MISS BLAMIRE 8

A CAUTION TO MISS B.

WueN Evening comes with dewy feet
And tempts you to the woodbine seat,
Sending her sweet voice in the breeze
To whisper through the leafy trees ;
Come, come, sweet sisters, come away,
« And see the silvery floods of day”
Dip yon bright cloud, whose golden glow
Gleams on this little world below !
While the bright sun in state retires,
Not yet extinguishing his fires,

But leaves a tint of saffron hue,

With a melting stream of milky blue,—
A ruby tinge with topaz bright,

The little lamp of lingering light,—
That gently for the shadows gray
Prepare a soft but solemn way.

"Tis now that damps begin to rise,

Or fall like tears from weeping skies ;
Stay not, sweet friends, to wipe away
Those pearly drops of sorrowing day,
But let them seek the sacred cell
Of some fair lily’s yellow bell,
Or hang upon the parched leaf
Like the soft drops of silent grief,
Nor with unhallow’d foot essay
To brush one precious pearl away ;
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