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Les Misérables (1985) 
Music by Claude-Michel Schönberg; Book 
by Alain Boublil, Claude-Michel Schönbert 
& Jean-Marc-Natel; English Lyrics by 
Herbert Kretzmer 

“I Dreamed a Dream” 

FANTINE:

There was a time when men were kind,
And their voices were soft,
And their words inviting.
There was a time when love was blind,
And the world was a song,
And the song was exciting.
There was a time.
It all went wrong.

I dreamed a dream in time gone by,
When hope was high 
And life worth living.
I dreamed that love would never die,
I dreamed that God would be forgiving.

Then I was young and unafraid,
And dreams were made, and used,
And wasted.
There was no ransom to be paid,
No song unsung, 
No wine untasted.

But the tigers come at night,
With their voices soft as thunder,
As they tear your hope apart,
And they turn your dream to shame.
He slept a summer by my side,
He filled my days with endless wonder.
He took my childhood in his stride,
But he was gone when autumn came.

And still I dream he'll come to me,
That we will live the years together,
But there are dreams that cannot be,
And there are storms we cannot weather.

I had a dream my life would be
So different from this hell I'm living,
So different now from what it seemed.
Now life has killed 
The dream I dreamed.

“Stars” 

JAVERT:

There, out in the darkness

A fugitive running

Fallen from grace,

Fallen from grace.

God be my witness

I never shall yield

Till we come face to face,

Till we come face to face!


He knows his way in the dark

Mine is the way of the Lord

And those who follow the path of the 

righteous

Shall have their reward.

And if they fall,

As Lucifer fell,

The flame,

The sword!


Stars in your multitudes,

Scarce to be counted,

Filling the darkness

With order and light.

You are the sentinels,

Silent and sure,

Keeping watch in the night.

Keeping watch in the night.


You know your place in the sky

You hold your course and your aim

And each in your season

Returns and returns

And is always the same.

And if you fall 

As Lucifer fell

You fall in flame!


And so it has been, and so it is written

On the doorway to paradise,

That those who falter,

And those who fall
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Must pay the price . . .


Scarce to be counted,

Changing the chaos,

To order and light.

You are the sentinels, 

Silent and sure.

Keeping watch in the night.

Keeping watch in the night.


“Do You Hear the People Sing?” 

ENJOLRAS:

Do you hear the people sing?

Singing the song of angry men?

It is the music of a people

Who will not be slaves again!

When the beating of your heart

Echoes the beating of the drums,

There is a life about to start

When tomorrow comes!


COMBEFERRE:

Will you join in our crusade?

Who will be strong and stand with me?

Beyond the barricade

Is there a world you long to see?


COURFEYRAC:

Then join in the fight

That will give you the right to be free!


ALL:

Do you hear the people sing?

Singing the song of angry men?

It is the music of a people

Who will not be slaves again!

When the beating of your heart

Echoes the beating of the drums

There is a life about to start

When tomorrow comes!


FEUILLY:

Will you give all you can give

So that our banner may advance?

Some will fall, and some will live,

Will you come up and take your chance?

The blood of the martyrs

Will water the meadows of France!


ALL:

Do you hear the people sing?

Singing the songs of angry men?

It is the music of a people

Who will not be slaves again!

When the beating of your heart

Echoes the beating of the drums,

There is a life about to start

When tomorrow comes!


“On My Own” 

EPONINE:

And now I'm all alone again, 

Nowhere to go, no one to turn to.

Did not want your money, sir, 

Came out here ’cos I was told to. 

And now the night is near. Now I can make 

believe he's here.


Sometimes I walk alone at night when 
everybody else is sleeping.


I think of him, and then I'm happy with the 
company I'm keeping.


The city goes to bed,

And I can live inside my head.


On my own,

Pretending he's beside me.

All alone I walk with him till morning.

Without him,

I feel his arms around me.

And when I lose my way I close my eyes

And he has found me.


In the rain the pavement shines like silver.

