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OF all the Scottish Northern Chiefs, 
of liigh and mlglity mane, 

The gravest m as SIT",`l'in-,es the Ross, 
A knight o£ meiklc faire. 

1 itsc•'v• tl •vsnle an•butl+ *•alr,' 
That crowns the inotintaiu's brow ; 

And, waving o'er his shoulders broad, 
His locks of yellow flew. 

Iri 

-;. Wide were his fields  his .,herds were large ; 
And large his'ilocks of shebp ; 

x 

And nurn'rous 1s;er" iii$ goats and deer 
'•► - Upon the mountains' steep. 

The chieftain o£ the good Clan Ross,. 

A firm and. warlike hand.: 
Five hundred: warriors drew the sword, 

Bemeath liis biglr cbnimand. 

Y Ili Moody fightrtliiice had lie stood, 
Against the' 7nclish- keen 

Ere two-and.t« enty op'ning springs! 
This blooming }'outh had seen. 

le fair Matilda dear he lov d, 
A,.maidfbf be uty, rare 

1 ven 111arg ret`oii t1t•-5cattshlirone, 
Was never half so fair. 

Long had lie wood, long site refus'd 
' With seemin,g scorr'Yi:and pride 

no nfess'cl the love . 

Iles fearNIVINIord's &n d.' 
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At length she blpss'd his well try 'd love, 
All I 'd Ins tender ,ef -Irii 

She vow'd to him lief' cirgin' h'dart, 
And oivn'd an equal flame. 

sajr► rF o r• _ tt l fla ►l ?, {.► iz ,z• :, r i } . c 

Iler,fatirer, Vi:Scla'grl`s lcruel loYd;)+s:a , r.,,. rTherr p3S•ion••dicaF}ir•i d,•f -s,, ,,.!•., _. ; , 
And bade her •ved Sir Joliri't13e Gieeme`, .3 `f 
And leave ,theyouth sire Jov'd.— 

W One night they in t; 'at 'aley w&4e ,"ronty 
Deep in :Yishady r  

117 here on a bank-' sid'e"ttl'4 bPhn 1 L"; 
A blooming saugh-tree stood. 
.a:!! ii1..1i b! !.tJb . i.l•:7'r'rx`:•:r •- • P i• 

Conceal'd among th Uifde&6od,''-Yr;r-r• III 
The crafty-bonald'lay;g1- `> "< vlr ::' rg n_±'. 

The brother of Sir Jobn' fhe dfreme, r 
To watch what they r• sight say. 

«'lien thus ttje njaid,begati`':' cc ,My.sire ' U 
Our }ias`sion disapprove§1; , rsl uvmT . mt, 

And bids "me wed Sir John'thld'Grxme-;,- 
So here mutt end our loves. 

i.'. . a7 Y- . _. .I.. 11 rloo' 

•cc `'illy father's "willihust lie obeyd, 
Nought boot' i e to wiihstArd :''' r 

Some fairer rrraid ' Iri 1leatity's bloom, r hf- I 
Shall bless thee wi' her hand. 

r .-.; lt.,-!(1 f! l .' fl 'd' •• 

" Soon will -lM.atilda be forg"bt;'• c i . •`•? 
And from thy'inind' efrae'd 

But may that happiness lie thine W% 
Which I can never taste !"— 

cc What do I hear ? Is this thy row ?" : 14 
Sir James the Ross }replyd i 

Trozb 110!1:;j• We, r 
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Q.,jK•<t.r.,.. } - J 

" A.zd will Matilda wed the Graeae,' ' I , 
Tho' sworn. be my bride' ?, s 

His sword shall sooner pierce my heart, 
Than 'reave'me,gf thy -charms ,;"—,-

A lid clasp'd her to his throbbing breast, 
Nast lock'd within her,arms. a 

- -J-) ,-t 
I spake to try, thy love," she said : ' 
" I'll-ne'er,wed man but, thee.; 

The grave shall be niy,biidle bed, 
If Gra:me my, 1}•sliand,t•e. 

" Take then, dear youth this faithful kiss, 
In witness of my, troth : .,,•r.£  

And ev'ry plague become my, .,1,:,,; i 
That  IFI break, myAoa p. " 

'They parted thus :— the sun was set 
Up hasty Donald. flies ; , f , 

And, " Turn thee, turnthee,beardiess.youtf►;'f' 
He loud insulting cries. 

Soon turn'd about the fearless chief, 
And soon his, sword,he drew; •_ , f 

For Donald's blade before his breast, 
Had pierced Jiis tartans,tbro'.  

This for my brother's slighted love; i+`'• " 
" His wrongs,sit,on my.. 

Three paces back the;outh retir'd, 
And sav'd hipgelf from harm. 

Returning swift? his hand he rear'd' 
s, F'rae Donald's head above; , ; 

And thro' the brain and crashing bone, 
'r Z His furious weapon drove, 

J 

V 



Life issued at the wound; he fell 
A lump of lifeless clay ; 
So fall my foes," quo' valiant Ross, 
And stately strode away. 

Thro' the green wood in haste he passed ' 
.Unto Lord 73uchan'8 hall ; ' 

Beneath Matilda's window stood, 
And thus on her did call 

i 
•{ Art thou asleep, Matilda fair ! 
Awake my love! awake : ' + 

Behold thy lover waits without, 
A long farewell -to take 

For I have -slain fierce Ronald G r eine ; 
His blood is on my sword : 

And far, far distant are my men, 
Nor can defend their,lord. ,. 

