Modernism- literature of discontinuity, outgrowth of realism/naturalism. All modernist writers are uncomfortable with literary ancestors. Rejection of  an impossible view of humanity that is portrayed by romantic writers. Socially and political discontinuity as well, they will not tolerate the falsification of human experience (Victorian society in general).  1914-1945

1899 The Awkward Age- Henry James
1921 The Wasteland- T.S Eliot

The modernists were rejecting their forefathers ways of living; gender roles, racial tensions etc. These roles were becoming more and more stifling, but they did not know what to replace these views with. A movement about doubt and question, rather than certainty and action. View of humanity as degraded and deteriorated, after witnessing the First World War. Harder for people to view morality as an inherent human trait, after the aftermath of WWI. Increasing interest in psychology and what affects the human psyche. Human brain becomes more of an engaging theme. Recognition of the irrationality of the word we live in, and its inhabitants. Incredibly experimental in form. Making sense of the past are falsifications of reality as opposed to rationalization of it. Remove humans from a sense of complacency in regards of humanity.

ROBERT FROST

· Deceptive, quick readings of his work are always wrong, his true meanings are always clouded
· His portrayal of himself is avuncular, but in reality he was ambitious and bitter
· Has romantic influences, but a modernist approach
· Frost wants to return to the romantic era, where Nature was a refuge in which humanity could return to understand itself

THE PASTURE

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring; 
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away 
(And wait to watch 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.

· The voice of this poem, is some kindly old fellow willing to give us the tour of nature, or a child in its simplicity of syntax
· Easy to read, trips of the tongue, and similar to everyday speaking
· Iambic pentameter- closest to everyday speech
· His poetry is like overhearing a muffled conversation, one can decipher by the tone and rhythm its general emotion
· The insistence of the shared experience, “Come on,” to share the experience and joy the reader feels within this scene
· Encouraging shared labor, remembering the hard winter just past, this is not necessarily a happy experience
· “I shan’t be long” YA NOT REALLY 
· Frost’s speakers feel a certain sense of isolation, and this poem directly speaks to the reader
· This reader doesn’t enjoy nature like the transcendental and romantics, but a person reveling in a man made nature, a cultivation of a cynical and contrived echo of the wild and beautiful nature of the past
· He suggests we have lost nature, but not the desire to get there
· We have impeded ourselves from nature with our own industrialism 

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.

· There is a balance of uncertainty and certainty, making the speaker confused and unsure of what is happening
· An issue of land ownership, the owner doesn’t live on it,  doesn’t monitor it, does he really own it
· The speaker is coming to grips with his own isolation speaking to the readers mentality
· The woods are lovely because they are dark and deep, the speaking is allured by the solitude, the speaker is happy with the company of darkness, he doesn’t want the responsibilities of society he has left
· There is only what he wants to find, he is absolutely able to control this reality
· He longs for the mystery offered by the woods, the unknown, which juxtaposes his life of control
· Contemplation of death, the endless mysterious escape of it, he is fascinated by the empty solitude it offers
· The horse is apart of the world he hates, and has a physical revulsion to the mans very human experience 
· He is waiting for death, and sleep, he knows it isn’t his time to die, he must move forward despite his desire to die

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

· Nature is acting like a mirror, showing the speaker what his own soul is manifested
· He isn’t scared of Nature, but the emptiness within himself, maybe humanity is nothing, maybe he is nothing
· He is scared he has no relevance, no purpose, no meaning
· No expression, nothing to express
· The solitude is an emptiness of snow


DESIGN

	 
	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. 

· White plant, white spider, white moth, forces him to contemplate this rare occurrence
· To frighten him? God scared himself into whiteness of his own face.
· Appall- to whiten, of the face’s blood
· He wonders whether there is no purpose in the universe at all, the blankness and whiteness of it
· [bookmark: _GoBack]The white things denote the absence of meaning in nature and in oneself
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