
Robert Burns 
My Red Red Rose 

$7Ü-{-<è-+09-ýëÊ 

 

O, my luve's like a red, red rose  
That's newly sprung in June 
 
O, my luve's like the melodie 
That's sweetly play'd in tune 
 

 

 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass 
So deep in luve am I 
 
And I will luve thee still, my dear 
Till a’ the seas gang dry 
 

 

 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my Dear  
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun 
 
I will luve thee still, my Dear 
While the sands o’ life shall run. 
 

 

 

And fare thee weel, my only Luve,  
And fare thee weel a while! 
 
And I will come again, my Luve, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile. 
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X,-$#-#Ü-€ç-I:-,Ü-(0<-`Ü-9$-/5Ü,-%,-8Ü,-ý<-X,-$#-/€ç9-U/<-2Ý#-+ë,-10-./-ý-0Ü,-ý9-#1ì-/ë9-

X,-$#-0",-bÜ-<è0<-`Ü-"0<-+$-(0<-[$-/E-‡ë+-+#ë<-ý-8Ü,-`$-+eÜ,-/ë+-₫Ü-2ì#<-+/9-U+-+$-

/<0-0,ë7Ü-a+-ý9-;Ü,-·â-&è-/<Ê X,-2Ý#-7+Ü7Ü-*ë#-07Ü-2ì9-[$-+$-(0<-7b²9-/ë+-U+-¸¥-'Ü-/5Ü,-¸¥-

*ë,-ý-+!7-:Ê +-:,-/€ç9-7+Ü-:-/Dè,-,<-të#-ý-ýë-F0<-`Ü<-i#<-%,-X,-$#-7+Ü7Ü-(0<-2ì9-

dë#<-9è-10-9è-f$-/7Ü-9è-/-8Ü,Ê ÊX,-2Ý#-7+Ü-+#-,Ü-<Ü-!ëª-:,¬7Ü-X,-i#<-Q,-ý7Ü-X,-Ië0-ý-U¨-

5/<- 9ë-/9ª- /9,<- (Robert Burns, 1759-96)`Ü<-/I0<-ý-8Ü,-5Ü$-*ë#-09-₫Ü-:ë- 

¿ÅÇÂ :ë9-<Ü-!ëª-:,¬7Ü-uä-#5<-`Ü-+è/-5Ü#-·â-ý9-/„å,-e<Ê X,-$#-2Ý#<-/%+-?$-ý-/5Ü-0-

7+Ü7Ü-a+-&ë<-#1ì-/ë-,ÜÊ 9$-#5,-0Ü-9Ü#<-₫Ü-+$-eè-o#-U/<-+è7Ü-<Ü-!ëª-5Ü$-ý-<ë#<-.ë-0ë7Ü-/Iè-7oè:-

+$-7+ë+-ý7Ü-fë$-2ì9-l#-ýëÊ +cÜ+-¸¥<-`Ü-{-<è-+09-ýëÊ #+$<-X,-ýë-<ë#<-+ýè-{,-bÜ-:0-,<-

#<:-ýë9-/Bë+-*ß/-+è-8Ü,Ê U¨-5/<-/9,<-`Ü-#<ß$-Ië0-7+Ü-+è$-¸¥<-<ß7$-.ë-0ë7Ü-/Iè-7oè:-Yë,-ý7Ü-

X,-2Ý#-8ë$<-i#<-%,-8Ü,-:Ê uä-#5<-`Ü-2±:-¸¥-bè9-rë:-8$-»¥#<-&è9-8ë+-ý-8Ü,Ê Ê 

 

 



The truest poetry is the most feigning. William Shakespeare 

X,-$#-l$-;ë<-+è-Jà,-xë0-&è-;ë<-8Ü,Ê 

The poet is a liar who always speaks the truth. Jean Cocteau 

X,-Ië0-ý-,Ü-{æ,-¸¥-/+è,-ý9-/;+-ý7Ü-Jà,-0",-8Ü,Ê 

Originality is nothing but judicious imitation. Voltaire 

#<9-Ië0-,Ü-F0-+cë+-Q,-ý7Ü-:+-0ë-:<-#$-8$-0Ü,Ê 

If poetry comes not as naturally as the leaves to a tree it had better not come at all. 
John Keats 

X,-Ië0-+è-;Ü$-:-:ë-0-/5Ü,-9$-»¥#<-`Ü<-0-7ë$-,-#),-,<-0-7ë$-ý-:è#<Ê 

Genuine poetry can communicate before it is understood.  T. S. Eliot 

#ë-/-0-v$-Wë,-/E-‡ë+-*ß/-ý-,Ü-X,-Ië0-8$-+#-8Ü,Ê 

Poetry is religion without hope. Jean Cocteau 

X,-Ië0-,Ü-9è-/-0è+-ý7Ü-&ë<-:ß#<-8Ü,Ê 

Poetry is not a turning loose of emotion, but an escape from emotion; it is not the 
expression of personality, but an escape from personality.  T. S. Eliot 

X,-Ië0-,Ü-´¥,-Dë#-Të+-ý-0Ü,-bÜ-´¥,-Dë#-:<-ië:-/-8Ü,Ê +è-,Ü-þè<-/ß-8Ü-/<0-#;Ü<-/Bë+-ý-0Ü,-bÜ-

/<0-#;Ü<-:<-7+<-ý-8Ü,Ê 

 
 


