused Frost to be called "The New 
England Poet," But the depth and breadth 
of his work spans a continent and an age. 
Though Robert Frost has become such a 
national institution that he vras called 
on to read a poem at the I961 Presidential 
Inauguration, it is still difficult to 
comprehend just hov7 deep his roots go 
down into time. 

(To be read by readers available) 

1; 
VJhen he published "My Butterfly" in 
the Independent in Nov. 189^, Henry 
James had not yet entered his major 
phase of writing. 

1'^ 

kl 

Stephen Crane had not 
Red Badp!;e of Courage. 

published The 

A year earlier, Yeats had published 
The Celtic Tv>7ili/2:ht. but his book 
entitled Poems had not yet appeared. 

And Conrad, having closed his career 
in the merchant service, vras just be
ginning one as a professional V7riter. 

kQ Ibid,. "The Death of the Hired Man," p. k^. 
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AUDIO 

i: 
The careers of Lawrence, Joyce, 
Elliot, and Pound had not begun. 

LONG SHOT of 
entire group 

Band spotted 

Fitgerald, Faulkner, and Hemingway 
had not even been born.^^ 

Z' All these facts give some perspective 
of this man. Frost. 

8: All these poems give some perspective 
of his works, and an insight to the man. 

Nar: And if we choose to sum him up vrith 
some few words, V7e should do it with his 
own: 

Portrait of Frost Frost: 
And were an epitaph to be my story 
I'd have a short one ready for my ovrn. 
I vrould have vrritten of me on my stone 
had a IQV 
world.-^ 

er's quarrel vrith the 

(Theme MUSIC-~starts quietly at beginning 
of these four lines, increasing in VOLUME 
through the last line, then it comes up 
to full for the conclusion of the show.) 

k9 
Sid.ney Cox, A Swinp;er of Birches (Nevr York: New 

York University Press, 1957), P. 1. 
50 F r o s t , OP. cjjb. , "The Lesson For Today," p . ^ 7 1 . 



CONCLUSION 

The preparation of a reader's theater script for 

television is a worthvrhile and exciting process, but one 

with inherent problems, Tv^o primary problems were confronted 

in the writing of this script. 

The first problem resulted from the time limitation 

of one hour; hence, the problem of selecting the material 

arose. The vrriter of this thesis solved the problem by deter

mining clear and definite goals for the production, by keeping 

them constantly in mind, and by setting out to achieve them. 

This production vras written vrith a two-fold purpose; to tell 

the story of a poet and to entertain an audience. In the 

selection of the material used, these two goals V7ere held 

constantly in mind. Tv7o questions were asked concerning all 

potential material; (l) Is it essential biographical data? 

and/or (2) Is it entertaining? VJith the consistent use of 

these tv7o questions, the writer of this study limited the 

great amount of material by and about Robert Frost to a sixty 

minute television script. 

The second problem resulted from the static nature 

of reader's theater. It offers little natural r 'rlvation 

for visible action; and television, by its nature, demands it. 

Consequently, action or visual stimuli had to be created in 

62 
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relation to the audio script. Lighting effects, setting, 

music, and especially pictures and films of Frost or the 

subjects and settings of his poetry offered the needed visual 

aids for this production. 

In this thesis the script is adapted to television 

for tvro primary reasons; Frost's poetry should be both seen 

and heard. His environment had an important influence upon 

him and should be studied in order for one to understand his 

poetry. Films and pictures of his surroundings are called 

for throughout the production. 

The script was adapted to television also because it 

can reach a large audience and at the same time maintains 

the intimacy needed for reading the personal poetry of Robert 

Frost. 

It is the writer's hope that the idea of reader's 

theater for television V7ill be used and expanded in the future. 

Reader's theater is not a nev7 style of production: it is a 

rebirth of the old Greek theater. Vera Simpson in her lister's 

thesis of 1965 stated that, " . . . the roots of Readers' The-

ater have been found in the culture of ancient Greece. . . . " 

Throughout the history of drama, it has been obvious that the 

viewing audience made varied demands of the stage. One of the 

demands today is that of intimacy which is found on the tele

vision screen in the privacy of the home. Reader's theater is 

Simpson, 02. ci±. . P. 71. 
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also partaker of this intimate nature. It is appropriate 

that a study of Robert Frost should take the form of a 

reader's theater production to be enjoyed in the home. 

It is stated in the introduction to this thesis that 

a reader's theater production combines the features of both 

oral interpretation and drama. Because of this joint effort 

in communication, this form of production is both entertain

ing and educational by nature. 

Today's educational television is fast becoming a 

widespread and dynamic part of our educational process. This 

study of Robert Frost is an example of educational television's 

potential for bringing good poetry and literature into the 

home. It is called here an "example" because its format lends 

itself readily to the development and presentation of many 

other writers, A fevr other poets v7hose lives and works offer 

an exciting and v7orthwhile opportunity for production are: 

Robert and Elizabeth Barrett Brovming, Stephen Vincent Benet, 

Archibald MacLelsh, Edna St, Vincent Millay, and Edgar Allan 

Poe. Edgar Allan Poe would be especially good for educa

tional television production because of the special interest 

he inspires through the use of mood, suspense and mystery. 

A production of his poems could be built aroimd his use of 

mood; while a production of his short stories could be devel

oped around Poe's built-in device of suspense and mystery. 

The combination of hearing a poem vrith some explana

tion and seeing an associated action accounts for television's 
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educational values in teaching an appreciation smd under

standing of good poetry. The main idea expressed in this 

study is that an audience can be simultaneously Instructed 

and entertained by means of reader's theater for television. 

It is the vrriter's hope that this idea will be expanded upon 

and will become widespread in the future. 
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