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THE BEAUTY ABISHAG AND MORE IN THE
POET'S TREASURE-TROVE
I'lARCH 15, 1976

VICTOR EMANUEL REICHERT

In th is Bi-Centennial Year of our country's
history , and in this month of March , it seems fitting for me to come with a paper for The Literary
Club on Robert Frost. Robert Frost was surely
our All-American poet of the Twentieth Century.
He was born in San Francisco, California,
March 26 , 18 74. Hi s poem, "Once By The Pacific"
with its scorn of the d oomsday prophets, and its
reversal of God's "Let there be light " in the
opening lines of the Bibl ical Book of Genesis,
may be said to be a reminder of Frost's boyhood
in San Francisco. The last lines of "Once By
The Pacific" read :
It looked as if a night of dark intent
Was coming, and not only a n ight, 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 was
spok en.
The poem "A Peck of Gold" gets closer
to Frost's boyhood memory of San Francisco:
Dust always blowing about the town,
Except when sea fog laid it down ,
And I was one of the children told
Some of the blowing dust was gold.
All the dust the wi nd blew high
Appeared like gold in the sunset sky,
But I was one of the children told
Some of the dust was really g ol d .
Such was life in the Golden Gate:
Gold dusted all we drank and ate,

477
~~d I was one of the children told,

"We all must eat our peck of gold."
Strange parad ox that the poet who became so much identified in later years with North
of Boston and New England and especially with New
Hampshire and Vermont shoul d have entered this
world on Russian Hill near the Golden Gate on the
Pacific.
So much has been and is still being written
about Robert Frost that I propose now to limit myself to Frost and the Bible.
It was our common
love of the Bible, among other bonds, that drew us
e ver closer toge ther in abiding friendship.
Granted that at last all formidable
creative genius remains elusive and wrapped in
myste ry, we may yet maintain that two enduring
cultural streams met in the mind and soul of
Robert Frost. On e was the massive Gre e k- Roman
legacy of the way of Reason and the play of the
mind . Th e other was the classical Hebraic pathway of lofty Puritanism and of Promethean Jobian
religious Faith.
"Yo u can call me an Old Testament Christian,"
Frost once told an interviewer.
A g ood reader of Rob e rt Frost's poe try
and prose wil l note t h e Bible Presence not only
in The Beauty Abishag, but more, much more, in
the Poe t 's t r e asur e-trove of Holy Writ.
Even if we had nothing more to go on
than the published work of Rob e rt Frost, it would
soon be appare nt that Frost was saturated with the
Bible. The tran slation of the Hebrew Scriptures
that he love d a n d knew best from boyhood is that
commonly known as the King James Version, l61l.
It is said that later in life, when he went barding
around t he coun try, visiting college campuses,
the first thing t o tumble out of his suit case
would be a Gideon Bibl e that he ha d borrowed from
his last host or hostess.
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However legendary that may be, there is
no doubt that the resonance of Scripture is both
explicit and implicit in the writings that the poet
has left us as his abiding legacy.
I h ad a recent vivid example of Frost's
close familiarity with the King James Bible when
rereading Reginald L. Cook's ROBERT FROST: A LIVING
VOICE. You will find the passage in a talk Frost
gave at the Bread Loaf Barn, July 27, 1960.

"ToO bad ," said Frost, " that a person
doesn't care enough for poetry so a lot of it
clings to h im.
In poetry it says somewhere:
"How to rul e the harsh d ivorce that
parts things natural from divine."
"What is the harsh divorce that
things natural from divine? What does it
in the Bible when it says, "He is more to
my necessary foo d ?" Can anything be more
than what is necessary to you? God!
"He
to me than my necessary food."