All the lights are misty in the river.

In the darkness the trees are full of starlight,

And all I see is him and me for ever and 

forever.


And I know it's only in my mind,

That I'm talking to myself and not to him.

And, although I know that he is blind,

Still I say there's a way for us!


I love him,

But when the night is over,

He is gone, the river's just a river.

Without him the world around me changes.
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The trees are bare, and everywhere the 
streets are full of strangers.


I love him,

But every day I'm learning

All my life I've only been pretending.

Without me his world will go on turning,

The world is full of happiness that I have 

never known.


I love him, I love him, I love him . . . but only 
on my own.


“Bring Him Home” 

VALJEAN:

God on high,

Hear my prayer.

In my need

You have always been there.

He is young. He’s afraid.

Let him rest, Heaven blessed.


Bring him home

Bring him home

Bring him home.

He's like the son I might have known

If God had granted me a son.

The summers die, one by one.

How soon they fly, on and on.

And I am old

And will be gone.


Bring him peace

Bring him joy

He is young. He is only a boy.

You can take. You can give

Let him be. Let him live.

If I die, let me die.

Let him live. 

Bring him home

Bring him home

Bring him home.


“Empty Chairs and Empty Tables” 

MARIUS:

There's a grief that can't be spoken.

There's a pain goes on and on.

Empty chairs at empty tables,

Now my friends are dead and gone.


Here they talked of revolution.

Here it was they lit the flame.

Here they sang about ‘tomorrow,’

And tomorrow never came.


From the table in the corner

They could see a world reborn,

And they rose with voices ringing.

I can hear them now.

The very words that they had sung

Became their last communion

On the lonely barricade at dawn.


Oh, my friends, my friends, forgive me

That I live and you are gone.

There's a grief that can't be spoken.

There's a pain goes on and on.


Phantom faces at the window.

Phantom shadows on the floor.

Empty chairs at empty tables

Where my friends will meet no more.


Oh, my friends, my friends, don't ask me

What your sacrifice was for.

Empty chairs at empty tables,

Where my friend will sing no more.
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Chess (1986) 
Music by Benny Andersson & Björn 
Ulvaeus; Lyrics by Tim Rice 

“The Story of Chess” 

GREGOR:

Each game of chess means there's one less

Variation left to be played

Each day got through means one or two

Less mistakes remain to be made.


Not much is known

Of early days of chess beyond a fairly vague 

report

That fifteen hundred years ago two princes 

fought,

Though brothers, for a Hindu throne.


Their mother cried

For no one really likes their offspring fighting 

to the death

She begged them stop the slaughter with her 

every breath

But sure enough one brother died

Sad beyond belief

She told her winning son

"You have caused such grief—

I can't forgive this evil thing you've done.”


He tried to explain

How things had really been

But he tried in vain

No words of his would satisfy the queen.


And so he asked the wisest men he knew

The way to lessen her distress.

They told him he'd be pretty certain to 

impress

By using model soldiers on 

A checkered board to show it was his 

brother's fault.

They thus invented chess.


“Someone Else’s Story” 

FLORENCE:

Long ago

In someone else's lifetime,

Someone with my name

Who looked a lot like me

Came to know

A man and made a promise.

He only had to say,

And that's where she would be.

Lately

Although her feelings run just as deep,

The promise she made has grown 

impossible to keep,

And yet, I wish it wasn't so.

Will he miss me if I go?


In a way

It's someone else's story—

I don't see myself

As taking part at all.

Yesterday

The girl that I was fond of

Finally could see

The writing on the wall.

Sadly,

She realized she'd left him behind,

And sadder than that, she knew he wouldn't 

even mind.

And though there's nothing left to say,

Would he listen if I stay?


It's all very well to say, “You fool, it's now or 
never.”


I could be

In someone else's story,

In someone else's life,

And he could be in mine.

I don't see

A reason to be lonely.

I should take my chances

Further down the line.

