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When princely Hamilton's abode

Ennobled Cadyow's Qothic toweri.

The long went round, the goblet flow'd,

And revel iped the laaghing bouri.

Then, thrilling to the harp's gay sound,

So sweetly rang each vaulted wall,

And echoed light the dancer's bound.

As mirth and music cheer'd the hall.

But Cadyow's towers, in rnins laid,

And vaults, by ivy mantled o'er.

Thrill to the music of the shade.

Or echo Evan's hoarser roar.

(From Sir Walter Scott's " Cadyow Castle.")


