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Sing in a thick Wigan accent. Bright Tempo 
  
   C            G7 
Now t her e’ s a pl ace i n Wi gan a pl ace you all shoul d know 
              C 
A busy littl e f act ory wher e t hi ngs ar e all t he go 
                  F 
They don’ t make Jakes or Eccl es Cakes or t hi ngs t o sti ck on wall s 
    G7           C 
But ni ght and day t hey wor k away at Uncl e Joe’s Mi nt Ball s 
 
Chor us (t o be sung aft er each verse) 
C           G7 
Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Ball s keep you all agl ow 
                 C 
Gi ve ‘ em t o your granni e and wat ch t he beggar go 
                                             F 
Away wi t h coughs and sniffl es, take a few i n hand 
G7               C 
Suck ‘ em and see, you’ll agree; t hey’re t he best i n all t he l and 
 
C               G7 
Me dad has al ways want ed curl y hai r on hi s bald head 
                 C 
Suck an Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Ball t hat’ s what t he doct or sai d 
                  F 
So he got an Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Bal l and sucked i t all ni ght l ong 
     G7               C 
When he got up next mor ni ng, he’ d hai rs all over hi s t ongue 
 
C          G7 
Me uncl e Al bert passed away from al e upon t he br ai n 
               C 
The doct ors sai d t hat he wer e dead and woul d never wal k agai n 
            F 
So t hey gave t he cor pse an Uncl e Joe’ s and t hen st ood back aghast  
    G7                  C 
Cos t he cor pse j umped up and ran t o t he pub and spent t he i nsur ance br ass 
 
C              G7 
Me gr anny sai d me gr anddad ‘ e wer e getti n’ ol d and sl ow 
              C 
And fire i n gr andad’ s boil er ‘ ad gone out l ong ago 
             F 
So ‘ e got an Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Ball, sucked it all the ni ght  
    G7             C 
But hi s hot breat h si nged her vest and set t he bed ali ght  
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C             G7 
We ‘ ad a pi geon it wer e bal d and coul dn’ t fl y t oo f ast  
             C 
Never won pl aces i n t he races, al ways come i n last  
                 F 
Though it wer e bal d, no f eat hers at all it won a race one day 
    G7                 C 
We gi ve it an Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Ball and it ran al’t bl oody way 
 
C             G7 
I had a gi rl her name was May i n passi on she wer e l acki n’  
                  C 
Fed ‘ er wi t h whi sky t o make ‘ er fri sky, still she woul dn’t get cracki n’  
              F 
So I gave her an Uncl e Joe’ s Mi nt Ball t o get ‘ er all agl ow 
    G7                C 
Now she combs t he street s of Wi gan, l ooki ng f or Uncl e Joe!  
 
C                  G7 
We gave some t o t he coal man’ s ‘ orse as it st ood i n t he road 
                C 
It gave a cough t hen beggar ed off wi t h it’ s cart an’  l oad 
           F 
It ran ont o t he racecourse goi ng li ke a bi rd 
    G7                    C 
Cover ed t he track wi t h nutt y sl ack and came first, second and t hi rd 
 
C                   G7 
The RSPCA have bought si x t ons of Uncl e Joe’ s 
           C 
To gi ve t o all t he ani mul es t o keep ‘ em all agl ow 
              F 
Our budgi e now i s si x f oot t all, t he cat i s ei ght f oot t hr ee 
    G7             C 
And all t he poor br ass monkeys ar e as happy as can be.  

 


