
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
 

by Robert Frost (1923) 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know.  
His house is in the village, though; 
He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 
 
My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 
 
He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound's the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 
 
The woods are lovely, dark, and deep, 
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep.  

 
 
 
 

 
 
 Some comments about this poem, by Robert Frost himself! 
   "As I remember it, 'Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening' was written in just about that way, after I 
had been working all night long on 'New Hampshire.' But I must admit, it was written in a few minutes 
without any strain. Critics think I had that sort of all-night struggle before I could write the little poem I'm 
talking about. They must have heard me say, sometime or other, years back, that I wrote all night, in 
connection with 'Stopping by Woods.' But the thing I worked on all night had no struggle in it at all. It's in 
print, called 'New Hampshire.'. . .Then, having finished 'New Hampshire,' I went outdoors, got out sideways 
and didn't disturb anybody in the house, and about nine or ten o'clock went back in and wrote the piece 
about the snowy evening and the little horse as if I'd had an hallucination--little hallucination--the one critics 
write about occasionally. You can't trust these fellows who write what made a poet write what he wrote. We 
all of us read our pet theories into a poem."  [Mertins, M.L.: Robert Frost: Life and Talks-Walking.] 