And if 

That girl I knew should ask my advice,

Oh, I wouldn't hesitate—she needn't ask me 

twice.

“Go now!”

I'd tell her that for free.
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Trouble is, the girl is me.

The story is, the girl is me.


“Anthem” 

ANATOLY:

No man, no madness,

Though their sad power may prevail,

Can possess, conquer, my country's heart.

They rise to fail.

She is eternal,

Long before nations' lines were drawn.

When no flags flew, when no armies stood,

My land was born.


And you ask me why I love her

Through wars, death and despair.

She is the constant, we who don't care.

And you wonder will I leave her—but how?

I cross over borders but I'm still there now.


How can I leave her?

Where would I start?

Let man's petty nations tear themselves 

apart.

My land's only borders lie around my heart.


“Heaven Help My Heart” 

FLORENCE:

If it were love, I should give that love every 

second I have,

And I do.

Did I know where he'd lead me to?

Did I plan

Doing all of this for the love of a man?

Well I let it happen anyhow,

And what I'm feeling now

Has no easy explanations—

Reason plays no part.

Heaven help my heart.

I love him too much.

What if he saw my whole existence

Turning around a word, a smile, a touch?


One of these days, and it won't be long, he'll 
know more about me


Than he should.

All my dreams will be understood.

No surprise—


Nothing more to learn from the look in my 
eyes.


Though I know that time is not my friend,

I'll fight it to the end,

Hoping to keep this best of moments

When the passions start.

Heaven help my heart.

The day that I find

Suddenly I've run out of secrets,

Suddenly I'm not always on his mind.


Maybe it's best to love a stranger

Well that's what I've done—

Heaven help my heart.

Heaven help my heart.


“You and I” 

FLORENCE:

This is an all too familiar scene—

Life imperceptibly coming between

Those whose love is as strong as it could or 

should be.


ANATOLY: Nothing has altered—


FLORENCE: —Yet everything's changed.


ANATOLY: No one stands still—


BOTH: Still I love you completely and hope I 
always will.


ANATOLY:

Why do we ned to put love into words,

Causing confusion?

We protest, explain,

Reassure, in vain,

Come to no conclusion.


FLORENCE:

I'd give the world to stay just as we are—

It's better by far

Not to be too wise,

Not to realize.


BOTH:

Where there's truth, there will be lies
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FLORENCE:

You and I—


BOTH:

We’ve seen it all,

Chasing our hearts’ desire,

But we go on believing 

Nothing can harm us—

This is forever.


SVETLANA:

You knew better than me

Where your ambitions would take us.

I knew sooner than you

That those ambitions would break us.

You would not believe me—

Why should you believe me?

I held you back,

You and your dreams.


Who needs a dream?

Who needs ambition?

Who’d be the fool

In my position?

Year after year

I’m still denying

Anything’s changed,

Anything’s dying.


But then—


SVETLANA & ANATOLY:

You and I—

We’ve seen it all,

Been down this road before.


SVETLANA:

But I go on pretending 

Stories like ours

Have happy endings.


“I Know Him So Well” 

FLORENCE:

Nothing is so good it lasts eternally,

Perfect situations must go wrong.

But this has never yet prevented me

Wanting far too much for far too long.

Looking back I could have played it 

differently,


Learned a little more before I fell.

But it took time to understand the man—

Now at least I know I know him well.


FLORENCE:	 	    SVETLANA:

Wasn't it good?	    Oh so good

Wasn't he fine!	    Oh so fine

Isn't it madness

He can't be mine?	    He can’t be mine?


FLORENCE:

But in the end he needs

A little bit more than me

More security	 	    He needs his fantasy	 

	 	 	 	    And freedom.

I know him so well.


SVETLANA:

No one in your life is with you constantly,

No one is completely on your side.

And though I move my world to be with him,

Still the gap between us is too wide.


FLORENCE:	 	    SVETLANA:

Looking back I could	    Looking back I could

Have played things	    Have played it

Some other way.	    Differently.


