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are managed with consummate art and taste. The pity of it is
that Watson was so soon taken away frorn us. H1e was one of
the few that were not born to die.

On my third visit to Canada, in 1865, 1 read one evening in
the portico of the St. Lawrence Hall, in the Montreal Teleyrapit.
now defunet, the following poem -n

"Good night ! God bleus thee, love, wherever thon art.,
And keep thee, like an infant, in Hie arme!
And all good messengers that move unseen
By eye ein-darkened, and on noiselees wings
Carry glad tidings to t.he doors of eieep,
Touch ail thy tears to pearis of heavenly joy.

Oh! 1 anm very lonely missing thee ;
Yet, nxorning, noon, and night, eweet memories
Are neetling round thy name within xny heart,
'Like summer birds in frozen winter woods.

Oood night! Good night! Oh, for the mutual word!L
Oh, for the lovinag pressure of thy hand !
Oh, for the tender parting of thine eyes !
God keep thee, love, where-%ver thou art! Good night!

"Oood night, my love! Another day hae brought
Its load of grief and stowed it in my heart,
So full already, Joy je cruehed to death,
And Hope etands mute and gbivering,-it the door,
Stili Memory, kind angel, etays within,
And vill not leave me with mny grief alone,
But whiepers of the happy daye that were
Made glorioue by the light of thy pure eyes.

Oh! shall 1 ever see thee, love, again.,
My own, my darling, my soul'e beet beloved,
Far more than I had ever hoped to find
0f true and good and beautiful on earth ?
Oh! shah I never see thee, love, agaia ?
My treasure found and loved and lost, good night.

"Good night, my love! Without, the wintry winde..
Make the night eadly vocal; and within,
The houre that danced aiong so full of joy,
Like skeletone have corne froma ont their graves,
Aud eit beeide me at xny lonely fire-
Guests grim but wvelcome, which my fancy deeke
In ail the beauty that wvae theirs when thou
Pidst look- and breathe and whieper softly on them..
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