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Let Evening Come  
by Jane Kenyon 

 
Let the light of late afternoon 

shine through chinks in the barn, 
moving 

up the bales as the sun moves down. 
 

Let the cricket take up chafing 
as a woman takes up her needles  
and her yarn. Let evening come. 

 
Let dew collect on the hoe abandoned 

in long grass. Let the stars appear 
and the moon disclose her silver horn. 

 
Let the fox go back to its sandy den. 
Let the wind die down. Let the shed 
go black inside. Let evening come. 

 
To the bottle in the ditch, to the scoop 

in the oats, to air in the lung 
let evening come. 

 
Let it come, as it will, and don't 

be afraid. God does not leave us 
comfortless, so let evening come 
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Let it come, as it will, and don’t be afraid.  I think the fear of letting go is one of the 

strongest fears of all.  It is irrational and wastes so much time and energy, yet I feel 

sometimes as if I must control the day’s beginning and ending.  I find it difficult at 

times to live in the boundaries, to live in the rhythm of the day. Fighting for a few 

more hours of sunlight, a few more weeks of summer, a few more pushes of the 

snooze button.  When I really pay attention in life, I see that control is an illusion.  

People have no force or power over such things.  God is huge, bigger than my tiny 

mind can comprehend.   

 

Life would flow more easily if I learned to watch the parade of the light, the change of 

the season and begin to tune my body with the masterpiece of God.  Prayers to 

change the self, to request guidance, ask for more intention, and seek less 

distraction, are the prayers most likely to be granted.  Those are avenues of thought 

that could bring people true happiness if we restructure our expectations to grow in 

awareness of God.   

 

I believe, as followers we would also learn how to interact more respectfully with 

each other.  If we let the evening come, we let go of our privilege, our attitudes of 

entitlement.  The night falls on all equally if we learn to see the slow darkening of the 

corners and the upswing in fireflies, if we smell the gloaming and tune our ears to the 

chorus of night creatures.  Evening is not a special holiday, yet I can’t say I take 

notice nightly.  Tonight I will be more mindful.  I am open to the cycle of change, to 

the events that happen whether I grant my attention or not.  Thank goodness the 

world does not depend on me to remember to put out the light with slow, color-

blending beauty or to wake the critters that need to hunt and howl.  Just as my heart 

beats, my blood flows, and my breath sustains me, the world turns and transforms 

without my help.  Thanks be to God. 

 

Things to Consider  

1. Re-read the poem and the commentary.  Sit with it for a while.  What speaks to 

you about this today?  Consider journaling your response.   

 

Prayer:    God of the evening sky and all of the creatures of the night, illumine our 

spirits with Christ’s light.  Fill us with happiness and love enough for us to share 

these wonderful gifts with another.  Amen.   