	 	 	 	    Won a few

	 	 	 	    More moments

I was just a little	    Who can tell.

Careless—maybe.

	 	 	 	    But I was

	 	 	 	    Ever so much

Now at least	 	    Younger then.

I know him well.	    Now at least


BOTH:

I know I know him well.


SVETLANA:	 	    FLORENCE:

Wasn't it good?	    Oh so good

Wasn't he fine!	    Oh so fine.

Isn't it madness


BOTH:

He won't be mine?

Didn't I know how it could go?

If I knew from the start

Why am I falling apart?
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FLORENCE:	 	    SVETLANA:

	 	 	 	    Wasn’t it good?

	 	 	 	    Wasn’t he fine!

Isn't it madness

He won't be mine?	    He won't be mine?

But in the end he 

    needs a

Little bit more than me

More security	 	    He needs his

	 	 	 	    Fantasy and freedom

I know him so well.	 

	 	 	 	    It took time to 

	 	   	 	         understand him

I know him so well.	    I know him so well.


Miss Saigon (1989) 
Music by Claude-Michel Schönberg; 
Lyrics by Alain Boublil, Richard Maltby, Jr. 

“Why God Why?” 

CHRIS:

Why does Saigon never sleep at night?

Why does this girl smell of orange trees?

How can I feel good when nothing's right?

Why is she cool when there is no breeze?

Vietnam

You don't give answers, do you friend?

Just questions that don't ever end.


Why, God? Why today?

I'm all through here, on my way.

There's nothing left here that I'll miss—

Why send me now a night like this?


Who is the girl in this rusty bed?

Why am I back in a filthy room?

Why is her voice ringing in my head?

Why am I high on her cheap perfume?

Vietnam

Hey look, I mean you no offense,

But why does nothing here make sense?


Why, God? Show your hand.

Why can't one guy understand?

I've been with girls who knew much more—

I never felt confused before.


Why me? What's your plan?

I can't help her—no one can.

I liked my memories as they were,

But now I'll leave remembering her.


When I went home before,

No one talked of the war.

What they knew from TV

Didn't have a thing to do with me.

I went back and re-upped.

Sure, Saigon is corrupt—

It felt better to be here

Driving for the embassy.


'Cause here if you can pull a string,

A guy like me lives like a king.

Just as long as you don't believe anything.


Why, God? Why this face?

Why such beauty in this place?

I liked my memories as they were

But now I'll leave remembering her.

Just her.


“The Last Night of the World” 

CHRIS:

In a place that won't let us feel,

In a life where nothing seems real,

I have found you.

I have found you.


KIM:

In a world that's moving too fast,

In a world where nothing can last,

I will hold you.

I will hold you.


CHRIS:

Our lives will change when tomorrow comes.


KIM:

Tonight our hearts drown the distant drums.


CHRIS:

And we have music, all right,

Tearing the night.
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BOTH:

A song

Played on a solo saxophone,

A crazy sound,

A lonely sound,

A cry that tells us love goes on and on.


Played on a solo saxophone,

It's telling me 

To hold you tight

And dance

Like it’s the last night of the world.


CHRIS:

On the other side of the earth

There's a place where life still has worth.

I will take you.


KIM: I'll go with you.


CHRIS:

You won't believe all the things you'll see.

I know 'cause you'll see them all with me.


BOTH:

If we're together, that's when

We'll hear it again.

A song

Played on a solo saxophone,

A crazy sound,

A lonely sound,

A cry that tells us love goes on and on.


Played on a solo saxophone,

It's telling me to hold you tight

And dance like it’s the last night of the world.


KIM:

Dreams

Were all I ever knew.


CHRIS:

Dreams

You won’t need when I’m through.


BOTH:

Anywhere we may be

I will sing with you

A song—


Played on a solo saxophone.

So stay with me

And hold me tight

And dance

Like it’s the last night of the world.


