Room 51 in Kreuzberg

(Ukulele Stories from Berlin) Words and Music by

PETER FORREST
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Note: Feel free to do covers of this song for personal use for performing,
recording, videotaping, or sharing on social media sites.
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Room 51 in Kreuzberg

In a city that never dreams (oh Berlin oh)
Room 51 with invisible walls

And the ghosts won't let me sleep

Room 51 in Kreuzberg

In a city that's gone too far (oh Berlin)
All the anarchists and squatters resist
Long for a bar in the DDR

Somewhere down Mehringdamm

Oh, I've seemed to have lost my way
An empty bottle on the sidewalk stands
As the lovers' first kiss of the day

CHORUS

Somewhere down Mehringdamm
The green hatted man points the way
And the sketchy kids with melodicas
Play "Hit the Road Jack" every day



