Uke Ukerson’s Guitar

Dirty Swagger

Well at the Picadilly Pub one night

I was sitting up front and 

Heckling Sid Victim

When he broke the string

On the guitar he was picking

I somehow sensed that it would happen

He told some stories

And we were clapping

Hip laughing

Slam backing

Blues packing 

Good time


Changing hands and 


Courting madness


Changing names he’s 


Uke Ukerson now


He gave his guitar


After his show


And I wrote this song on it on


A dark and rainy Sunday afternoon

Well he came up to me after the show

Passed the axe and said

Dirty buddy here you go, well

I played along with the other band

Cause at the time

I didn’t understand

I tried to give it back but he wouldn’t take it

I stumbled all around 

Sort of scared I would break it

Figured it was all just a drunken mistake I made


-chorus-

Well one day I was feeling low

And I knew that something would have to go

I looked around for something to pawn

Forty bucks and Uke’s guitar was gone

I took the money swore I’d get it back

But the months rolled by

Wouldn’t cut me slack

Now it’s Uke’s guitar I lack

Oh well


-chorus-