“This is the Hour” (Finale, Act I) 

KIM:

There is a secret

That you don't know.

There is a force here

I never show.

You say it's treason

To keep my vow.

Season after season

I survived somehow.

If you want the reason

I will show you now.


[KIM pulls back the curtain and out runs TAM, a 
scared two-year-old boy. KIM hugs him.] 

Look, Thuy, this is my son.

He has kept me alive

Now you see why

I must tell you “No."


THUY:

No one must ever see

This thing you're showing me.

That bastard fouls our name.


KIM:

My baby's not to blame

For what I've done


THUY:

You must decide upon

Which side you're really on.

You whored to make this kid.


KIM:

That isn't what I did

Don't touch my son


THUY:

You must see how it is

When you're my wife

Having that child of his
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Brands us for life

No alternative!

The child cannot live.


[THUY pulls a knife, threatening TAM.] 

KIM:

No!

You will not touch him.

Don't touch my boy.

He's what I live for—

He's my only joy.


KIM: 	 	 	   THUY:

You will not touch him. He is my enemy

	 	 	 	   It's he turns you from

	 	 	 	        me

Don't touch my boy. 	   Erase him from your

	 	 	 	       life

	 	 	 	    Even your memory

He's what I live for. 	    He's one drop in a 

 	 	 	 	       flood

	 	 	 	    Left here to taint our 

 	 	 	 	        blood

He's my only joy. 	    Our marriage bond 

	 	 	 	         was sworn

	 	 	 	    Forget that he was 

	 	 	 	         born

[KIM pulls out a gun.] 
	 	 	 	    Of course you have

 	 	 	 	         a gun.

Don't touch my little boy And now you'll 

	 	 	 	         shoot your cousin

	 	 	 	      And it's a U.S. gun,

And do not test my will.  A gun that lost the 

	 	 	 	          war.

	 	 	 	     You're the corrupted 

	 	 	 	          one.

I'm warning you,             Go on and shoot—

For him I’ll kill. 	          don’t wait

   	 	 	 	      To save your 

	 	 	 	           bastard son.

	 	 	 	       You must not 

	 	 	 	            hesitate.

KIM:

The earth moves where I stand,

I feel the turning of a wheel,

I feel nothing in my hand

Not even the feel of steel.

You will not take my child . . .


THUY: You don't know how to kill.


KIM:

I have no other choice

What I must do I will.


[KIM shoots THUY.The street pageant continues.] 

CROWD:

This is the hour,

This is our land.

We found the power

In our brother's hand.

And from a storm

Pierced with light,

Fierce and white

The lightning came—

A brightening flame

To end the night.


[A gigantic statue of Ho Chin Minh is raised in the 
square outside.] 

One man to heed us—

Each girl, each boy.

One voice to lead us

In a song of joy.

This is the hour.

This is our land.


[In the room, KIM stares at THUY's body. KIM 
puts the gun, her family shrine and a few 
valuables in a sack and, taking TAM by the hand, 
escapes.] 
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Mamma Mia! (1999) 
Music & Lyrics by Benny Andersson & 
Björn Ulvaeus; Some songs with Stig 
Anderson 

“Prologue: I Have a Dream” 

SOPHIE:

I have a dream

A song to sing

To help me cope

With anything

If you see the wonder

Of a fairy tale

You can take the future

Even if you fail . . .


[spoken]

Sam Carmichael . . .

Bill Austin . . .

And Harry Bright!

Good luck . . .


“Money, Money, Money” 

DONNA:

I work all night, I work all day

To pay the bills I have to pay


COMANY: Ain't it sad?


DONNA:

And still there never seems to be

A single penny left for me


COMANY: That's too bad


DONNA & COMPANY:

In my dreams I have a plan

If I got me a wealthy man

I wouldn't have to work at all

I'd fool around and have a ball—


[Chorus] 
Money, money, money

Must be funny

In a rich man's world


Money money money

Always sunny

In a rich man's world

Aha, aha

All the things I could do

If I had a little money

It's a rich man's world

It's a rich man's world


TANYA:

A man like that is hard to find


DONNA:

But I can't get him off my mind!