parts
mean
me than
to you
is more

Doc Cook has a note:
" I have not been
able to locate this verse in the Bible."
When I saw Coo k 's n ote, I surmised
that he made t he mistake of looking for the verS0
in the Standard Revised Version. For if he had
looked e ither in the King James or the Jewish
Publication Society translation used by the Soncino
Books of the Bible, he would have found the passage
in the Book of Job.
I wrote at once to Cook t o tell him where
to look and also to verify my conjecture. A reply
came in a two page, single spaced letter dated
January 21, 1976.
Doc Cook is one of the legendary intellectual giants of Middlebury College . We have been
fr iends for years.
I quote a portion of his letter:
"How good it is of you to send word of
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the identification of that passage on "my necessary
food" (from Job 23, Verse l2b). Perhaps I told
you previously what a time I had trying to track
this down, and obviously to no effect.
I called
upon the members of the Religious Department at
Middlebury College. They didn't help much and
I spent a whole morning in the college library
among the Concordances. There was plenty of references to food in the Bible, but nothing about
necessary food. And I thought wherever in the
world could Frost have discovered it. Sometimes
I ' ve been conscious that he has invented a phrase
or altered the word s when quoting • • .
What complicates this matter of allusions
and references, especially if they are in a foreign
langu age, is the factor of translation and this
is what you make very clear to me in your reference
to the Re vised Standard Version of the Holy Scripture.
Thanks imme nsely for telling me about this . . . "
The precise words of Job 23:l2b in the
KJV are:
"I have esteemed the words of His mouth
more than my necessary food."
And the JPS renders the Hebrew original:
"M~-hukki

tsafanti

imr~-fiv"

e ven mor e closely:
" I have treasured up the words of His
mouth more than my necessary food. "
What a joy it was to be with Robert Frost
and observe this rare combination of wisdom and
wit.
Just as his physical presence would remind
you of a great chunk of Vermont granite with its
solid integrity, so his quick and nimble mind
would send off sparks like a brilliant Roman candle.
Someone once remarked that Frost was the most formi dable mixture of toughness and tenderness in a man
that he had ever known.
In his last book, called
"In the Clearing," published on his 88th birthday
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in 1962, Frost said of himself:
"It takes all sorts of in- and outdoor
schooling
To get adapted to my kind of fooling . "
Let me risk another instance of how Frost
wa s both in serious and light-hearted moods never
fa r from the Bible. Like the great Hebrew prophets,
Hosea, Amos, Isaiah and Jeremiah he loved the play
of the pun, what the scholars, borrowing from the
Greeks, call paronomasia. You will find this
fooling in a talk Frost gave at Bread Loaf, July

