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“MENDING WALL” 
By: Robert Frost 

Something there is that doesn't love a 
wall,  
That sends the frozen-ground-swell 
under it,  
And spills the upper boulders in the sun,  
And makes gaps even two can pass 
abreast.  
The work of hunters is another thing:  
I have come after them and made repair  
Where they have left not one stone on a 
stone,  
But they would have the rabbit out of 
hiding,  
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I 
mean,  
No one has seen them made or heard 
them made,  
But at spring mending-time we find them 
there.  
I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;  
And on a day we meet to walk the line  
And set the wall between us once again.  
We keep the wall between us as we go.  
To each the boulders that have fallen to 
each.  
And some are loaves and some so nearly 
balls  
We have to use a spell to make them 
balance:  
'Stay where you are until our backs are 
turned!'  
We wear our fingers rough with handling 
them.  
Oh, just another kind of out-door game,  
One on a side. It comes to little more:  
There where it is we do not need the 
wall:  
He is all pine and I am apple orchard.  
My apple trees will never get across  
And eat the cones under his pines, I tell 

him.  
He only says, 'Good fences make good 
neighbors'.  
Spring is the mischief in me, and I 
wonder  
If I could put a notion in his head:  
'Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't 
it  
Where there are cows?  
But here there are no cows.  
Before I built a wall I'd ask to know  
What I was walling in or walling out,  
And to whom I was like to give offence.  
Something there is that doesn't love a 
wall,  
That wants it down.' I could say 'Elves' 
to him,  
But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather  
He said it for himself. I see him there  
Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the 
top  
In each hand, like an old-stone savage 
armed.  
He moves in darkness as it seems to me~  
Not of woods only and the shade of 
trees.  
He will not go behind his father's saying,  
And he likes having thought of it so well  
He says again, "Good fences make good 
neighbors." 
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Henry D. Thoreau Quotations on Solitude | Walden Woods 
• You think that I am impoverishing myself withdrawing from men, but in my solitude I 

have woven for myself a silken web or chrysalis, and, nymph-like, shall ere long burst 
forth a more perfect creature, fitted for a higher society. [Journal, 8 February 1857] 

• It would be better if there were but one inhabitant to a square mile, as where I live. 
[Walden] 

• I thrive best on solitude. If I have had a companion only one day in a week, unless it were 
one or two I could name, I find that the value of the week to me has been seriously 
affected. It dissipates my days, and often it takes me another week to get over it. 
[Journal, 28 December 1856] 

• By my intimacy with nature I find myself withdrawn from man. My interest in the sun 
and the moon, in the morning and the evening, compels me to solitude. [Journal, 26 July 
1851] 

• Men frequently say to me, "I should think you would feel lonesome down there, and want 
to be nearer to folks, rainy and snowy days and nights especially." I am tempted to reply 
to such, — This whole earth which we inhabit is but a point in space. How far apart, 
think you, dwell the two most distant inhabitants of yonder star, the breadth of whose 
disk cannot be appreciated by our instruments? Why should I feel lonely? is not our 
planet in the Milky Way? This which you put seems to me not to be the most important 
question. What sort of space is that which separates a man from his fellows and makes 
him solitary? I have found that no exertion of legs can bring two minds much nearer to 
one another. [Walden] 

• Ah! I need solitude. I have come forth to this hill at sunset to see the forms of the 
mountains in the horizon — to behold and commune with something grander than man. 
Their mere distance and unprofanedness is an infinite encouragement. it is with infinite 
yearning and aspiration that I seek solitude, more and more resolved and strong; but with 
a certain weakness that I seek society ever. [Journal, 14 August 1854] 

• I have an immense appetite for solitude, like an infant for sleep, and if I don't get enough 
for this year, I shall cry all the next. [Thoreau to Daniel Ricketson, 9 September 1857] 

• I am no more lonely than the loon in the pond that laughs so loud, or than Walden Pond 
itself. What company has that lonely lake, I pray? And yet it has not the blue devils, but 
the blue angels in it, in the azure tint of its waters. The sun is alone, except in thick 
weather, when there sometimes appear to be two, but one is a mock sun. God is alone, — 
but the devil, he is far from being alone; he sees a great deal of company; he is legion. I 
am no more lonely than a single mullein or dandelion in a pasture, or a bean leaf, or a 
sorrel, or a horse-fly, or a humble-bee. I am no more lonely than the Mill Brook, or a 
weathercock, or the northstar, or the south wind, or an April shower, or a January thaw, 
or the first spider in a new house. [Walden] 

• I have lately got back to that glorious society called Solitude. [Thoreau to H.G.O. Blake, 
1 January 1859] 

 
A Note on the Text: Unless otherwise noted, quotations are from The Writings of Henry David 
Thoreau (Boston: Houghton Mifflin
, 1906) 


