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ABSTRACT
	Considering literature as a way of art, we can say that it has psychological impact on us and opposite. So I decided to take a look on life and work of Robert Frost and see how much his life influenced his work. I researched his life and I found out many interesting facts about it. I thought it was necessary for analyzing his poems I was right. He lost many children in his life, his wife died; he was moving from The United States to Great Britain, he was teaching, working on a farm… all that events, important for his life, made Robert Frost the way he is. Poems from different epochs of his life gave me what I wanted to know. Robert Frost’s life was unique, and his works are too. Emotions are part of every kind of art, so literature isn’t different. Different emotions, different people, different art… Now I know that Robert Frost’s biography certainly DID influence his life, but it doesn’t mean that it’s always like that – writers are often very imaginative. So everything is possible, when we’re analyzing poetry, we should find some information about writer’s life, but in common cases just sit back and enjoy all those literature masterpieces.
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ABSTRAKT
	Posmatrajuci knjizevnost kao deo umetnosti, moze se reci da ima psiholoski uticaj na nas I obrnuto. Zato sam resila da procesljam zivot I rad Roberta Frosta I da vidim koliko je njegov zivot uticao na njegov rad. Istrazivala sam njegov zivot I nasla mnogo zanimljivih cinjenica o njemu. Mislila sam da je to neophodno za analiziranje njegovih pesama I bila sam u pravu. Izgubio je mnogo dece u svom zivotu, njegova zena je umrla, selio se iz Ujedinjenih Drzava u Veliku Britaniju, predavao je, radio na farmi… svi ti dogadjaji vazni za njegov zivot napravili su Roberta Frosta takvim kakav jeste. Pesme iz razlicitih epoha njegovog zivota rekle su mi ono sto sam zelela da znam. Zivot Roberta Frosta bio je jedinstven, I njegova dela to takodje jesu. Emocije su deo svake vrste umetnosti, pa se ni literature ne razlikuje. Razlicite emocije, razliciti ljudi, razlicita umetnost… sada znam da je Robertova biografija svakako uticala na njegov rad ali ne mora uvek da bude tako – mnogi pisci su vrlo mastoviti. Tako da, sve je moguce, kada analiziramo poeziju trebalo bi da nadjemo vise informacija o piscevom zivotu, ali u ostalim slucajevima treba samo da se opustimo i uzivamo u svim tim remek-delima.
Kljucne reci: Robert Frost, pesme, zivot, uticaj, gubitak 