28, 1955 :
" Th en, " said Frost, "one more story
before I go. A boy came to me at
Amherst Co l leg e. His name was Adcock Bruce Adcock . He had known me there.
He told me he was now at Harvard
stud ying philosophy. And he asked
me wh a t I thought of the philosophy
department at Harvard, and I said
I d idn't know how to judge it.
It
had been my favorite department
when I was there.
"Wel l, " he said ,
" I can't stand it. They're nothing
but a lot of epistemologists. There
isn't, I mean, a philosopher there. 1I
And I said:
"Is that so? Why do
you stand it then?" And he said:
"I don't want to be a quitter, do
I?" And I said:
"Well, the Bible
says, 'quit ye like men!' (L aughter)
And he said :
"Well, where would I
go?"
"Anywhere. "
Frost's hilarious reminder that the Bible
says, "Quit ye like men," is to be found in a
totally different meaning in the First Book of
Samuel.
(Chapter Four, Verse 9 . ) The Philistines
have learned that the men of Israel have taken
the ark of the covenant out of Shiloh into the
battle . And the Philistines, afraid, try to
encourage themselves:
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"Woe unto us!" they say, "who shall
deliver us out of the hand of these mighty Gods?
these are the Gods that smote the Egypt ians with
all the plagues in the wilderness. Be strong, "
they say, " and quit yourselves like men, 0 ye
Philistines, that ye be not servants unto the
Hebrews, as they have been to you: quit yourselves like men, and fight."
Suppose we turn now to poems where
the expl icit allusions offer us indisputable
e vi dence that the Bible provided the poet with
a rich treasure-trove. Listen to "Provide,
Provide. " More than once I heard h i m say this
and I have never forgotten the tone of voice
that he brought to these pungent lines:
The witch that came (the withered hag)
To wash the steps with pail and rag
Was once the beauty Abi shag,
The picture pride of Hollywood.
Too many fall from great and good
For you to doubt the likelihood.
Die early and avoid the fate .
Or if predestined to die late,
Make up your mind to die in states.
Make the whole stock exchange your
own!
If need be occupy a throne,
Where nobody can call you crone.
Some have relied on what they knew,
Others o n being simply true .
What worked for them might work for
you.
No memory of having starred
Atones for later d isregard
Or keeps the end from being hard.
Better to go down dignified
With boughten friendship at your side
Than none at all. Provide, provide!
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For added enjoyment of this poem, Frost
hopes his listener would know about the beauty
Ab ishag. You will find her in The First Book
of Kings, Chapter 1:
Now king David was old and stricken
in years; and they covered him with
clothes, but he gat no heat. Wherefore his servants said unto him, Let
there be sought for my lord the king
a young virgin; and let her stand before the king, and let her cherish
him, and let her lie in thy bosom,
that my lord the king may get heat.
So they sought for a fair damsel
throughout all the coasts of Israel,
and found Ab ishag, a 5hunamite, and
brought her to the king. And the
damsel was very fair, and cherished
the king, and ministered to him;
but the king knew her not."
"It's funny, isn't it," Frost once
said, "how prophetic poetry is.
I wasn't thinking of any American beauty from Hollywood marryi ng i nto Monaco when I wrote that.
It was long
before that .
'If need be occupy a throne / where
nobody can call you crone.' They'll never call
Grace Ke lly a crone, will they? She looks safe.
She's i n out of the cold."
The early stories of the Book of Genesis
seem to h ave had an especial hold upon Frost's
i magination. Consider that compact bit of delight
and wisdom called "Nothing Gold Can Stay":
Nature's first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf's a flower;
But only so an hour.
Then leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,
So dawn goes down to day.
Nothing gold can stay.
Is it possible that beside thinking of
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Eden sinking to grief, the poet may have had in
mind that warning in the Twenty-third chapter of
Proverbs:
"Wilt thou set thine eyes upon that
which is not? For riches certainly
make themselves wings; they flyaway
