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The waters are sweepin� over the ruined walls 
A s s t ernly .frowning in their dim dec�y,., 
They stand like the ancestral 111. oulding halls� 
O'f feudal chieftans long sinc e passed aw ay­
,To te11 the children of another day 
'fhe deeds of blood their hoary walls have seen; 

To renovate fro!'l times o'erwhel11.ing sway 
The fading leg ends of each warlike t heMe, 
Which on the crowded page of huiurn history teem. 

Along the lake the dusty evening flits 
.And softly !'1.dl;:ntles o 1 er the heights of st or}e; 
HiQing the breach where ruin gri�ly sits 
EXWlting o 1 er the throne he thus ha.th won; 

Ap� I am standing on their top a.lone, · · . 
Whi;ie 'round the gathering shad es of twi.l:Lght faJ..l, 
kr:fa the low waves send farth their d'urge-like !'!toan 

Above the sleepers . heath thy grassy pall 
The shroudless brave who fell, when rang 

the �wfil_;r's cla-rion call. 


