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YOUTH'S DEPARTMENT.

¢ The M1ND is the standard of a man.”

A fow years since, I boarded with an
elderly woman, who was the good and re-
spectod mother of four amiable young ladies.
1 recollect one evening while [ boarded with
them, of their holding, at theiv house, what
is colled = ‘singing party,’ to which, with a
number of their friends, I <sas invited; we
attended, and never before did we spend an
evening better; it scemed to beall happiness,
and eack other seemed to be knit together
with the tie of affection and friendship; aund
while X was there, I thought, there could
not be a wrong feeling in any one’s heart. -
The evening quickly passed away. The com-
pany broke up; but yet they secmed un-
willing, (so closely was the tie of afiection
entwined around their hearts,) to part. But
in a short time, all had retired to their places
of residence ;. but what, my little readers,
do you think was the conversation between
those who invited this company. X will tell

ou, One says;——What did you invite

fiss T for 2’ <« Whata homely girl Miss
P——is? What a great nose Miss A. has
got ! and what a great mouth! and Oh!
what a beauty Mis- D.is! did you ever see
such a beauty! w iat beautiful eyes! and
how handsomely she was dressed ! she din’t
look quite so shabby as Miss P ¥ This
was too much for me. Itmadesuch anim-
gression on my mind, that 1 fear it caunot

e forgotten. They d'd’nt think of what
Dr. Watts said, when he was scorned by a
person for being small in stature, The Dr.
turned to him and replied :—

¢« Were I g0 tall to reach the sky,
Or grasp the ocean with a spun,—
T would be measur’d by my soul,
© The MiND's the standard of a man.”

If you, my readers, ever express your
opinion of a man, never express it by his de-
gree of beauty, but by the depth of his mind.
Beauty will not do any person any good ex-
ceptinthisworld. He that possessesa great
degree of beauty, may be morc admired by
the light and rattle-headed of this world.
But it will never be of any use, after the
body has crymbled into its own pothingness.

2 Newton, a Hall, a Fuller, ora Frankliu,
and I would not ask for Beauty, which so
soon fades, and isforgotten. Neither would
Y ask for riches, for they will take wings and
fly away.

The mind of such men as Newton, Hall,
Tuller, and Franklin, are steadfast and im-
moveable; and when the body crumbles in
the sepulchre, such minds will Yivc cternally,
And this generation, and future generations
will have reason to be thankful, that such
1minds ever existed. How good and pleasant
it is, to ponder over the remnants of such men,
as these. ¥ must now conclude for want of
time; but let me ask you to consider this
subject, and ever remember ¢ That the mind
is the standard of a man."—Juvenile paper.

WIAT GOOD CAN I DO?

This is a very common inquiry with young
persons, when they are told of the necessity
of being useful—of spending their time pro-
fitably. But there are many waysin which
you can do good—even the youngest of you,
if you will be diligent to seek opportunities.
There was onue a little Sabbath scholar, who
every week went to the house of an clderly
lady, to read to her from the Bible, Therc
was once a number of boys who gathered
woold enough during the week to heat their
Sabbath school room. There was once a
black woman, who had been a slave, but
had learnt to read, and wotked very hard
from morning till night, who two or three
times a week, walked the distance of six or
cight miles, with a child on her back, to
teach someslavesof heracquaintance to read
the Bible, and converse with them on the
subject of religion. A man who had been
confined to his bed for several years, by a
painful disease, was accustomed to teach a
class of young men, who came for that pur-

ose. And we have the example of our
Saviour, who wasnever idle, but wentabout
doing good continually. And, children,
cannot you find sume way in which you can
dogood ? Are you anxious to benefit others?
Then you need not labor long for op-
portunities of doing good. Every day they
are presented to you, .And e wish you to
fecl the obligation you are under, to do
something for the good of others, Leta

Beauty in a vast many cases, is the ruin of disposition simildf.to that which existed n

the mind and of the soul. When children

the breast of thige individuals of whom you

are beautiful, they are flattered and told of have read, -existin your breast, and you

it, by perhaps a mother, and all their friends,
this causes the child to be proud, and it grows
up, conscious of its beanty, to the great ruin
of its mind. Beauty is like the rose, which,
soon withers away anu is forgotten ' for it is
vamty; itis allvanity ' Yt was not beauty
that immortalized the names of a Franklin,
& crippled Zsop, a crooked Pope, and
hundreds of others I might name. No ! but

will never inguire, What good can I do?
Are you not acquatated with some poor ig-
norant boys, whom it would be a deed of
charity to instruct 2 Be not difident—be
not backward. Go to them and labour to
instruct them, and the satisfaction you will

derive from so doing will be great indeed.—,

And let it be a rule, which you will follow
through life never to suffer an opportunity

POETRY.

THUY CHILD'S FIRST GRIEF,
By Mra. Hemans,

* Ok ! call my brother back to me?
I cannot play alone;
The summer comes with flower and bee,—
Where i3 my brother gone?
* The butterfly is glancing bright
Acrosc the sunbeam’s track ;
I care not now to chasc its flight, ~
Ok ! call my brother back !

The flowers run wild,—the flowers we sowed
Around our garden trec; .
Ouy wine is drooping with its load,—
OF: ! call him back to me !’ .

¢ He would not hear thy voice, fair child!
He may not come to thee;

The face that once like spring time smiled,
On carth no more thow’lt see.

¢ A rose’s brief bright life of joy,
Such unto him was given ;

Go,— thou must play alone, my boy,
Thy brother is in heaven.,

* And has he left his birds and flowers ;
And must I call in vain? .
And thivagh the long, long summer hours,
TVill he not come again ?
¢ And by the brook and in the glade
. Are all our wanderings o'er?

OL! while my brother with me pluyed,
Would I had loved him more ¥

-

InLENESs.—Itis a great evil for any,
who are not past labour, to have nothing to
do; whethes they be rich or poor, they will
be unhappy themselves, and so far as their
influence extends, they will make others un- -
happy also. We may be assured of this by .
merely considering the lot of man as the God
of nature has constituted it. Ve read that
God pluced our first parents inta garden to.
dress it. If manual labour was deemed ne-
cessary by our all-wise maker, in a state of
innocency, how much more so in-one of de-
pravity, where, as one hag'well expressed it> -

¢« Satan finds some mischief stifl -
For idle hands to do.”

Printed and Published every FRIDAY, by Jamas
Bowes, Merchington’s Lane.
TERXMS.

Five shulliogs por Annum, or Threo slullings fot
ax months, delivered in Towa, and Six shillings
and throe pence, when sent to the ¢ suntey by nail,
payablo in advance. .

Ang person ordering six copies will be feckon-
ed an Ageni and shall receve a copy gratis.

All Letiers and Communicatons must be post
paid -¢

jr—P Communications for the Weckly Mirror,

it wag their minds, their deep and powerful to pass, when you can be instrumental of and Names of Subscribers may be left at Mr. George
minds. The mind neverdies, but livés eter- doing good—of benefitting others less fayor-
nally. Give me a good mind, the mind of ed than yonrselves.

Philips’, Book Binder, oppostte the porth cast cor
ner of Dalhousie College.




