Ukulele Jam im Dampfschiff

Red is the Rose

Irish Folk Traditional
F C Dm Am G Em
* @
) € ¢
© 3 2]
[Fine]
ﬁF C 3 Dm \ F (@ Fﬂc G C
e - & g L | b . x ™
A M e e L
\!_)v& 11 7 T |v i 1 i.—p“fi_ f I _‘—j - i —Pﬁ I =1
; C Am Dm F C F Em
p-am i n ; T —— T K T T = : e : | |k|| ! T 1}
%L T I. s = 1 - ﬁ : I:g: = l: T -l I:‘;‘%ﬁ:@jﬁjﬁ
Red is therose thatin yon-der gar-den grows fair is the li-y of the val - Ily.
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Clear is the wa - ter that flows from the Boyne, but my loveis fai - rer than a - ny.
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Come o - ver the hills my hand-some | -rish lad. Come o - ver the
Twas down Dby Kil- lar - ney's green woods that we strayed. The moon and the
Its not for the part - ing that my si-ster pains. its not  for the
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hills to your dar - ling. You'll chose the road love  and
stars they were  shi - ning. The moon shone its rays on his
grief of my mo ther. Tis all for  the loss of my
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I" Il make the vow. And Tl be your true love for-e - ver.
lock of gol - den hair. He swore he'd be my love for-e -  ver
hand-some | - rish lad. That my heart is brea - king for-e -  ver.
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