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Lyrics by W. S. Gilbert - Music by Arthur Sullivan

MUSICAL THEATRE

H.M.S. Pinafore (1878)

“We Sail the Ocean Blue”

SAILORS:

We sail the ocean blue,

And our saucy ship’s a beauty;
We’re sober men and true,
And attentive to our duty.
When the balls whistle free
O'er the bright blue sea,

We stand to our guns all day;
When at anchor we ride

On the Portsmouth tide,

We have plenty of time to play.

“Pm Called Little Buttercup”

LITTLE BUTTERCUP:

For I'm called Little Buttercup—dear Little
Buttercup,

Though | could never tell why.

But still I'm called Buttercup—poor Little
Buttercup,

Sweet Little Buttercup, I!

I’ve snuff and tobaccy, and excellent jacky,
I've scissors, and watches, and knives;
I've ribbons and laces to set off the faces
Of pretty young sweethearts and wives

I’ve treacle and toffee, I've tea and I've
coffee,

Soft tommy and succulent chops;

I've chickens and conies, and pretty
colonies,

And excellent peppermint drops.

Then buy of your buttercup—dear Little
Buttercup,

Sailors should never be shy;

So, buy of your Buttercup—poor Little
Buttercup,

Come, of your Buttercup buy!

Lyrics are in the public domain.

“l Am the Captain of the Pinafore”

CAPTAIN CORCORAN:
| am the Captain of the Pinafore;

ALL: And a right good captain, too!

CAPTAIN:

You’re very, very good,

And be it understood,

I command a right good crew.

ALL:

We’re very, very good,

And be it understood,

He commands a right good crew.

CAPTAIN:

Though related to a peer

| can hand, reef, and steer,

And ship a selvagee;

I am never known to qualil

At the fury of a gale,

And I’'m never, never sick at sea!

ALL: What, never?
CAPTAIN:No, never!
ALL: What, never?
CAPTAIN: Hardly ever!

ALL:
He’s hardly ever sick at seal
Then give three cheers, and one cheer more,

For the hardy Captain of the Pinafore!
CAPTAIN: | do my best to satisfy you all—
ALL: And with you we’re quite content.

CAPTAIN:

You’re exceedingly polite,
And | think it only right

To return the compliment.

ALL:

We’re exceedingly polite,
And he thinks it’s only right
To return the compliment.
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CAPTAIN:

Bad language or abuse,

| never, never use,
Whatever the emergency;
Though “Bother it” | may
Occasionally say,

| never use a big, big D—

ALL: What, never?
CAPTAIN: No, never!
ALL: What, never?
CAPTAIN: Hardly ever!

ALL:

Hardly ever swears a big, big D—

Then give three cheers, and one cheer more,
For the well-bred Captain of the Pinafore!

“] Am the Monarch of the Sea”

SIR JOSEPH PORTER:

| am the monarch of the sea,

The ruler of the Queen’s Navee,

Whose praise Great Britain loudly chants.

COUSIN HEBE:
And we are his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

RELATIVES:
And we are his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

SIR JOSEPH:

When at anchor here | ride,

My bosom swells with pride,

And | snap my fingers at a foeman’s taunts;

HEBE:
And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

ALL:
And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

SIR JOSEPH:
But when the breezes blow,

Lyrics are in the public domain.

| generally go below,
And seek the seclusion that a cabin grants!

HEBE:
And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

ALL:

And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and
his aunts!

His sisters and his cousins,

Whom he reckons up by dozens,

And his aunts!

“When | Was a Lad”

SIR JOSEPH PORTER:

When | was a lad | served a term

As office boy to an Attorney's firm.

| cleaned the windows and | swept the floor,

And | polished up the handle of the big front
door.

| polished up that handle so carefullee

That now | am the Ruler of the Queen's
Navee!

CHORUS: He polished, etc.

SIR JOSEPH PORTER:

As office boy | made such a mark

That they gave me the post of a junior clerk.

| served the writs with a smile so bland,

And | copied all the letters in big round hand-

| copied all the letters in a hand so free,

That now | am the Ruler of the Queen's
Navee!

In serving writs | made such a name

That an articled clerk | soon became;

| wore clean collars and a brand-new suit

For the pass examination at the Institute.

And that pass examination did so well for
me,

That now | am the Ruler of the Queen's
Navee!

Of legal knowledge | acquired such a grip
That they took me into the partnership.
And that junior partnership, | ween,

Was the only ship that | ever had seen.
But that kind of ship so suited me,
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That now | am the ruler of the Queen's
Navee!

| grew so rich that | was sent

By a pocket borough into Parliament.

| always voted at my party's call,

And | never thought of thinking for myself at
all.

| thought so little, they rewarded me

By making me the Ruler of the Queen's
Navee!

Now landsmen all, whoever you may be,

If you want to rise to the top of the tree,

If your soul isn't fettered to an office stool,

Be careful to be guided by this golden rule—

Stick close to your desks and never go to
sea,

And you all may be Rulers of the Queen's
Navee!

“A British Tar ” [GLEE]

RALPH RAKESTRAW, BOATSWAIN,
BOATSWAIN’S MATE, & CHORUS:

A British tar is a soaring soul,

As free as a mountain bird,

His energetic fist should be ready to resist
A dictatorial word.

His nose should pant and his lip should curl,

His cheeks should flame and his brow
should furl,

His bosom should heave and his heart
should glow,

And his fist be ever ready for a knock-down
blow.

CHORUS [much faster]:
His nose should pant, etc.

QUARTET:

His eyes should flash with an inborn fire,

His brow with scorn be wrung;

He never should bow down to a domineering
frown,

Or the tang of a tyrant tongue.

