
UNDATED ORACLE ARTICLE

The poet-laureate of New England—the title is not undeserved - otherwise known as Robert Frost, bought

last winter a New England landscape painted by the same artist whom we may readily call the laurel-

crowned painter of this same region. Robert Strong Woodward. Mr. Woodward now recognized as in the 

front rank of living landscape painters of America, exhibited for ten days in the Standish Galleries in 

Boston last February, for another ten days in Amherst a little later. and is to be again on view at 

Deerfield Academy during the ten days beginning June 6th. He has received many prizes at the large 

exhibitions of Pittsburgh. Chicago, New York and Boston. Those who know his work and who read Robert 

Frost declare that the combination of the New England poet and the New England painter could hardly 

have been more felicitously displayed than in the poet's purchase of the magnificent study 'Dignity of 

Winter' and find that the artist in color has more than a superficial kinship with the artist in words, in 

the sensitive insight and understanding of our region which they both depict.

 Out of this happy kinship there certainly emerges a reason for great thankfulness and rejoicing among 

all lovers of New England. We have loved it for so long unexpressed. We have longed so to have its 

loveliness, its poignant atmosphere, its poetic appeal caught and made in some way permanent. We 

have listened again and again in vain among the poets of an older day for the note that to us was so 

plainly audible in the region, and have looked again and again among the artists for just the color, the 

line, the shadow. the inexpressible something that our eyes beheld - our inward eye as well as the 

outward! Nowhere until now have we found just New England between the covers of a book, or on 

canvas there upon the wall, lick a window opening out upon a well-loved landscape. In the paintings of 

Mr. Woodward and the poems of Mr. Frost all these things are ours to keep. 'Memory,' says some other 

poet, 'is the only garden from which nothing can ever drive us.' In the same way. nothing can ever 

separate us from New England if we know the paintings and the poems of these two laureates who 

celebrate her beauty with so faithful a skill. 
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