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to London, to project the foundation of ine-~
chanicy’ institutions in the metropolis and
throughout the country. Nor was it his time
alone that was directed to this laudable ob-
ject, his purse wes not less freely bestowed,
We believe he lent £3,000 to establish the
London institution in Chancery-lane, and by
a singular coincidence, the members of that
body were to meet for the purpose of cele-
brating its 18th anniversary, within a few
hours of the period when its founder had
ceased to exist. '

As a medical man, Dr. Birkbeck enjoyed
considerable practice, much more thanis ge-
nerally bestowed on those given to scientific
or literary pursuits. Dr. Birkbeck had a re-
flective beneficent countenance, a venerable
and very unpreiending aspect. In his dispo-
sition he was mild, and in his deportment un-
assuming. As a public speaker he acquitted
himself with credit; his ideas were always
sound and practical, conveyed in appropriate
language.

CaruMny ~—The aspersions of calumy will
not adhere permanently to your cheracter,
unless they find in it some ground of adhe-
sion. When, therefore, yon are assailed by
slander and obloquy, suffer that which will
not stick to fall to the grcund of its own ac-
cord ; and as to the past, mend your charac-
ter.

New Orleans has %33 grog shops, paying
for licences 198,000 dollars. Theirreal cost
to the city is estimated by the « Bee” at Five
Million Two Hundred Thousand Dollars.

THE POOR BUT GODLY MAN;
OR THE POWER OF PRAVER.
A German Legend.
7 See, seesn simple ¢ountrymar,
With walking-stafl iu hand comes now §
Coarse s the {  meny he bas on,
Yot poble is his form and brow ;
Thank God I sing ; so I can raise

A proud song to the good man’s praise.”
. . BYRGER.

"Twas whare an ancient furest waved,
And ink<black rivara rolled ;
There lived witiun a lonely bu,
A piousman andold;
And Demone came to him by night,
And tempted him with gold!

The poor old man was coarsely ciad,
And in that dreary spot,

"Midst wasting poverty he lived,
By oll the world forgot,

Yot well he knpw & godly hife
Wouid sanctify hisls

And there, at quiet eventide,
Whon all was dark and atill,

And evening shades, and twilight mists,
Stlumbered on lake ard hill,

Thick clouds, of grim unearthly smoke,
His lonaly hut would fill !

And through the smolse a shapeless form
Moved darkly to and fro;

Aud offered caves of buriod wealth,
1t ho with him would go ;—

But alike to all his proffered gilts
The poor old man said—* no ¢

Then did the Demon’s blasted Lrow
Grow black with feariul blight;

His eye-balls glowed like coals of fire.
And shot out sulphury light;

‘The very fiends would stand aghast
Bofore go dread a sight §

Then the old man took God's blessed book,
With meek and reverend air, C
And read of Jesus on the tree,
Beafore lis children there:
And, with a calm and pious trust,
They knelt in solemn prayer.

And a5 they prayed, the Demon quailed,
And his gaze became less wild,

His arm hung palsied st his side,
And his fiery eye graw mild.

Till he stood amid that holy scene
As powerless as a child !

And when they rose from off their knecs,
They staod in the room alone,

Forthat meck prayer in heaven was heard,
Ang the tempting fiend kad flown;

And 2 faint sweet light, like the smile of God
"Throughout the dwelling shone |

Thus day by day, asd year by ybar;
The old man watched with vare,

And ot the stated twilight bour
I'he shapeleas form was there,

But thie poor man girded himself—with truth §
Aud congquored the fiend—by prayes ¢

And day by day, and year by year,
The prayer worked with new mighity
For every tims the Demon came,
His lorm changed to the sight, -
‘Till gt length, instead of a wicked fiand;
He became a Child of Light!

Aad when at length the old man died,
And the sod o'er his form was preésed,

Bis sou} had trezaures in hoaven laid up,
And his spirit in Christ found rest,

And the angels of God all welcom'd him,
And number’d him with the blest !




