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For tbhe Wesley an.

Mz. EpiTor,—The fullowing touching lines were written two or
three vears since by Mrs. J. R. Leggrtt of Larsdale, New Brunswick ;
and addressed to the Rev. W. M, Lezcett, her son, in anawer 10 ccr-
(i stanzas from his pen, entitled, ¢ Mother, Rememver M.

Yes, ] remember thee! At earlyduawn
When the fair Goddess sheds her softest heamns
Ujpon the mountain-top, and memory lifta
The darken'd veil from vears of other time :
Then thronzh the lengthen'd vista, I reiruce
Familiar fratures,—such as w hilom met
In childish play uround a moiaer’s hicart !

And I remember * one who journies 1ot
Wiih this world’s multitude—Nhe rests from toil—
'Tis a sweet rest—he did not fear todie !
Acd I remember thee when roses hloom,
And gentle zephyrs sigh among the leaves,
Surriag the dew-drops, as they did of old !
Aud I remember tice, when the last beams
Ofday-departing clomb our cottage-walls,
Or cast a halo from the sunset-hill
Round my { paternal portraiture j—and thea
I almost scem 1o read a futher's smile,

And dream myself in my young heme agaiu

Where are e trio, that were wont t'in<ure
With elcquence, with painting, aud with song ?
All that could charm the ear, or please the cve,

Or captivate the soul. of earth, are gone,—

Gone, like a summer landsca.e, cariy swept

By desolating blasts and clouds of storm

And 1 am lJeft a solitary one,

To weep nwway nmry swill dec!ining days !

Ab, I remember tuee, when the bjeak wind

Ro:ls down the mountuain-side, aid shaies the frost

From the dark groves of Lansdale ;—oft metiiinks

The echo of thy harp is in the storm.

Aud oh that speli-bound thought is big with fecling !

Arnd I remember thee, when thundets shake

Thae battlem=nts ol lieav’n, and Light'nin s [ivh

Along the zloom profound: for thou could’st wake

The wilder'd Genivs of this solitude

To song sublunc, and give an answering tone

To the loud voice of elecmental war !

Antl remember thee, when the loue Moon

Looks from her veil of mist upon the world,

And casts a rilvery light along my couch,

Or creeps the midniglit-curtain : —armii all

The iningery of dreams, thou still art there

Lach night, upon my bended krees, before

Tlc mercy geat, do 1 remember thee !

Athome, abroad, in conversation, or

In voiccless thought, tiiy vision'd form still berhs

My meinory onward '—morniag, non, and night;

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter ;—absence makcs

No vacuum in a Mother's heart !—then know

Thou wanderirnr Minstrel, the response iny soul

Gives to thy Muxe, I do rememucr thee !
Lansdale Cortage.

* The eldest son of the Writer, who "iad beea 8 celebrated landscane-
painter.

' The full portrait of the Rev. Johin Mariio, M. D, These twe. w.til
"he:ndividinl nddressed, are subsequently styled = the gric”

Biegrapiicaly
MEMOIR OF MRS ANN WRIGHT, O BE-
DEQUI, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND,

Tue deathot” a cliristian i< a subjeet highly iuterest-
ing, and calevlited to furnish thore who seriously re-
flect upon it, with urgont motives to duty, wnd prwer-
ful dissuasives from the love of this present evil vorld,
The lover of gooducess and true worth, mourns the
depurture of those who benefited the churel, and the
world, by their victucusexampley and their henevolent
exertion : in the cirele of their religious asygaintance
and associates, their departure is peculiarly el Hut
at the toud < of those departad ehristions, the fuilow -
ers of Jesus moura rotas thoze who have 1 hopey
nor arc the tcars they =hedd for the loss of Chri-tian
friceds unmingled with fechings of pleasure  —they
crnnot but rejoice, that their fellow traveilor ling
arvived at his cternal rest j—they caunot Lint more
fully review the consolations of the chrictian . Veion,
when they reflect, that their deeceased friends wero
=aved from the fear of death, and the terrors ol a
guilty conseience, wnd were opired Ly hopes of
heaven, throyzh its iztluence. They mourn the 1o
of the church militart; bat they exult to hopr, wnd
Lelieve, that the church trimaphant has reeeived a
cerapanion and friend of theivs to it joy

But althopgh Loping and Lelieving thae, cliristians
nre not willing, that the moemery of the just shall
pecish ~—they love to trace, by recollection, the peth
a deceased pilarim has puassed j—ihe exjerience o

sulvativn be protessed j—the trials he onlurcd j—the
victories he achieved over Lis spivitual foes ;—the

cood work be performed j—and the consolations Le

evineed in-the day of aflliction, and ia the hour of

deuth.

To assist Christians to do this the pen is employed,
and no doubt frequent!y with hallowed, and poweriul
eifect. ‘Lhat a portion, howaver small, of the good
produced even by sketches off the lives of deported
Christianz, may result from the following impertect
memoir, is ardently desired by the writer 5 wire felt
unwillinzg to allow an aged, active, benevolont chri--
tinn friend to sink into the grave, without the tribute
of a short memoir devoted to her memory,

Mrs. Ann Weizh® was Lorn at "I'rion, Prince Fd-
ward Isiand, the 21th January, 1770, She was the
daughter of John and Flizaboth Lord, wio had e:ni-
vrated from Encland a few vewrs previous to her
Lirth,  ‘They settled at Tryoa; at which pliee

covorn] of e de~eendants now reside,
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