as an eagle toward heaven."?
Earlier, in the Volume "New Hampshire "
there is a dramatic poem, " The Ax-Helve" where
again we meet with the Garden of Eden myth.
Baptiste, the poet's French neighbor,
has given him a lesson in how to dist i nguish
between a bad ax-helve, machine made, with false
curves of the grain and a really good one.
"he wished me
To have the best he had, or had to
spare -He liked to have it slender as a whipstock,
Free from the least knot, equal to the
strain
Of bending like a sword across the
knee.
He showed me that the lines of a good
helve
Were native to the grain before the
knife
Expressed them, and its curves were
no false curves
Put on it from without. And there its
strength lay
For the hard work .
Baptiste knew how to make a short job
long
For love of it, and yet not waste time
either.
Do you know, what we talked about was
knowledge? . .
But now he brushed the shavings from
his knee
And stood the ax there on its horses'
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hoof,
Erect, but not without its waves, as
when
The snake stood up for evil in the
Garden Top-heavy with a heaviness his short,
Thick hand made light of, steel-blue
chin drawn down
And in a little - a Fre nch touch in
that .
Baptiste d rew back and squinted at it,
pleased:
" See h ow she's cock her head! "
The poem, !i A Winter Eden ll clearly is explicit echo, with a frostian difference, of the
Garde n of Eden.
But do not expect a carbon copy
of t he Bible. This is a Winter Eden, and the
poet quickly tells you what he means by that.
It is a winter gard en in an alder swamp • • .
So near to paradise all pairing ends;
Here lovele ss b irds now flock as
winter friends,
Conte nt with bud inspecting. They
pre sume
To say which buds are leaf and which
are bloom.
A feather-hammer gives a double knock.
This Eden d ay is done at two o'clock.
An hour of winter day might seem too
short
To make it worth life's while to wake
and sport.
The sonnet "Never Again Would Birds'
Song Be The Same" pays a heavenly compliment
to the influence of Eve's song upon the birds
in the Garden.
Her's was an eloquence so soft,
when call or laughter carried it aloft, that
her tone of meaning was there but without the
word s.
She was in their song.
"Never again
woul d birds' song be the same II And to do that
to birds was why she came. "
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The poem "A Blue Ribbon At Amesbury "
celebrates a fine pullet who has been to a winter's
show and has come h ome with all her honors - Her
golden leg, her coral comb,11 Her fluff of plumage ,
white as chalk , 11 He r style, were all the fancy's
talk. This bird is one that a Sewell might have
painted . Frost meditates the breeder's art . He
has a half a mind to start,11 with her for Mother
Eve , a race I I That shall all living things displace. "
In the poem "Quandry" Frost considers
both that all embracing command of Scripture:
" Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself" (Leviticus 19:18) and the forbidden fruit of the Garden
of Eden (Genesis 3:3):
Never have I been sad or glad
That there was s u ch a thing as bad.
There had to be, I understood,
For there t o have been any good.
It was by having been contrasted
That good and bad so long had lasted.
That's why d iscrimination reigns.
That's why we need a lot of brains
If only to discriminate
'Twi x t what to love and what to hate.
To quote the oracle of Delphi,
Love thou thy neighbor as thyself, aye,
And hate him as thyself thou hatest.
There quand ary is at its greatest.
We learned from the forbidden fruit
For brains there is no substitute.
"Unless it's swe e tbread s," you suggest
With innuendo I detest.
You drive me to confess in ink:
Once I was fool enough to think
That brains and sweetbreads were the same,
Till I was caught and put to shame
First by a b utcher, then a cook,
'
Then by a scientific book .
But 'twas by making sweetbreads do
I passed with such a high I.Q .
The.las"t collecti.on of Frost's poems, called
" In The Clearlng \'laS publlshed in 1962 on the
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occasion of the poet's 88th b irthday. The poem
"Away" in that volume demonstrates that he has
the Garden of Eden myth still on his mind. Observe with what care he correctly tags this
literary form:
AWAY!