INTRODUCTION
	Since the times when the humanity appeared on Earth, it had a need to make things nicer and more familiar. We can see the traces of art even in Stone Age and we take care of it for centuries, because art makes our lives nicer, warmer and more imaginative. But in a whirlpool of sounds and color, we usually forget about one very important kind of art, which is so close to us that we forgot it's always around us. It's majesty – the literature.                                       	Literature is one complex thing, so deeply influenced by our lives. It's certainly the way of art, creation of our mind. Making each poem, novel, story or any other kind of writing is a masterpiece of the writer’s imagination and we can all enjoy those great works.
	Sometimes we read a great book and we ask ourselves: ‘Is this truth, or the writer invented that’? I wanted to find out one thing – does writer’s life affect his work? If it does, how much? What kinds of literature are produced by writer’s biography? I was thinking and I decided to research work of Robert Frost and try to find out some answers. Why Robert Frost? Actually, I don’t know, I’ve done some of his poems at school and I noticed that his life affected his work. So, I’m going to analyze his biography and his poems and I hope I’ll find more similarities.
The main word in my main question is DOES, so that is the thing I’ll try about.
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At first, I’m going to represent some basic facts about Robert Frost’s life.
	Robert Frost was born in 1874 in San Francisco and died in 1963. His father was William Frost, a teacher and an editor. His mother was Scottish and she rejected career of a teacher to support her family. Although known for his later association with rural life, he grew up in a city and he published his first poems in a school magazine.
	Robert graduated 1892 in Lawrence High School. He studied Dartmouth College for a few months but then he leaved university and returned home to teach and work. He taught Latin and worked in a factory. Robert felt that he should express himself and his life through his poems. He was calling to become a real poet. “My butterfly” was his first sold poem published in New York Independent. He sold it for 15$ and he was very proud of that. Also, 5 poems were privately printed.
He purposed his schoolmate Elinor, but she rejected him at first because she wanted to finish university first. In 1985 they married at Harvard University where he attended liberal arts studies for two years. He did well at Harvard, but left to support his growing family. Then he went to his grandfather’s farm and he worked there for nine years. Many of his poems written in those nine years became famous later. He worked, getting up early he was writing poems and many people think that life on that farm is credited for his realistic writing.
	After nine years he gave up of farming because it proved unsuccessful and he returned to teach, so he worked as an English teacher at Pinkerton academy. Robert worked there for 5 years, until 1911 and in 1912 he moved with his family to Great Britain. His first book of poems - “A Boy’s Will” was published there in 1913. After his first book of poems, next year he published his second book of poems, “North of Boston“.  As World War I began, Frost returned to America in 1915 and bought a farm in New Hampshire, where he launched a career of writing, teaching, and lecturing. When the editor of The Atlantic Monthly asked for poems, he gave the very ones that had previously been rejected. Frost taught later at Amherst College (1916-1938) and Michigan universities. Harvard's 1965 alumni directory indicates Frost received an honorary degree there. Although he never graduated from college, Frost received over 40 honorary degrees, including ones from Princeton, Oxford and Cambridge universities; and was the only person to receive two honorary degrees from Dartmouth College.
	Robert Frost’s private life was full of loss and grief. He suffered from mental illnesses and depression after so many deaths in his family. Depression was very often in his family, his mother also suffered from depression and his daughter Irma was committed to a mental hospital in 1947. He and his wife Elinor had six children, but only his two daughters outlived their father. His son Elliot died of cholera when he was eight, son Carol committed suicide when he was 38, daughter Marjorie died when she was 29 as a result of puerperal fever, and daughter Elinor Bettina died just three days after her birth. Only Irma and Lesley outlived Robert. His wife developed breast cancer in 1937, and died of heart failure in 1938.
	Robert Frost was writing about social and philosophical themes. He’s known for collecting everything about nature and he was highly regarded for his realistic rural life. His works are full of nature descriptions and reasons for that are his mornings while he was working on a farm. He taught his students that they should feel human voice in his poems. He’s also known for many layers of ambiguity and landscapes descriptions.
	
	Quotes: - I had a lover’s quarrel with the world.
                          - In three words I can sum up everything I’ve learned about life – it goes on.
	
His books of poetry are:
· A Boy's Will – 1913.
· North of Boston – 1914.
· Mountain Interval – 1916.
· New Hampshire – 1923.
· West-Running Brook – 1928.
· The Lovely Shall Be Chooser – 1929.
· Collected Poems – 1930.
· The Lone Striker – 1933.
· From Snow to Snow – 1936.
· A Further Range – 1936. 
· A Witness Tree – 1942.
· Come In, and Other Poems – 1943.
· Masque of Reason – 1945.
· Steeple Bush – 1947.
· Hard Not to be King – 1951.
· In the Clearing – 1962
	As we know, Robert Frost lived for almost ninety years, so we can only guess why he had lived that long, but many people believe that he lived for so long because of his writing, that he expressed his emotion in taht way so he could stay calm.
I’ll analyse some poems from different parts of his life to see if the life had been influenced his writing
INTO MY OWN
One of my wishes is that those dark trees,
So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as 'twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom.

I should not be withheld but that some day
into their vastness I should steal away,
Fearless of ever finding open land,
or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand.

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

They would not find me changed from him they knew--
Only more sure of all I though was true.
	
