The Rose
by Sir Walter Scott

"The rose is fairest when 'tis budding new,

And hope is brightest when it dawns from fears;

The rose is sweetest wash'd with morning dew,

And love is loveliest when embalmed in tears.

O wildling rose, whom fancy thus endears,

| bid your blossoms in my bonnet wave,

Emblem of hope and love through future years!"
Thus spoke young Norman, heir of Armandave,
What time the sun arose on Venachar's broad wave.