Now I out walking
The world desert,
And my show and my stocking
Do me no hurt.
I leave behind
Good friends in t own.
Le t them get well-wined
And go lie down.
Don't think I leave
For the outer dark
Like Adam and Eve
Put out of the Park.
Forget the myth .
There is no one I
Am put out with
Or put out by.
Unless I'm wrong
I but o bey
The urge of a song:
I'm - bound - away!"
And I may return
If dissatisfied
With what I learn
From having died.
Not only is the Bible echo clear but it
is instru ctive to notice within the playfulness
of this poem that even death must be a learning
experience . For Frost's central passion, as his
long-time friend, Louis Untermeyer once said, was
Truth . He quested after Truth , the way Tennyson's
Ulysses yearned in desire to follow know le dge like
a sinking star beyond the utmost bound of human
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thought .
DIRECTIVE
The poem "Directive " is another example
of explicit Bible resonance. Frost does not play
hide and seek with you.
He tells you plainly what
he means .
"D irective " appeared in 1947 , in the
volume "Steeple Bush," the same year that II A Masque
of Me rcy " was pub lished, when Frost was 73 . But
for us who loved and revered him, he always seemed
an ageless po e t and one for the ages.
"Directive " is not a poem of e scape but
rath er a retreat back out of all this now t o o much
for us. You are le d back thro ugh time and place
to a h rook that onc e was the water of the house the house that is no more a house but only a belilacked cell a r hole, now slowly closing like a
dent in dough.
Your destination and your destiny's
a brook, cold as a spring, and yet so near its
source, too lofty and original to rage .
And now Frost draws upon what he knows
of Scripture - this time from the ~ ew Testament and explicitly tells you:
I have kept hidden in the instep arch
Of an old cedar at the waterside
A broke n drinking goblet like the
Grail
Under a spell so the wrong ones can't
find it,
So can ' t g et saved , as Saint Mark
says they mustn't.
(I stole the goblet from the children's
playhouse. )
Here are your waters and your watering
place.
Drink and b e whol e again beyond confusio n .
The broke n drinking goblet that is like
the Grail evokes the memory of the cup from which
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J e sus drank at the Last Supper - the symbol of
purity and of c hild-like innocence. As for the
spe ll that keeps the wrong ones from finding it
and so can't get saved, as Saint Mark says they
mustn 't, you have to go to St. Mark, Chapter 4,
where J e sus is speaking to h is l2 disciples after
he had spoken to a great multitude - teaching
t hem many things by parable . . . (verse 10):
And when he was alone, they that were
about him with the twelve asked of him
the parable. And he said unto them:
Unto you it is given t o know the
mystery of the kingdom of God: b ut
unto t hem that are without, all these
things are done in parables: That
seeing they may see, and not perceive; and hearing, they may hear,
and not understand; lest at any
time they should be converted , and
their sins should b e forgiven them .
Robert Frost once spoke revealingly
of "Directive":
"We 're always trying to communicate
wi th each other with d.ouble tongues. We say
one thing t o mean that and another beside . A
parable is a story that means what it says and
something besides. According to the New Testament the some thing besides is the more i mportant
of the two .
It's that the nonelect are supposed
to miss and so not--go-to heaven. Saint Mark says
s o and somebody else says SOi it occurs twice in
the New Te stamen t. And these things are said
so a s to le ave the wrong people out. I l ove that
be cau se it sound s so undemocratic. That's not
be cau se I'm smart either but I just love to be
shocked, don't you? I like to come right up
against something like that ."
Of the many other direct evidences of
the Bible Presen c e in Frost 's work, surely the
most n otabl e are his two plays - the two masques:
A Masque of Reason and A Masque of Me rcy.
Frost
hims e lf called them his "New En gland Biblicals."
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Not to mention them in a paper on Frost and the
Bible would be u nforgiveable. But to deal with
them properly n ow would be impossible. A r1asque
of Reason g rappl e s with the d rama of Job and may
be considered a kind of Forty-Third Chapter of
the Book of Job.
"A Masque of Me rcy " more intricate,
pl ays with the Book of Jonah in the Old Te stament and with The Sermon on the Mount in the
Ne w.
So , reluctantly contenting myself with
this bare mention of the two Masques, and heeding
that ste rn monitor whose chimes ring out from
the Library t o remind any reade r of the timehonored Time traditions of The Literary Club,
