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MORE than half a century passed away. That aged and faithful man
of God had long ago been gathered to his fathers. though his memory
still lingered in many a retied glen, among the children’s children of
parents whom he had baptized. His son, whose locks were white with
age, was preaching to a congregation of Highlanders in one of our
great cities.

The subject of his discourse was the love of Christ. In illustrating
the self-sacrificing nature of that “love which seeketh not her own,” he
narrated the above story of the Highland widow, whom he had himself
known in his boyhood, and he asked, “If that child is now alive, what
would you think of his heart, if he did not cherish an affection for his
mother’s memory; and if the sight of her poor tattered shawl, which
she had wrapped around him, in order to save his life at the cost of
her own, did not fill him with gratitude and love too deep for words?
Yet what hearts have you, my hearers, if, in memory of your Saviour’s
sacrifice of himself, you do not feel them glow with deeper love and
with adoring gratitude?”

A few days later, a message was sent to this clergyman by a dying
man, who requested to see him. The request was speedily complied
with. _

The sick man seized the minister by the hand, and, gazing intently
in his face, said, “You do not, you cannot recognize me. But I know
you, and knew your father before you. I have been a wanderer in many
lands. I have visited every quarter of the globe, and fought and bled
for my king and country:
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“I came to this town a few weeks ago in bad health. Last Lord’s day
I entered your church—the church of my countrymen—where I could
once more hear, in the language of my youth and of my heart, the
gospel preached. I heard you tell the story of the widow and her son.”
Here the voice of the old soldier faltered, his emotion almost choked
his utterance; but recovering himself for a moment, he cried, “I am
that son!” and burst into a flood of tears.

“Yes,” he continued, “I am that son! Never, never did I forget my
mother’s love. Well might you ask what a heart should mine have been
if she had been forgotten by me. Dear, very dear to me is her memory;
and my only desire now is, to lay my bones beside hers in the old
church-yard among the hills.

“But sir, what breaks my heart and covers me with shame is this—
until now I never truly saw the love of my Saviour in giving himself
for me. I confess it! I confess it!” he cried, looking up to heaven, his
eyes streaming with tears; and, pressing the minister’s hand close to his
breast, he added, “It was God who made you tell that story.

“Praise be to his holy name that my dear mother did not die in vain;
and that the prayers which, I was told, she used to offer for me have
been at last answered: for the love of my mother has been blessed in
making me see, as I never saw before, the love of my Saviour. I see it;
I believe it. I have found deliverance in old age where I found it in my
childhood—in the clift of the Rock; but it is the ROCK OF AGES!”

And clasping his hands, he repeated, with intense fervour,“Can a
mother forget her sucking child, that she should not have compassion
on the son of her womb? They may forget, yet will I not forget thee!”
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THE SWALLOW
S

THE winter was long and dreary; but it is all over now. Indeed
you have almost forgotten it, as you sally forth on this sweet spring
morning, to gather primroses from the bank, and to see if the cowslips
are out in the fields.

Everything is full of life and joy; and just as you stoop over the
green springing meadow-grass, to look for those golden honeycups,
something black skims along in front of you, and is away in an
instant. “Ah, there is the first swallow!” you say. And the old man
coming along the foot-path at the same moment looks after it just as
eagerly as you do, though he bas seen it come and go for seventy years,
and you only for a few summers. Yes! and if you grow to be seventy, you
will find, I hope, that you have still a welcome to give to the returning
swallow

It has been spending the winter in the sunny lands of the South;
and now it has come back to its old home, to rear its young and live
its life anew. Why it should
depart, and how it finds its
way over land and sea back
to the very spot which it
left last year, are questions
which we cannot answer;
and the uncertainty and
the mystery give a kind of

romantic interest to all birds
of passage, as they are called, but especially to the swallows.
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The swallows gay
In sunshine play,
And frolic all the summer day:

On nimble wing,
Alert, they spring,
Then wheel about in airy ring.

New troops advance,
In mazy dance,
Then onward shoot with lightning glance.

Far off we spy
Their play-place high,
In the blue vault of summer sky;

And fain would know
Which way they go
Ere winter brings its frost and snow.

As they live entirely upon insects, and as the insect tribes either die
or remain torpid” in the winter, something warns them that they must
leave the place which can no longer supply them with food. But when
the warmth of spring hatches the insect eggs, and brings out myriads®
of tiny creatures into the sunshine, the same something teaches them to
return again to the place whence they came. We call it instinct; but that
is only another name for the guiding hand of that great Creator who, as
the Bible tells us, bids the swallow observe the time of her coming,.

There are four different species of swallow which visit us—the

swift, the chimney swallow, the house martin, and the sand martin.

@ Torpid, inactive; asleep.
@ Myriads, immense numbers.
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They are all much alike as we see them on the wing, except that the
first two are of swifter flight. The martins are smaller, and have more
white about their under parts, so that on a summer evening the rays of
the setting sun are thrown back from their snowy breasts like flashes
of light.

