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Design	
  	
  	
  by	
  Robert	
  Frost	
  	
  
	
  
I	
  found	
  a	
  dimpled	
  spider,	
  fat	
  and	
  white,	
  	
  
On	
  a	
  white	
  heal-­‐all,	
  holding	
  up	
  a	
  moth	
  	
  
Like	
  a	
  white	
  piece	
  of	
  rigid	
  satin	
  cloth—	
  
Assorted	
  characters	
  of	
  death	
  and	
  blight	
  	
  
Mixed	
  ready	
  to	
  begin	
  the	
  morning	
  right,	
  	
  
Like	
  the	
  ingredients	
  of	
  a	
  witches'	
  broth—	
  
A	
  snow-­‐drop	
  spider,	
  a	
  flower	
  like	
  a	
  froth,	
  	
  
And	
  dead	
  wings	
  carried	
  like	
  a	
  paper	
  kite.	
  	
  	
  
	
  
What	
  had	
  that	
  flower	
  to	
  do	
  with	
  being	
  white,	
  	
  
The	
  wayside	
  blue	
  and	
  innocent	
  heal-­‐all?	
  	
  
What	
  brought	
  the	
  kindred	
  spider	
  to	
  that	
  height,	
  	
  
Then	
  steered	
  the	
  white	
  moth	
  thither	
  in	
  the	
  night?	
  	
  
What	
  but	
  design	
  of	
  darkness	
  to	
  appall?—	
  
If	
  design	
  govern	
  in	
  a	
  thing	
  so	
  small.	
  
[1922,	
  1969]	
  (p.	
  592]	
  
	
  
Desert	
  Places	
  
	
  
Snow falling and night falling fast, oh, fast 
In a field I looked into going past, 
And the ground almost covered smooth in snow, 
But a few weeds and stubble showing last. 
 
The woods around it have it – it is theirs. 
All animals are smothered in their lairs. 
I am too absent-spirited to count; 
The loneliness includes me unawares. 
 
And lonely as it is, that loneliness 
Will be more lonely ere it will be less— 
A blanker whiteness of benighted snow 
With no expression, nothing to express. 
 
They cannot scare me with their empty spaces 
Between stars—on stars where no human race is. 
I have it in me so much nearer home 
To scare myself with my own desert places.  
[1934, 1969] (p. 594)	
  
	
  
The	
  Oven	
  Bird	
  
There	
  is	
  a	
  singer	
  everyone	
  has	
  heard,	
  	
  
Loud,	
  a	
  mid-­‐summer	
  and	
  a	
  mid-­‐wood	
  bird,	
  	
  
Who	
  makes	
  the	
  solid	
  tree	
  trunks	
  sound	
  again.	
  	
  



He	
  says	
  that	
  leaves	
  are	
  old	
  and	
  that	
  for	
  flowers	
  	
  
Mid-­‐summer	
  is	
  to	
  spring	
  as	
  one	
  to	
  ten.	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
He	
  says	
  the	
  early	
  petal-­‐fall	
  is	
  past	
  	
  
When	
  pear	
  and	
  cherry	
  bloom	
  went	
  down	
  in	
  showers	
  	
  
On	
  sunny	
  days	
  a	
  moment	
  overcast;	
  	
  
And	
  comes	
  that	
  other	
  fall	
  we	
  name	
  the	
  fall.	
  	
  
He	
  says	
  the	
  highway	
  dust	
  is	
  over	
  all.	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  
The	
  bird	
  would	
  cease	
  and	
  be	
  as	
  other	
  birds	
  	
  
But	
  that	
  he	
  knows	
  in	
  singing	
  not	
  to	
  sing.	
  	
  
The	
  question	
  that	
  he	
  frames	
  in	
  all	
  but	
  words	
  	
  
Is	
  what	
  to	
  make	
  of	
  a	
  diminished	
  thing.	
  
[1916,	
  1969]	
  (p.	
  592]	
  	
  
	
  
Fire	
  and	
  Ice	
  
	
  
Some	
  say	
  the	
  world	
  will	
  end	
  in	
  fire,	
  	
  
Some	
  say	
  in	
  ice.	
  	
  
From	
  what	
  I’ve	
  tasted	
  of	
  desire	
  	
  
I	
  hold	
  with	
  those	
  who	
  favor	
  fire.	
  	
  
But	
  if	
  it	
  had	
  to	
  perish	
  twice,	
  	
  
I	
  think	
  I	
  know	
  enough	
  of	
  hate	
  	
  
To	
  say	
  that	
  for	
  destruction	
  ice	
  	
  
Is	
  also	
  great	
  	
  
And	
  would	
  suffice.	
  	
  
[1920,	
  1969]	
  (p.	
  592)	
  
	
  
	
  
Stopping	
  by	
  Woods	
  on	
  a	
  Snowy	
  Evening	
  
	
  
Whose	
  woods	
  these	
  are	
  I	
  think	
  I	
  know.	
  	
  	
  	
  
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	
  	
  	
  	
  
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.	
  	
  	
  	
  
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,	
  	
  	
  	
  
And	
  miles	
  to	
  go	
  before	
  I	
  sleep.	
  
[1923,	
  1969]	
  (p.	
  592)	
  
	
  