let u s move on to the more subtle and e lusive
Bible presence that hovers like a pillar of
cloud over his poems and ofte n sugge st his
ideals of aspira tion and dedication that are
his recurring admonitions.
The poem "Take Something Like a Star"
Frost kept as a kind of colophon, "An Afterword
for the " Complete Poems " of 1949.
I n that volume
the poem bore the tit le "Choose Something Like
a Star."
I n the poem, with poetic license,
Frost lifts his eyes upward and asks the Star the f a ir e st one in sight - to say something to
us we can learn by he art and when alone repeat.
But beyond saying I I burn " it gives us strangely
little a i d ,
But does tell some thing in the end.
And steadfa st as Ke at's Eremite,
Not even stooping from its sphere,
It asks a little of u s here.
It asks of u s a ce rtain height,
So whe n at times the mob is swayed
To carry praise or blame too far,
We may take somethin g like a star
To stay o u r minds on and b e stayed.
It has a l ways s eemed to me that the
Bible e cho was here . Ce rtainly that sublime line
from Isaiah, Chapter 26 , Verse 3 anticipate s
Frost's thought:
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Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose
mind is stayed on thee.
"Acquainted With The Night" is one of
Frost 's d ark and powerful poems. Yet the Bible
Presence, for those who know the Book Ecclesiastes,
is surely there . You h ear the echo of famous
chapter Three:
"To everthing there is a season,
and a time to every purpose under the He aven:
a time to be born, and a time to die.
And again in Chapter Seven:
" Say not thou , what is the cause that
the former days were better than these? For thou
dost not inquire wisely concerning this. "
More than once, through the years, I
would hear Frost say this poem. He loved to tell
h ow he c ame t o write it. He was with the Irish
poet, A. E . George Russell, of impressive beard
and booming voice .
" Rob e rt," A. E . would intone, in his
d irg e -like lament , "the time is not right! The
time is n ot right!"
" I stood this," said Frost, "as long
as I could. Then I took out my watch, and said,
look ing at it, "Mine is! 11 Then I went home and
wrote my p oem:
" I have been one acquainted with the
night.
I have walke d out in rain - and back
in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city
light,
I have looked down the saddest city
lane.
I have passed by the watchman on his
beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to
e xplain.
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I h ave stood still an d stopped the
sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,
But n ot to call me back or say goodby;
And furth e r still at an unearthly
h Gight
One luminary clock against the sky
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong
nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the
night .
Frost is not taken in by the prophets of
doom.
He knows, however, the dark abysses of the
soul. Good gloom on h im is not thrown away. He
would have relished the story told of a SeventhDay Adventist who met the anti-slavery orator,
Theodore Par ker, on the street one day . The
stranger warne d Parke r that the world was shortly
to come to an end . Parker told him : " That means
nothing to me, Sir.
I live in Boston."
And when Eme rson was similarly warned,
the imperturable Eme rson told the Adventist cheerfully:
"Le t it end , I think we shall do very
well without it."
I was elated to find, after I had written
my commen t on this poem , that Larry Thompson, in
ROBERT FROST - THE YEARS OF TRIUMPH, had this note
on "Acquainted With The Night";
"RF was so constantly a Bible reader, and so familiar with so
many famous Bible passages, that the recurrence
of the word " acquainted" and the full title of
this poem may be considered as echoing Isaiah
53:3 . . . "a man of sorrows, and acquainted with
grief..
II
It was a de licate clue I should have caught
but missed .
In the quatrain "It Bids Pretty Fair"
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he takes a long look and says:
The play seems out for an almost infinite run.
Don't mind a little thing like the
actors fighting.
The only thing I worry about is the
sun.
We 'll be all right if nothing goes
wrong with the lighting.
And in the 161 line poem, "The Le sson
For Today " where he affirms that I. one age is like
another for the soul " and that we are all doomed
to broken-off care ers , he concludes by saying
that "were an epitaph to be my story
I'd have a short one ready for my own.
I would have written of me on my stone:
I had a lover's quarrel with the world."
"Sitting By a Bush in Broad Sunlight "
recalls the theop hany in the third chapter of
Exodus.
The Biblical allusion is unmistakable:
~ God

