= %
2 n £\ ;ﬁi 3
0s_ %= = £ N\ ' X=¥ 2 tEEs ¥,
= — : e A
e Y .tg e & - — ——
) & = 3 S g PE=a Sl = =
krey. |
Ebﬂ % = e
= = 2 SNy L2
i g
s \\ f/“h’- 3 73 ‘ﬁ:‘“ NI N £ = -—3—}
# i o —— - Ay T S
o ] e P = 3 5
e < -~
Y= 2 S =
. T
— i — —
S LF % w [ r
poco rit, —
. . v A - . , B ™ N
s | NS B \ W | N o A, X
\r_I[} ‘.1 r" ] L] f:-'.-—_ & 5 & - "_‘_ .—-- ..“' E }
v = = : x S
o ot p B
- = = a = = - E
dim. PP
[/ - . D
"
_&h‘ Y b | )| | I
GEEEES S S SERS S s S o A oy
~ 7 - Sl S g
pizz.
1. TlosppaBasem ¢ 6maromoayunniMm npufutweM. IlomTBepsxmaem

noJsiy<eHue Bamrero mackma B afgpec ‘B’ m mpourenwe mmcsma N1,
2. qna opraHmsanuy NPHKPETHA ML OJIH YKa3aHAe NepegaTh
BAM TDH THICAYH MeCTHHX. Ilepel TeM KaK WX BJIOKHTH B KAKOe
mub0 [es0 NOCOBETYHTeCh ¢ HAMH, COOOIIEB X&PAKTePUCTHKY
9TOTO TeJa.

3. Ilo Bame#t mpoch6e pemenTypy HArOTOBIIEHAA MATKOH IIIEHKH
A HOBOCTe#* mepemajgnm OTHEJEHO BMecTe C MIHCHMOM MATEDH.

4. TaMMBI BEICEIIATE BaM paHo. KHopoTkue muchma mudpyitTe, a
noGosbme—paenakiTe co BCTaBKamM#a. Bee pamHbie o cebe, MecTo
paloTel, ampec W T.O. B OxHON WAQPOBKe mIepemaBaTh HEJIb3A.
Berasxn nepepamaiiTe oTmeanHO.

5. Ilocsinky xeHe nepemanua auuHo. C ceMbeif Bce Garonosryyro.
Henaem yenexa. Ilpumser oT ToBapuue.
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Digtet som er skrevet at den
engelske  poet  Tomas Moore er
skrevet 1 180 efter at han blev
inspireret  af en rosen busk I
Jenkinson Park I County Kilkenny I
Irland. Digtet blev matchet med en
gammel irsk folke melodi der hed
"Aislean an Oigtear” eller “Ung mands
dromme”. Melodien var nedskrevet
af Edward Bunting 1 1792 efter at
have hort den spilet pa harpe til
“Beltast Harp Festival”. 1 1813 blev
digtet og melodien publiceret
sammen | Bind af” Tomas moores “A
selection of irish melodies”. Derefter
har populxere komponister som
Beethoven, krnst og Mendelssohn
brugt temaet og melodien.

Iis the last rose of summer;
Left blooming alone:

All her lovely companions
Are faded and gone:

No flower of her kindred.
No rose-bud is nigh,

1o reflect back her blushes

1o give sigh for sigh!

[l not leave thee, thou lone
one.

1o pine on the stem:
Stnce the lovely are sleeping

Go. sleep thou with theni:
Thus kindly [ scatter

Thy leaves oer the bed.

Where thy mates of the
garden

Lie scentless and dead.

So soon may [ follow;
When friendships decay:
And from loves shining circle
The gems drop away/
When true hearts lie witherd,
And fond ones are flown.
Oh! who would inhabit

1his bleak world alone?




