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Something there is that doesn’t love a wall,  
That sends the froze-ground-swell under it, 

And spills the upper boulders in the sun, 
And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.  
                     Robert Frost 

 

This morning my neighbor came over to examine my floor in the bathroom that was damaged 
by water. When he came to the door, he reached out his hand. I immediately pulled mine back 
and squeezed his arm. I felt strange. Like all of us, I am use to extending my hand in 
friendship, when someone extends theirs. There was an invisible wall that separated us, that 
was never there before. I immediately thought of the above Robert Frost poem, The Mending 
Wall, which opens, “Something there is that doesn’t love a wall.” I love how he writes this 
simple truth that we do not like walls. But he doesn’t state it in that way. He doesn’t say, “I 
don’t like walls,” as a declarative statement of fact. Instead, he writes it in a more reflective 
way, sending us to contemplate something deep inside us. He doesn’t even write this truth to 
entice our curiosity to ponder further, such as, “There is something in us that doesn’t like 
walls.” Frosts genius, is to leave us with a haunting feeling about walls in the world----
“Something there is that doesn’t love a wall.”  What doesn’t love a wall, the animals, the 
flowers, the river or us? He pushes this feeling of being walled off into the whole of creation. As 
if to say, part of the human condition is the ambiguity between trying to wall ourselves off and 
wanting to break walls down. In fact, the last sentence of this mysterious poem reads, “Good 
fences make good neighbors.” 
 
We find ourselves today in the shadow of this poem. To protect ourselves and others we build 
invisible walls, which we might call “mending walls” for our world. So, the last line of the poem 
is as true as the first in this new world of invisible enemies. “Good fences (do) make good 
neighbors,” and we are good neighbors who build walls between us. Yet, “Something there is 
that doesn’t love a wall.”  
 
It is indeed strange, when because of the changes in our world that two things, so different, 
can be true. This ambiguity is now our new reality. To help others means to wall ourselves off, 
yet we hate what it does to us.. We are asked by the pressing force of this new intruder to turn 
our world upside down. We are forced to use our imagination, in order to find ways in which 
walls can be porous and hard at the same time. We must make our isolation a thing of beauty 
for others, instead of seeing it as a punishment. We are asked to use the strange phrase, 
“Mending Walls”, as an embrace of creation, instead of thinking of walls as the things that 
prevent community, conversation and togetherness. We are asked to give up our freedom, for 
the sake of the health of another.  
 
There is not doubt our world is turned upside-down. The one constant, however, is the 
voiceless voice of God, that speaks to us in the night, and in the silence of our isolation. In our 
frustration during this upside-down world that voice whispers to us faintly----Love, Love, Love. 
This is the only way to see the invisible walls between us, as Robert Frost did----“Something 
there is that doesn’t love a wall.” Yet, “Good fences make good neighbors.  


