After Apple Picking   by Robert Frost
The poem can be read as simply a nature poem, or as having deeper significance, perhaps being about Frost’s life as a poet. 

Nature poem:

As a nature poem it is rich in texture. There is a strong visual element with an eye for colour and detail e.g. the ladder “sticking through a tree” (1) and the apples with “every fleck of russet showing clear” (20).  There is an appeal to the other senses e.g. smell: “The scent of apples” (8); sound: “The rumbling sound/Of load on load of apples coming in” (25,26), touch: “ten thousand thousand fruit to touch” (30).   There are the poet’s physical feelings of pain (“My instep arch … keeps the ache” – 21) and tiredness (“I am overtired”). There is a use of movement, giving the poem extra life and energy: “I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend” (23). 

Mood/Tone:
The dominant mood is that of tiredness and sleepiness. “I am drowsing off” (8); “Upon my way to sleep” (15); “my dreaming” (17); “I am overtired” (28). 

Metaphor/Allegory:

The poem could be seen as a reflection on the creative process (in Frost’s case the writing of poetry).  “Toward heaven” (2) could refer to the way imagination and creativity lift people out of the ordinary. The ladder is often used a symbol for this process. The barrel he didn’t fill (3) and the “two or three/Apples” he didn’t pick could refer to the fact that he didn’t get to write all the poetry he would have wished to write.  The piece of ice he looks through could be a symbol for the distinctive perspective of the poet (“the strangeness” – 9).  This could link to the “Magnified apples” of his dreams, suggesting that even when asleep the poetic ideas are in his mind.  The “ache” (21) could be the physical pain of writing (hands sore from holding the pen?).  He is “overtired” (28) from his work though pleased with his poetic output – “the great harvest I myself desired”.  The fallen apples that were consigned to the “cider-apple heap/As of no worth” (35,36) could be the poems that he started and then scrapped because they didn’t work out. 

Links:

As in Tuft of Flowers (also a possible allegory on poetry writing), Mending Wall  and Out, Out  there is farm work going on here, and as in  the first two of these the poet sees extra significance in the work. Unlike these other poems and more like The Road Not Taken Frost is alone here.  There is tiredness and weariness here but not like the depression in Acquainted With the Night. This time he’s weary from a job well done. 