	-This is a pesimistic poem which belongs to his first book of poetry, ’A Boy’s Will’. In that period he moved to Great Britain with his family. By 1913 when the book is published, he already lost two children, mother and father. When you read the poem you really can feel his pain, pesimictic tone. Also, we mustn’t forget that he had suffered from depression, so we maybe can include that. That period wasn’t easy for him.

/One of my wishes is that those dark trees,
So old and firm they scarcely show the breeze,
Were not, as 'twere, the merest mask of gloom,
But stretched away unto the edge of doom/   
-  He sees old and firm dark trees, so maybe he was depressed, lost and confused after so much pain. He wasn’t at home, so he probably felt like he’s at the edge of doom.  

/ I should not be withheld but that some day
into their vastness I should steal away,
Fearless of ever finding open land,
or highway where the slow wheel pours the sand./  
 - Here’s an optimistic part, it exudes freedom.  Finding open lands, exploring something new – that is complete contrast to the first stanza. He wants to get a new life, where everything’s calm (that’s period before World War I) , where time passes slowly – like when slow wheel pours the sand. He notes that he will be strong and fearless, brave to move and find his peace.

/ I do not see why I should e'er turn back,
Or those should not set forth upon my track
To overtake me, who should miss me here
And long to know if still I held them dear. /  
 - He doesn’t want to go back - once the darkness has him. He wants to be alone.

/ They would not find me changed from him they knew--
Only more sure of all I though was true. / 
- At the end, he says that he will always be the same man, only with more knowledge about everything he thought was true.




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.

	This poem is from the book: New Hampshire which was published in 1923. In that time, he returned to the USA, bought a farm and started teaching and lecturing. He continued his writing work, of course. New Hampshire has a sad note, but also some optimistic titles. It’s full of landscape and nature descriptions (The Valley’s singing day). I chose this poem because of it’s abstract meaning, each person can experience it in it’s own way. Is he talking about suicide or the end of the world, end of a soul (hate and desire)…something else, maybe…? No one knows, and no one's opinion can be wrong. Whatever he meant to say with these verses, talking about end of the world isn’t good and can’t be thought by a happy person.

/ From what I've tasted of desire
I hold with those who favor fire./  
- Desire is here discussed in conjunction with fire because desires, generally speaking, are usually full of passion and yearning. Frost considers the fact that fire, equally as powerful as ice has an equal capacity to destroy the earth as does ice, its polar opposite. Maybe so much pain and loss in his life end his world slowly and painfully, so he holds with those who favor fire because fire is faster, ends your life instantly with less pain than ice. His desire can be his family. 
/ 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. / 
- Hate is something cold, which certainly can destroy the planet. He thinks that he knew enough about pain and grief so he could claim that ice also can be devastating as a fire. Ice is more slowly, and it’s going to be on the Earth as long as the bad feelings and acts are there.
THE DOOR IN THE DARK

In going from room to room in the dark,
I reached out blindly to save my face,
But neglected, however lightly, to lace
My fingers and close my arms in an arc.
A slim door got in past my guard,
And hit me a blow in the head so hard
I had my native simile jarred.
So people and things don't pair any more
With what they used to pair with before.

	This poem belongs to the West-Running Brook book of poetry which was published in 1928. In that time he was teaching English at Amherst College. Book was published a few years after death of his daughter Marjorie. This is a pessimistic poem, seemed to be written after big disappointment.  


/In going from room to room in the dark,
I reached out blindly to save my face,
But neglected, however lightly, to lace
My fingers and close my arms in an arc. /
 - He’s going through the life in the dark – he doesn’t know what to expect and what’s going on. He’s blind to dangers and he’s trying to save face. He’s in pain, he considers himself as neglected but he’s still calm, confused. He’s feeling lost in all that dark.