The house martin makes his nest against the sides of houses, as you
must often have seen. It is formed of mud taken from the ruts in the
lanes and the edges of ponds. The eggs are of a beautiful clear white.
He is a cunning as well as a clever little workman; so he only builds a
small bit of his house-wall every day, and that early in the morning,
that the heat of the sun may dry it well before he goes on.

Last summer, I watched a pair of martins at their work, and it took
them five days, from the time that they stuck the first dab of mud
against the house, till the outside was finished. After that, they had to
put the inside to rights, and make it snug and comfortable, which took
several days more.

They almost always avoid a south aspect, as they know that the
heat of the mid-day sun would crack their mud-built house. Next year,
the same pair will come back again; and, if possible, they will put the
old nest in repair, instead of making a new one.

The swallows are the first to return to us; the martins follow:
and they always keep the same order. They all go away together; but
when they come back we only see them as stragglers—first one, then

another, and at last numbers.
< b ik Do

TREBEOESE, MAECETIEET . Ebrt, YREXNEDIER
RUREDR, MR ERORPBIER R R, 4IR7E HEF Bk EE IR S H 5
ERNR, REEEE TINER,

FrARPEE TS T SRR . SRR R X F gl ok, 8%
FHOAE R . —RRENAYIENRTIRREY, BHXEX,



438 FENEX - THE ROYAL READERS

‘B E—REMORT ! 7 R MR E NIERR MATEES R, &
F—HEAMIRAERNSGE. MEERCERERAANSEEL 7t
£, PRSI TN AZHER,

I WAEUREH DR, AR R VRIRIR BRI T B AR R
R o

EERETRBNETEZTEBANLE, AR TENER, BiTE
R, THRFAN. ENHLAERETT, ZJRSXCREAREIES BB R 2
FEBITROMTT, XERBA OB, X AR AT e 2 s
4TI A IR S —FVRIZAOTOER, FRARMR X AR RE R R .

Tk
AR TF 430
AT AT R

e R 3569
BREXRGESD
fZ=H 2%

0 FEAT
o F AT T ARG FE 35
7 o — W ) iE &k

B %
CAVE & A
EEZAHETE

i %A R & 4o i
eAN X e T 4
BEAXRGAERERGZ A

HTEMEERERREE, MBRIESKRELZRLT, 208K
EXRME, XEFBEETIRSAETX NS4 CH ¥ AR EE



168 THE SWALLOW - #&F 439 =

oty o B IR IR A XL T X R ioghh, EEINIEL EiE, 4
EEBIARKH TR, XSGR EATRMNRER T o BABEXAUEAME. A~
i, XARBARHEMEREEF-NTFOR—MUERT, IR (EZ) 2
S FEAI: Bl & WERRE, HE X —IrEH .

A DYt 1 1 Do R B kR B [B] —— e, MR, KA. BAT
MRBE BB SRR, BR T RTPIRMET AT DA R R 2 Sh, KA
N2, MHAERT FROBEMSES, FrUAERRIKAE, FEITRARRE
FRMNEANTII ST — RIS B i A H—FF

AR AR—E 2 W AREE, FGRIEER B HRER FI—0l. SEZ
FJET 22 R, XU+ R MNZE E Rk F D SBORIIE T KA
BERIFFERNAEN A6, ER—NTEERMRRIN b1+ BT shE,
FrAA R — R A BN EE, EY R R RERR SRR 1
W54, XZiE, AR hE KN TIE.

EFEEKR, REENET —NREOKE, ENHTHERRFACHHE
No BEMT NENHESE—RERTH8 EBURITM, BESMIZ LN
o XZJE, BIWHFFRERINEE, LS RFERE, MXETRXET
FILRA 5.

ENERB RAE R R T A HE, FONIEFI RIS E 1R
THERISS T F—HFNHT RO R CEDR, GURATRRIE, TR
SHHE— AT S 1, RSB R R X AE B

POfb T, ATPIRPSEEIBIBATR S, JERANIERBE E 11 T3h. B
BERSRSAEZ, Y el KRN, BRMOEReNEHnE——, 5
—R, BlREU#ET



< 169 »
THE GOLDEN EAGLE’S NEST (1)
AEENBY (—)

ALMOST all the people in the parish were leading in their meadow-
hay on the same day of midsummer, so drying was the sunshine and the
wind; and huge heaped-up wains,” that almost hid from view the horses
that drew them along the sward beginning to get green with second
growth, were moving in all directions toward the snug farm-yards. Never
before had the parish seemed so populous. Jocund® was the balmy air
with laughter, whistle, and song.

But the trees threw the shadow of “one o’clock” on the green dial-
face of the earth; the horses were unyoked, and took instantly to grazing;
groups of men, women, and children collected under grove, and bush, and
hedge-row; and the great Being, who gave them that day their daily bread,
looked down from his eternal home on many a thankful heart.

The great golden eagle, the pride and the pest of the parish, stooped
down, and flew away with something in its talons. One single, sudden,
female shriek arose; and then shouts and outcries, as if a church spire
had tumbled down on a congregation at service. “Hannah Lamond’s bairn!®
Hannah Lamond’s bairn!” was the loud, fast-spreading cry; —“the eagle has
ta’en” off Hannah Lamond’s bairn!”