COMANY: Ain't it sad?


ROSIE:

And if he happened to be free

I bet he wouldn't fancy me


COMANY: That's too bad


PEPPER:

So I must leave, I’ll have to go

To Las Vegas or Monaco

And win a fortune in a game

My life would never be the same . . . 


[Chorus] 

“Thank You for the Music” 

HARRY

Thank you for the music

The songs I'm singing

Thanks for all the joy

They're bringing

Who can live without it?

I ask in all honesty

What would life be


HARRY/SOPHIE:

Without a song or a dance what are we

So I say thank you for the music

For giving it to me


SOPHIE:

Mother says I was

A dancer before I could walk.
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She says I began

To sing long before I could talk.

And I've often wondered

How did it all start?

Who found out that nothing

Can capture a heart

Like a melody can?

Well, whoever it was, I'm a fan.


SOPHIE/HARRY:

So I say

Thank you for the music

The songs I'm singing

Thanks for all the joy

They're bringing

Who can live without it

I ask in all honesty

What would life be

Without a song or a dance what are we?

So I say thank you for the music

For giving it to me


SOPHIE:

I've been so lucky

I am the girl with golden hair

I wanna sing it out to everybody

What a joy, what a life, what a chance


SOPHIE/HARRY/BILL/SAM:

Thank you for the music etc. 

“Mamma Mia” 

DONNA [Verse 1]:

I was cheated by you

And I think you know when.

So I made up my mind

It must come to an end


[Chorus] 
Look at me now

Will I ever learn?

I don’t know how

But I suddenly lose control

There’s a fire within my soul.

Just one look, and I can hear a bell ring.

One more look and I forget everything.

Oh oh oh oh


Mamma mia, here I go again


My, my, how can I resist you?

Mamma mia, does it show again?

My, my, just how much I’ve missed you—

Yes, I’ve been brokenhearted

Blue since the day we parted.

Why, why did I ever let you go?

Mamma mia, now I really know

My, my, I should not have let you go.


[Verse 2] 
I was angry and sad

When I knew we were through.

I can’t count all the times 

I have cried over you.


[Chorus] 

DONNA [spoken]:

What the hell are you all doing here? Well, I'd 
love to stop and chat, but I have to go and 
clean out my handbag . . .or something.


BILL: Age does not wither her


HARRY: I was expecting a rather stout 
matron


SAM: Nah, she's still Donna!


DONNA, SAM, BILL, HARRY [singing]:

Just one look and I can hear a bell ring . . .


[Chorus] 

“The Winner Takes It All” 

DONNA:

I don't wanna talk

About the things we've gone through

Though it's hurting me

Now it's history

I've played all my cards

And that's what you've done too

Nothing more to say

No more ace to play


The winner takes it all

The loser standing small

Beside the victory

That's her destiny
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I was in your arms

Thinking I belonged there

I figured it made sense

Building me a fence

Building me a home

Thinking I'd be strong there

But I was a fool

Playing by the rules


The gods may throw the dice

Their minds as cold as ice

And someone way down here

Loses someone dear


The winner takes it all

The loser has to fall

It's simple and it's plain

Why should I complain?


But tell me does she kiss

Like I used to kiss you?

Does it feel the same

When she calls your name?

Somewhere deep inside

You must know I miss you

But what can I say?

Rules must be obeyed


The judges will decide

The likes of me abide

Spectators of the show

Always staying low


The game is on again

A lover or a friend

A big thing or a small

The winner takes it all


I don't wanna talk

'Cause it makes me feel sad

And I understand

You've come to shake my hand

I apologize

If it makes you feel bad

Seeing me so tense

No self-confidence—but you see

The winner takes it all

The winner takes it all

The game is on again


A lover or a friend

A big thing or a small

The winner takes it all


The winner takes it all
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