Estepona Rose

Chorus

There’s a rose in Estepona

Maria is her name

Hair as black as a raven’s feather

Lips as red as a burning flame

When she walks down the Calle Real

Old men turn their heads to stare

For they remember when they were younger 

And the lovers they once were

Chorus

Down at the port on a Sunday morning

She passes by the market stalls

The fishing boats are gently rocking 

In the shelter of the harbour walls 

The fishermen stand on the quayside 

Mending nets to go to sea 

They call out to her as she passes

“Hey Maria don’t you remember me?”

Chorus

She may decide one day to travel

And far across this world may roam

But in her heart she will remember

Estepona is her home

Chorus 
