Nothing can last forever… 

Robert Frost’s poem “Nothing Gold Can Stay” illustrates that beautiful moments should be fully appreciated and not taken for granted.  The speaker is highlighting a day’s events and how everything comes to an end to quickly. 

The speaker states that  “Nature’s first green is gold. / Her hardest hue to hold” (1-2).  The persona is talking about a new day and how everything is fresh and beautiful.  When I awake in the morning I always admire the freshness and beauty of the morning sun, the glint of golden dew on leaves, and fresh flowers that seem to be opening to the sun’s light.  As the day passes on I wish that the beautiful morning atmosphere could last all day.  

The speaker states “Her early leaf’s a flower/ But only so an hour” (3-4).  As the day moves on shadows are cast upon trees and flowers.  I think to myself, what could I have done to better appreciate the morning that seems to pass so quickly.  The speaker is feeling the same way, and wishes that the shadows would grow smaller, not bigger.  I am now paying close attention to the sun and it’s position in the sky.  I look at shadows, and measure the distance the sun has traveled, hoping that for this instant, everything could be stopped and the rays of light could be captured permanently in that exact position.  

The thought of cold darkness is depressing, as the persona states “So Eden sank to grief” (6), as darkness is upon the speaker.  I feel very down and my mood changes drastically when darkness is falling.  The beautiful sunsets that appear in the western sky are only hints that shortly all will be dark.  There will be no shining flowers, no glint of moisture on the trees, but instead cold darkness that seems to enclose itself around me, and not let go for hours upon hours.  Finally, the persona realizes that all is lost in this sea of black as they say “Nothing Gold Can Stay” (8).  

I have spent many days thinking and hoping that sunshine will last forever.  I don’t ever like to let go of a beautiful day and although I know that new days will arise, I long for the day to continue on and on.  I definitely understand Robert Frost and his interpretation of nature and the beautiful days that seem to end prematurely.  I am sure that many people feel the same way about the cycle of a day and the feelings that it evokes.       

