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CILDaOOD'S OFFERING.

The wise may bring their leaining,
The rich may bring their wealth;

And smoe ma.y bring their greatness,
And some bring strength and healtb;

We too would bring our treasures,
To affer to the King;

We have n o wealth or learning,
What sh all we children bring ?

Wé'll bring HLm hearts that love Him,
We'll bring Iim thankful praise,

And young souls meekly striving
To walk in boly ways.

And thèse shall be tbe treasures
We offor. to the King,

And these are gifts that ever
The poorest child may bring.

We'll bring the little duties
We have to do each day,

We'll try our best to please Him
At home, at school, at play.

And botter are these treasures
To offer ta our King,

Than richest gifts without thom:
Yet, thèse a child may bring.

-Irih EcclesiasticalGazette.

WFAT THE CLOCK TOLD DOLLY.

[coNTINUED.]

"Was that the only cock they had ? " asked
Dolly.

"If passy had lived in thoso days thoy would
have used him for a clock."

The cricket evidoutly thought this too big a
story to be noticcd at all, andeven Do]ly looked
a little shockod, but the clock evidently knew
what it was talking about and went right on:

" If you look at Ritty's eyes when she first
wakes in the morîing you will find the dark
place in the middle of the oye is very big and
round and dark, but son you will notice that
it is growing smaller until by noon it is fine as
a hair, and thon it will grow bigge- again islowly
until night, when it will b big as it was Lu the
morumng."

" How uncomfortablo it must have been J "
said Dolly,

"Yes, I think so myself," replied the dock,
"and the people began to think that they ought
to bave something besides sbadows te depend
upon, and so some one, about five hundred years
ago, invented a clock-not a big, handsome one
like myself, but a very poor thing, that had no
pendulum and could not strike.

"Poor thing I " sighed Dolly.
"Botter not strike t aill than striko as seme

mire me though, for very soon after an old lady
came in and bought me, and I was brought
away across the blue roiling ocean and placed
in this hall. I'm worn out and useless now,
but thén I -was of more importance than any
one in this bouse, for nothing was done with-
ont consulting me; ever and ever Bo many
bright-eyed children have raced up and down
the stairs and curled up by the fire just as yon
are doing, and I've loved them all and tried to
show them that it was only by keeping our
Lands busy working for others and doing the
right things always, that we could hé happy
and make our friends love us; they may have
thought that all I said was tick-tock, tick-
tock, but really I have always said as plainly
as plainly could b: Do-right, do-right."

"Dear old cock 1" murmured Dolly, and
even the cricket turned its head away to wipe
away the tears.

" Before I stop," said the clock, "I must
speak of one thing that I see others besides
you have notied, and the clock glanced at the
cricket, who looked as if it wanted to sink
through the floor; "yon must know that it was
not a great while ago since my bands refused
to move another minute, but it was a sorry day
for me, and somnetimes now my feelings over-
come mu when I tbink of the past. a.d it is a
great relief ta strike."

" Yon dear old olock J" said Dolly, "you
shall strike as often as you please, and if the
cricket ever dares-"

"Dolly-Dolly Dimple 1" Harry was call-
ing and Dolly sat up and rubbed her eyes.

" What is the matter ?" she asked.
"That's what I'd like tu know l-why the

very idea of a little girl with a birthday sleep-
ing the same as if it was any other day J"

"Sleeping ! I baven't slept a wink. Why
thé dcock has been talkin', and the cricket
sud-"2

" Very likely I as if I'd believe that when
I'vé knocked over the poker and the shovel
and the tongs and you never so much as wink-
ed."

Dolly looked up at the old clock but never
a word did it say. The broad, good-natured
face beaiued down upon*her the saine as ever,
but she fancied there was a sly expression that
said as plainly as so many words:

"Keep quiet I boys are not half se wise as
they think they are; sometimes when they
have an idea they know it all, they don't al-
ways, that's all, and it isn't much use to try
and teach them , yet just keep your eyes open
and learn something every day from everything
and everybody but never grow too wise."

Dolly nodded and Las kept the secret until
this day, when she was tempted to tell it to
you.-Mnnie G. Clank, in the Church.

" AND HE SHALL GATHEB THE LAMRS."
t clocks do," observed the cricket rather spite-

fully. A SToIRY FOR THE YOUNG PEOPLE•.