*° To Skye I will, direct my, flight, 
Where my brave brothers hide, E, . 

And raise the mighty of the Isles 
To combat on my side." 

r: 
p ' O do not so," the main replies 

With me till morning stay, 
For dark and dreary is the night 
And dangerous the way. ; 

All night,Yll watch thee'in the'park 
D1y faithful page I'll send 

in haste to raise the brave Clan Ross, ' 
. Their master to defend. 

Ile laid him down beneath a btish; 
And wrapp'd him in his plaid; 

r; 
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«•'bile, tremhiipg for,h_er, lover's fate••«•;2i 91r t 
At distance stood the':maidr—, 

,a. - J:.,:.. 

Swift ran o'er hill acrd dMe 
'fill, in a lowly gleii;` ' ;I Jet ,?.rr. 

Ile met, the•ful•iolrs 1ti Sh-John acme,, r. _ g _ rl" <•_  rsIenty of Ili ; -m, ;D  

cc Where goest ,fhoii, iitfIpp pa-e!?3'•-he s•id y •' 
;3 cc So late who di(I'i`hec sere ?".-- ' 1 

cc I go to raise the •"•M&iP • Ian Ross 
J-1.'. Their master'to  ,' 1 

••.,l::. r: .:••ro! •`rrT y ,cr. ••rti 

cc For he has ••i:5dfi'etce•l•C•na=ldoGaen•c.`•'1•11 
His blood is on his s1vord llaa•zc2 ho A 

And far , fair distant are his men 
. I., t , J._ • ' —1 - .1  I S 1\or caii,assist their lord.'' 

cc And has he 5rair) (ni), bi-9ther deprF  
The furious chiCf rel•fies ; `' ' s' "' o" aoZ 

cc Dishonour, blast my name, but he 

• By me ere ,morni-ng die , it vi 0 

cc Say, page !, WE erq,' 1; Sir- June.,' 6e'`Iloss ? 
I will thee hell re: aM.,i- -a 3  

c° ITe sleeps into Lord;,I;:,•chan's Ijarl•; (. 
Matilda is his guard.'.'-;, u, Ili-9 

9t4 ef 
They spurs d their steeds,: and; furgious,fl.qtp 

Like lightning o'er the lea: ' 

They r•ach'd L• ord-.13.weliwn.'s,lof y irdw'rs, 
13y dawning of the dhy.", 

Matilda stood w1thout the gate,, .: C;r ac. 
Upon a rising ;round, 

And watch'a eASll. gpject-in tlih,d;ajyn,, % ini s' i 
All car to eyery,s,o!}ndr -:7r:i ! iv . , tt 
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" Where'sleeps-tlie Ross ?,' bega '.the'Gi•acme, 

." Or has the felon"fled ? I  

This hand -shall lay the.wretch on earth :r 
By whom my brother bled." L 

And now the valiant knight awoke, , 
The virgin shrieking heard : 

Straigght up he rose, and drew his sword,', 
ti•'lien the fieree band•a1'4pear'd.' 

Your sword last night my brother slew, 
His blood yet dung its shine_: ' 

And, ere the sun shall gild the morn, 
Your blood,sltal) reek on mine." 

Your words are brave," tfie,'ehief retur 'cli 
" But deeds approve the-i-nan'; 

Set ho, your men, and, hand, to hand, 
We'll try what valour can. 

With dauntless step he forward strodef  
And dar'd hiz-1 to the fight : ' 

Then Grx.ne gave back, and fear'd his, arm 
For well 1,e kne%v' his might. r ; Iv! 

Four " f his lnen, the, bravest four, rs,oa 1 •. 
Sunk do%-, n beneath his sword 

But still lie scorn'd the poor revenge, , 
And sought their haubhty toijd.  

Behind him WNely came the Grxifie,'• 
And piere'd him iii the side .1... l^'1= 

Out spoutinc; came the purple stream, 
And ,all his tartans dy'd, 

But vet his hand riot dropp'd the sword, 
N r sunk he to the ground, 
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Till thro' his eu'my's heart his steel 
flad fore'd a mortal wo'dnd.'  

Grzeme, like a tree by winds o'erthrown, 
Fell breathless on the clay 

And down beside him sunk the Ross, 
And faint and dying lay. r 

f• 

Matilda saw, and fast sbe ran 
O spare his'life," she cry'd 

'° Lord Buchan's daughter begs his life 
Let her not be, deny'd." 

Her well-known voice the hero heard ; 
He rais'd his death-clos'd eyes 

Ile fix'd them on the weeping niaid, 
And weakly thus replies.; 4-;r 

" In vain, •1latilda begs the life 
By death's arrest deny'd ; 

My race is run—adieu, my love!"— 
Then clos'd his eyes, and died. 

The "sword, yet warm, from his left side 
With frantic hand she drew; , 

it I come, Sir Janes the Ross," she ery'd, 
• I come to follow you." 

The hilt she lean'd nbainst the, ground, 
And bar'd ' her snowy breast ; 

Then fell tip on her, lover's face, 
And sunk.to endless rest.,. = ' 
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