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Sarah was very
quiet on the ride to her grandparent's house. Usually,she loved to
watch the scenery gradually change,the multi-lane highways becoming
quiet country roads. She would gaze out the window,watching cows in
pastures,or small lambs frolicking with their mother. It was like
entering a totally different world,and mostly she enjoyed the
change.

But this time
when she visited,only grandmother would be there. Sarah’s
grandfather had died a few days ago. Grandmother had been staying
with Sarah and her parents,but felt it was time to go back to the
small farm they once shared. This would be the first time she
arrived,that grampa didn't come out from where he had been
puttering,to greet them. She felt very saddened.

Her and
grandfather had shared a deep love for nature,and the beautiful
countryside where as a boy he had also lived. When she visited,she
found a world in which to pause and listen to bluejays calling,or
watch the deer come right near the kitchen window. Grandfather
would leave seeds out in the winter. He would call Sarah when the
deer came to eat,and everyone would stand and watch. She often felt
it was extra special,being able to watch the animals at such close
range.

Other times
when she visited,they would both walk down a lane close to the
small house and barn. Grandfather knew many things about nature. He
knew what sound the whippoorwill made. He could point out many
different species of birds,and often knew where to find their
nests. Once,he showed Sarah an owl that had made a nest inside the
old barn,high up in the corner rafter.

She remembered
the day they had found the sparrow's nest. It was a spring day,and
they both had been walking on the path. He had pointed a little
ways up in a tree,motioning with his finger that she needed to be
quiet now. Doing so,she had looked up,and there was a nest!

 

Grandfather had
helped her on a thick branch sticking out on the tree -trunk,and
looking inside the nest,she discovered three eggs. Carefully
getting back down,they quietly left the nest,knowing the mother
bird would soon return.

Next Sunday
when they again visited,she and grandfather would go on there
walk,telling the others they had somewhere important to go.
Grandmother would laugh,and shoo him away,and Sarah's parents would
look fondly on. Once outside,they would again walk the path,to
check on the progress of the little family.

That very same
afternoon,they had returned to their secret nest,to find the eggs
had hatched,and three baby sparrows were being fed by their mother.
The noise they made was tremendous,and grandfather had remarked to
her that one would think the tiny birds were starving. The mother
bird was kept
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