" But it was a clock," continued the clock, . T---
"and a very wondorful thing to people in those
days, and they must have bean pretty well mat. She was blind. She had Lbeen blind from her
isfied, for they never added a pendulumfor sev- birth. She had never seen the blessed sun.
oral hundred years." She had never looked upon the pleasant fields

"Are yo very old ? " asked Dolly. that Iay on évery aide of thé ionély cottage.
"Yes, I'rn very, very old It must be over

a hundred years sinco my hands began to move She had never seen the stunted elm-tree before
-Ah 1 that was a proud day for my maker. the cottage door, nor the little wren that used
He was only a poor little hunchback whom no- to sing theroin. She knew the elm-tree was
body knew, but hé wanted to do something b- there. She knew, too the song of the wren.fore hé died that would hve after him, so during
many long nights he planned 'me out and She knew the song of most birds: from the
worked over me from day!ight until dark. thrushes that warbled the livelong day in the
Every tiny shining wheel was as perfect as per- woode up te the country-aide, to the humble
fet could b, and my case was a sight to see; sparrows that lifted their little heads to the sun
they told me the day I was finished the little at early morn. She would sit and listen some-
clockmaker was the happiest man alive. He times to the wren, when she was alone. She
looked me over until hé was perfectly satisfied seemed to know and love that little wren. She
with me, thén hé took a big key and wound me would talk to it now and then, too, from the
up, touched my pendulum, and with a tick- cottage door, and say, "Dear, dear wren, corme
tock, tick-took, I started ont on my life work. again to-morrow." She wu but a child. She
Thé little clock man did not have long to ad- was only nine years of age-and motherleS.
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But she Lad a drunken father, who in hie sav-
age moods would often cruelly béat her.

And this was the whoIe story of ber dreary
little life-she was blind and motherless; and
she had a cruel father; and she spent the long
weary days in listening to the birds, and tidy-
ing the small cotttage, and getting ready her
father's frugal meals. And that was all.

Sometimes the golden raya of the sun would
fali, warm and bright, across the meadows and
corn-fields that stretched away to the blope of
the hill, and touch up with a thousand lights
and shades the fresh springing corn, and the
beautiful green of the mountain-ash trees, and
the ruany-coloured flowers that shyly bid
themblyes -under hedgerows. Sometimes the
yellow-hammers would come dartigg down to
the ash copse by the oatfield, like flashes of
golden light. Sometimes the Low summer
wind would touch up, as if by magie, the long
grass in the many meadows, and cýuse a shim-
mer of tremulous silver shcen to pass over it.
But she saw nothing of these thinge. She
could only hear the wind murmuring, and the
yellow-hammers singing "Chit-chit-chirr 1"
about -the young ash-copse. These sounds
brought no picture of God's eartb to her. She
had never seen God'e earth. They were only
sounds, and no more. She would sit patiently
listening, with a wistful look on ier face, and
try to divine whence each sound came. But it
was the faithful, humble wren that sang in the
elm-tree that she most enjoyed listening ta.

I Dear, dear little wren 1" she said, one gum-
mer's day ; "wilI you com again to-morrow ?
And will Vou tell the blackbird from the plan-
tation, and the linnet from the little wood, that
I love them, oh ! so mach I and will they
please to come with you to-morrow and sing
for me?"

The breeze rustled a spray of blaokthorn for
very pity, and sent a commotion amongst the
tall grass in the meadow.

"And will you plesse to tell them, little
wren, that I will give them plenty of food if
they will only com and sing ? Only they
must come close t the door when they want
the crumbs; and they must twitter to let me
know. 'Cos I am blind, little wren 1 I can't
see. .I have never seen you once: but I love
you all the same, little wren; and I love all
the dear little birds that sing in the trees."

The pitying wind shook the blackthorn quite
savagely this time, as if impatient at its own
impotence, and breathed a long-drawn sigh
down the hazel-bushes in the hedgerow. A
few plovers crossed the corner of the meadow.
A solitary robin came after them, and perched
upon one of the hazel-bushes, and burst forth
into a low, mellow song.

" There I that's a robin, little wren. And
will you plaise to ask him to ? 'cos I love him
as well. I love all the dear little birds-"

She stopped suddenly, and a look of terror
came over ber face. That was ler father's
step in the lane; and Lia supper was not ready
for him I She feit her way to the firepiace in
a dazed, frightened manner, and with trembling
Lands hastily took up the poker and lifted thé
fire a little, that the potatoes might boil.
Then she turned nervously to meet him as he
entered the doorway. He was drunk, asuual
He losed the door, with an idiotic leer behind
him, and drew himself, with heavy, lumbering
stop, across the floor to where ah. was stand-
f Dg.

" My supper not ready again 1" h. oaid, with
savage glee. "learly bilin', be they 1 What's
the good o' uearly bilin', yon little aneaki I
tell yon 1½ill have my suppel ready when I
gets home. You was idlin' at thé doorwhen I
comed up the lane. There take that, you
good-for-nothin' slut 1"

He had taken a stick down from the mantel-
pice as hé went toward ber ; and2he laid it

heavily across her little shoulders as hespoke.
She said nothing. She only sobbed, and felt

ber way towards the table, beforé thé little


