
 
 

 
Oh, I’ve got a little ukulele  
I take good care of it, I play it every day 
I’m kind to my little ukulele  
And it’s so good to me 
 
I love to stroke my little ukulele  
I kiss and cuddle it, I take it in my car 
People think that I’m crazy 
But when it grows up it’ll be a guitar 
 
It’s fun to try and tune a ukulele  
It’s not like the bagpipes, it’s not like the violin 
When I tune my little ukulele  
This is how I begin: 
 
 My dog has fleas 
 My mouse eats cheese 
 My cat does wees (on the carpet) 
 G C E A 
 Strange notes to play 
 But they made it that way 
 
So . . . when I’ve tuned my little ukulele  
I take it in my hand and I play and smile and sing 
’Cos there’s nothing like a little ukulele  
It’s just the best-est thing 


