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And, eagerly while Roderick gcanned,

For her dear form, liis mother's liand.

The islet fur liehind her lay,

And she had landed in the bay.

XXII.

Some feelings are to mortals given

With less of earth in them tlma heaven j

And if there be a human tear

From passion's dr«»ss refined and clear,

A tear so limpid and so meek

It would not stain an angfl's cheek,

Tis that which pious fatiiers shed

Upon a duteous daughter's head !

And as the Douglas to his breast

His darling Fallen closely pressed,

Such holy drops her tresses steeped.

Though 'twas an hero's eye that weeped.

Nor while on Ellen's faltering tongue

Her filial welcomes crowded hung.

Marked she that fear—affection's proof

—

Still held a graceful youth aloof

;

No I not till Douglas named his name,

Although the youth was Malcolm Graeme.
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XXIII.

Allan, with wistful look the while.

Marked Roderick landing on the isle

;

His master piteously he eyed,

Then gazed upon the Chieftain's j)ride,

Then dashed with hasty hand away
From his dimmed eye the gathering spray

;

And Douglas, as his hand he laid

On Malcolm's shoulder, kindly said

:


