
Edward I. 303 3 
  

blades. He then fell upon the other man, who was being eee along by the 
side of his horse, and killed him, and having thus settled his three foes, he rode 
on triumphantly to his friends, who wete waiting for him at a distance, little 
dreaming of the danger to which their King had been exposed. 

Thoroughly discouraged at last at the hard life he had to lead, Bruce 
crossed over for refuge to a wild island in the North of Ireland, called Rathlin, 
some ten miles distant from the county of Argyle; and we will; by our mesmeric 
art, follow him there, 

* ellie SAI Am ee Seyi sh as dea * * 

_.. Here we are in a wild mountain district of Rathlin. Follow me up this 
narrow path. Don’t go looking. back, for the path is rounding a precipice, and 
you will become giddy. Up and up we go, till the valley is far below us. 

Did you see that man’s head peeping up above that rock? That is one of 
Bruce’s followers on the watch. 

_ Here we are at the entrance ofa cave. 
Let us go in. Yonder is lying Bruce. He cannot see us, for to- day we 

are quite invisible. How worn and fagged he looks; he feels that everything 
is lost, and that like Wallace he will be taken prisoner by the English King, and 
will be put to a cruel death. 

What is he looking at ? 

See yonder at the entrance to the cave is a spider trying to raise itself by a 
tiny thread to the roof; over and over again it tries, and just as it gets up, down 
it falls again ; but still it persists. 

__ See, Bruce is counting on his fingers. It has now tried in vain six times, 
and now it makes one more effort. The little spider has a brave heart. And 
see! at last it has succeeded. 

Bruce springs to his feet, and his whole countenance lights up. “I accept,” 
we hear him say, “that as an assurance of my future victory. Shall a spider be 
conquered six times, and go on, and win at last, and shall I be discouraged 
at one defeat? Wo, never! I will go back to my native land and fight to the 
bitter end.” * 
' So saying, he takes his claymore, and ; giving a shrill whistle, his followers 
come from all sides to him. — 

“We have not. done yet,” he says to ditamg “we will Aone for dear . 
auld Scotland to the end. 

* In memory of this, to this very day no one bearing the name of Bruce will ever kill a spider.


