fLasf Light, Looking Wast fhe Alps)

Evening

alowly the evening changes nto the clothes
held for ithy a row of ancient trees;

youl look: and tao worlds grow separate from oo,
one ascending o heaven, another, that falls;

and leave vy, belonging not wholly to either one,
niot guite as dark as the house that reraine silent,
niot quite as certamly sworm to eterraty

as that whach becornes star each raght and nses—

and leave you (unsayably to disentansle) your hie
with all its rornensity and fear and great npernng,
g0 that, all but bounded, all but understood,

1t 15 by trns stone i you and star,
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