/ A slim door got in past my guard,
And hit me a blow in the head so hard
I had my native simile jarred. /
 - Something hit him hard in all that darkness. The truth? Injustice? Maybe the new time is coming up and he didn’t realize that before.

/ So people and things don't pair any more
With what they used to pair with before. / 
- This is the key sentence and we all should think about it.  We all have heard once from our parents or grandparents that the world isn’t the same, that everything is messed up. So, maybe Robert wanted to say us to be openminded, to face the changes and accept them as a usual thing, to light our way. He might have learned that the hard way.


[image: File:Robert Frost Signature.svg]
COME IN
As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music -- hark!
Now if it was dusk outside,
Inside it was dark.

Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing
To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.

The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west
Still lived for one song more
In a thrush's breast.

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

But no, I was out for stars;
I would not come in.
I meant not even if asked;
And I hadn't been.

- This a poem from “A Witness Tree” book of poetry. The poem was published in 1942. He was almost alone, his wife died and he had only two daughters beside him. Despite his sadness, the poem is pretty much optimistic.
/ As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music -- hark!
Now if it was dusk outside,
Inside it was dark./
- He’s surrounded by high trees, he can hear nice things, as a thrush song. Even beautiful dusk is outside, inside him everything is dark, sad and pessimistic.

/ Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing
To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing./ 
- Dangerous time is coming, everything nice is leaving him. It’s hard for happiness to be with him.

/ The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west
Still lived for one song more
In a thrush's breast./
- The last light, the last nice and bright will go soon and he is desperate, but there is still a hope. The spots of hope through darkness are represented on the thrush's chest.

/ Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went --
Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament. /
- Everything is calling him to go deep into the sadness and grief. 

/ But no, I was out for stars;
I would not come in.
I meant not even if asked;
And I hadn't been. /
- He's out for the bright, happy parts of life. He eventually chooses the light, and refuses to go 
back into the darkness.

This may be the poem about freedom, about different ways to be optimistic even when world around you is black. Those Frost’s feelings are probably caused by his wife’s death. As always, Frost uses nature; animals, wood and sun. That’s completely understandable because  we’re all part of the nature and it is always close to us. 


DUST OF SNOW

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree
Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued

 - This poem seems a little bit pessimistic, but after a closer look, it isn’t really. The crow and hemlock tree are symbols of death, and we can see that sad, depression tone. But that refreshing dust of snow is what wakes up, something to shake you up, to take a look of life. To go on… that is probably hope, some happy thoughts came to him and saved his day in a spiritual way; His bad mood almost ruined his day and that cold and gentle dust of snow came to him, and he needed it.
  - This poem seems to be written in one of his depression moments, but somebody (his wife and children?) reminded him to go on and saved some parts of his life which he almost destroyed by bad mood.
 - This poem is also from book New Hampshire, so maybe we can make a comparison between Dust of Snow and Fire and Ice. They both have similar sad tone and we read both of them for a few times we really feel like we participated in his life, like we truly understand him and the way he felt.

CONCLUSION
	
	I researched and I got my answer – YES, Robert Frost’s life really affected his work. I don’t claim that it’s a universal answer for all writers, but it worked for Frost. I analyzed 5 poems written in different parts of his life, and I can claim that his mental condition always can be felt. Also, I want to mention that I researched literature (which is art) so probably most of the people doesn’t share my opinion. But one thing is common – we can all feel emotion in the poem, and that’s what makes a writer great. And Robert Frost certainly is one of the greatest poets ever.
Not everyone knows to appreciate poetry and I realize that this work won’t fit in everyone’s image of perfection. This psychological affect probably isn’t represented only in literature. Imagine two painters; paintings of the happy one will probably be totally different from the other one that has a sad life full of loss and grief.
Certainly, most of the writers are very imaginative, so they can fill in their works with emotions they didn’t feel or they don’t feel very often.
	So, life can affect, but not necessarily.


THANKS
I would like to say thank you to my English professor, without her this work wouldn’t be written.
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