once declared He was true

And then took the veil and withdrew,
And remember how final a hush
Then descended of old on the bush.
God
The
One
The

once spoke to people by name.
sun once imparted its flame.
impulse persists as our breath;
other persists as our faith .

In "On Looking Up By Chance At The
Conste llations " would you th ink that Frost might
have had Bildad's wonderful words in mind:
" Dominion and fear are with Him, He maketh
peace in His high places " ?
(Job 25:2)
"You' l l wait a long, long time for
anything much
To happen in h eaven b eyond the floats
of cloud
And the Northern Lights that run li k e
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tingling nerves . . .
We may as well g o patiently on with
our life,
And look elsewhere than to stars and
moon and sun
For the shocks and changes we need
to keep u s sane . . .
still it wouldn't reward the watcher
to stay awake
In hopes of seeing the calm of heaven
b re a k
On his particular time and personal
sight.
That calm seems certainly safe to last
tonigh t.
S ince earlier in this p aper we met the
beauty Abishag, who tried to warm David, we shoul d
not be s urpris ed to find that in "Two Leading
Lights " the queen of Sheba, compared to the Moon,
come s t o visi t Solomon, compared to the Sun. He re
is a fragment:
I!

I ne v er happened to contrast
The two in the cele stial cast
Whose prominence has been so vast. • .
The Sun is satisfied with days • • •
The Moon for all her light and grace
Has nev e r learned to know her plac e .
Some lunatic or lunar whim
Will bring her out, d iminished dim,
To set herself beside the Sun,
As Sheba came to Solomon. .
An irresponsible divinity
Presuming on her femininity .

Turn, when you have the chance , to Fi rst
Kings, Ch apter 10 for the Bibl e account of the queen
of Sheba's visit to King So lomon.
Other e choes of the Bible in Robert Frost's
work will have to wait for another time lest to the
golde n word s above us from Lord Biron's speech in
Shakespeare's "Love's Labour Lost !! (Act IV, Scene
I II) - HHERE COJ.'1E S ONE WITH A PAPER" there be added,
not " God give h im grace to g roan l ' but rather " God
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give him grac e to go. "
But before the Clock chimes sound, let
me remind you of the Essay by Frost called "The
Constan-t Symbol .
II

There he shows h is learning. He mocks
the notion - he calls it a folk saying - that e asy
to unde rstand is c ontemptible, hard to understand
irritating, with the implication that just e asy
enough , j u st h ard enough, right in the mi dd le,
is what literary criticism ought to foster.
The
Iliad, Odyssey and Aeneid are easy , h e says. The
Purgatorio is said to be hard. The Song of Songs
is hard."
How did Frost know that much about the
d ifficulties that surround The Song of Songs? I
on ce gave Frost a book that contai ned the Five
Scrolls of the Bible of which The Song of Songs
was the first.
He read it with care . The conwentary on The Song of Songs contained a triagle theory
of a country swain and King Solomon vying for the
love of the Shulamite maid . Robert Frost said to
me :
"You d on't accept that theory, do you?"
I had to confess that once I did but I
had outgrown it. But Frost knew better than to
accept a theory, simply because it was fashionable
at the moment.
The volume contained the Scroll of Lamentations, attributed by tradition to J e remiah.
In
The Constant Symbol, Frost tells us that to some
it will see m strange that he had written his verse
regular without knowing till yesterday that it was
from fascination with this c o nstant symbol he
celebrates .
So without entering into the gnarle d
problem of the authorship of the Scroll, Frost
writes:
" Jeremiah, it seems, has had his sin-
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cerity q uestioned because the anguish of his lamentations ,,,as tamabl e to the form of twenty-two stanzas
for the twenty-two letters of the alphabet. The
Hebrew a lphab e t has been k ept to the twenty--two
letters it came out of Egypt with, so the number
twenty-two means as r,1Uch form as ever. "
II I n Frost we always felt a presence of
Geni us . " So speaks my friend Doc Cook. How well
he witnesses for the rest of us who were privileged
to have intimate embrace with Frost.
I once took
the poet 's Collected Poems to Jerusalem, inscribed
for Professor Sukenik, the famous He brew archeologist,
whom Frost had met at the Morgan Library. Robert
Frost stood in awe of Suken ik's mastery of some
seven languages, especially the ancient ones.
timeless.
of Ages.

For Frost had a mystic sense of the
The Bib l e loomed for him as the Rock

He kne w that its t ruths were as unshaken
then, in the remote past, as in the turbulence of
the present.
IIThey would n ot find me changed from him
they knew ," he said,
"Only more sure of all I thought was true."
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