And many hundred feet were in another instant hurrying toward
the mountain. Two miles of hill and dale, and copse® and shingle,© and

® Wains, waggons.

@ Jocund, lively; merry.
@ Bairn(Sc.), child.

@ Ta’en (Sc.), taken.
® Copse, brush-wood.
® Shingle, loose gravel.
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many brooks, lay between; but in an incredibly short time the foot of
the mountain was alive with people.

The aerie” was well known, and both the old birds were visible
on the rocky ledge. But who shall scale that dizzy cliff, which Mark
Steuart, the sailor, who had been at the storming of many a fort,
attempted in vain? All kept gazing, weeping, wringing their hands,
rooted to the ground, or running backward and forward, like so many
ants essaying their new wings. “What’s the use—what’s the use o’ ony”
puir” human means? We have no power but in prayer!” and many knelt
down—fathers and mothers thinking of their own babies.

Hannah Lamond had all this
while been sitting on a rock, with
a face perfectly white, and eyes
like those of a mad person, fixed
on the aerie. Nobody had noticed
her; for strong as all sympathies
with her had been at the swoop
of the eagle, they were now
swallowed up in the agony of eye-
sight.

“Only last week was my

sweet wee wean” baptized!”

and on uttering these words,

she flew off through the brakes®
and over the huge stones, up—up—up—faster than ever huntsman ran in

to the death, fearless as a goat playing among the precipices.
No one doubted—no one could doubt—that she would soon be
dashed to pieces.

@ Aerie, the nest of an eagle or a bird of prey.
@ Ony (Sc.), any.

@ Puir(Sc.), poor.

@ Wee wean (Sc.), little child.

® Brakes, tall, coarse ferns, forming a thicket.
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No stop, no stay. She knew not that she drew her breath. Beneath
her feet Providence fastened every loose stone, and to her hands
strengthened every root. How was she ever to descend? That fear but
once crossed her heart, as she went up—up—up—to the little image of
her own flesh and blood. “The God who holds me now from perishing,
—will not the same God save me when my child is on my bosom?”
Down came the fierce rushing of the eagle’ wings, each savage bird
dashing close to her head, so that she saw the yellow of their wrathful
eyes!

All at once they quailed and were cowed. Yelling, they flew off to
the stump of an ash jutting out of a cliff, a thousand feet above the
cataract; and the frantic mother, falling across the aerie, in the midst
of bones and blood, clasped her child—not dead, as she had expected,
but unmangled and untorn, and swaddled just as it was when she laid it
down asleep among the fresh hay, in a nook of the harvest field!

Oh, what a pang of perfect blessedness transfixed her heart from that
faint, feeble cry, “It lives—it lives—it lives!” and baring her bosom, with
loud laughter, and eyes dry as stones, she felt the lips of the unconscious
innocent once more murmuring at the fount of life and love!

Below were cliffs, chasms, blocks of stone, and the skeletons of
old trees, far, far down, and dwindled into specks; and a thousand
creatures of her own kind, stationary, or running to and fro!

Was that the sound of the waterfall, or the faint roar of voices? Is
that her native strath®? and that tuft of trees, does it contain the hut
in which stands the cradle of her child? Never more shall it be rocked
by her foot! Here must she die; and, when her breast is exhausted, her
baby too! And these horrid beaks, and eyes, and talons, will return, and
her child will be devoured at last even within the dead bosom that can
protect it no more!

— PROFESSOR WILSON

® Strath, valley.
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WHERE, all this time, was Mark Steuart, the sailor? Half way up
the cliffs. But his eye had got dim, and his heart sick; and he, who had
so often reefed” the top-gallant-sail, when at midnight the coming of
the gale was heard afar, covered his face with his hands, and dared not
look on the swimming heights.

“ And who will take care of my poor bed-ridden mother? ” thought
Hannah, whose soul, through the exhaustion of so many passions,
could no more retain in its grasp that hope which it had clutched in
despair. A voice whispered, “God.” She looked around, expecting to
see an angel; but nothing moved except a rotten branch, that, under
its own weight, broke off from the crumbling rock. Her eye watched
its fall; and it seemed to stop, not far off, on a small platform.

Her child was bound within her bosom—she remembered not how
or when, but it was safe; and, scarcely daring to open her eyes, she slid
down the rocks, and found herself on a small piece of firm, rootbound
soil, with bushes appearing below.

With fingers suddenly strengthened into the power of iron, she
swung herself down by brier, and broom, and heather, and dwarf-birch.
There, a loosened stone leaped over a ledge, and no sound was heard,
so far down was its fall. There, the shingle rattled down the rocks, and
she hesitated not to follow. Her feet bounded against the huge stone
that stopped them, but she felt no pain. Her body was callous® as the

cliff.

@ Reefed, taken in, and fastened to the yard.
® Callous, insensible: hardened.



