
 

For some, it is a lonely walk. 

The hallowed walls forever talk,  

Of bitter death and wretched strife, 

For many an aborted life. 

  

Learn we must; ne’er forget the cost, 

Of freedom gained from all those lost. 

The battle yet, still ebbs and flows, 

Always remember with this rose. 

  Rosa ‘Mister Lincoln’—Mister Lincoln Rose 

  