His foot should stamp and his throat should
growl,

Lyrics are in the public domain.

His hair should twirl and his face should
scowl;

His eyes should flash and his breast
protrude,

And this should be his customary attitude—

CHORUS [much faster]:
His foot should stamp, etc.

“For He Is an Englishman”

CAPTAIN:

Pretty daughter of mine,

| insist upon knowing

Where you may be going

With these sons of the brine,

For my excellent crew,

Though foes they could thump any,
Are scarcely fit company,

My daughter, for you.

CREW:

Now, hark at that, do!

Though foes we could thump any,
We are scarcely fit company

For a lady like you!

RALPH:

Proud officer, that haughty lip uncurl!

Vain man, suppress that supercilious sneer,
For | have dared to love your matchless girl,
A fact well known to all my messmates here!

CAPTAIN: Oh, horror!

RALPH & JOSEPHINE:

I/he, humble, poor, and lowly born,

The meanest in the port division—

The butt of epauletted scorn—

The mark of quarter-deck derision—

Have/has dared to raise my/his wormy eyes

Above the dust to which you'd mould me/
him

In manhood's glorious pride to rise,

| am/he is an Englishman—behold me!/him!

ALL: He is an Englishman!
BOATSWAIN:

He is an Englishman!
For he himself has said it,
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And it's greatly to his credit,
That he is an Englishman!

ALL: That he is an Englishman!

BOATSWAIN:

For he might have been a Roosian,
A French, or Turk, or Proosian,

Or perhaps lItali-an!

ALL: Or perhaps ltali-an!

BOATSWAIN:

But in spite of all temptations
To belong to other nations,
He remains an Englishman!

ALL: For in spite of all temptations, etc.

The Pirates of Penzance (1879)

“Pour, Oh Pour the Pirate Sherry”

PIRATES:

Pour, oh, pour the pirate sherry;
Fill, oh, fill the pirate glass;

And, to make us more than merry,
Let the pirate bumper pass!

SAMUEL:

For today our pirate ‘prentice

Rises from indenture freed;

Strong his arm, and keen his scent is,
He's a pirate now indeed!

PIRATES:
Here’s good luck to Fredric’s ventures!
Fredric’s out of his indentures.

SAMUEL:

Two-and-twenty now he’s rising,
And alone he’s fit to fly,

Which we’re bent on signalizing
With unusual revelry.

PIRATES:

Here’s good luck to Fredric’s ventures
Fredric’s out of his indentures.

Pour, oh, pour the pirate sherry, etc.

Lyrics are in the public domain.

“Oh, Better Far to Live and Die”

PIRATE KING:

Oh, better far to live and die

Under the brave black flag | fly,

Than play a sanctimonious part,
With a pirate head and a pirate heart.
Away to the cheating world go you,
Where pirates all are well-to-do;

But I'll be true to the song I sing,
And live and die a Pirate King.

For I am a Pirate King!

CHORUS OF PIRATES:
You are! Hurrah for our Pirate King!

PIRATE KING:
And it is, it is a glorious thing
To be a Pirate King

CHORUS OF PIRATES:
Hurrah!
Hurrah for our Pirate King!

PIRATE KING:

When | sally forth to seek my prey

| help myself in a royal way:

| sink a few more ships, it's true,

Than a well-bred monarch ought to do;
But many a king on a first-class throne,
If he wants to call his crown his own,
Must manage somehow to get through
More dirty work than ever / do.

Though | am a Pirate King!

CHORUS OF PIRATES:
You arel!
Hurrah for our Pirate King!

PIRATE KING:
And it is, it is a glorious thing
To be a Pirate King!

CHORUS OF PIRATES:
It is!
Hurrah for the Pirate King!
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“Oh, Is There Not One Maiden Breast”

FREDERIC:

Oh, is there not one maiden breast
Which does not feel the moral beauty
Of making worldly interest
Subordinate to sense of duty?

Who would not give up willingly

All matrimonial ambition,

To rescue such aone as |

From his unfortunate position?

CHORUS OF GIRLS:

Alas! there's not one maiden breast
Which seems to feel the moral beauty
Of making worldly interest
Subordinate to sense of duty!

FREDERIC:

Oh, is there not one maiden here

Whose homely face and bad complexion
Have caused all hope to disappear

Of ever winning man’s affection?

To such a one, if such there be,

| swear by Heaven’s arch above you,

If you will cast your eyes on me—
However plain you be—1I’ll love you!
However plain you be —

CHORUS OF GIRLS:

Alas! there's not one maiden here
Whose homely face and bad complexion
Have caused all hope to disappear

Of ever winning man’s affection!
FREDERIC: Not one?

CHORUS OF GIRLS: No, no—not one!
FREDERIC: Not one?

CHORUS OF GIRLS: No, no!

MABEL [entering]: Yes, one!

CHORUS OF GIRLS: 'Tis Mabel!

MABEL: Yes, 'tis Mabel!

Lyrics are in the public domain.

“Poor Wandering One”

MABEL:

Poor wand'ring one!

Though thou hast surely strayed,
Take heart of grace,

Thy steps retrace,

Poor wand'ring one!

Poor wand'ring one!

If such poor love as mine

Can help thee find

True peace of mind—

Why, take it, it is thine!

Take heart, fair days will shine;
Take any heart—take mine!

CHORUS OF GIRLS:
Take heart; no danger lowers;
Take any heart—but ours!

MABEL:
Take heart; fair days will shine;
Take any heart—take mine!

CHORUS OF GIRLS:
Take heart; no danger lowers;
Take any heart—but ours!

MABEL:

Take heart, fair days will shine;
Take any heart—take mine!
Ah! Ah! Ah! Anh!

“l Am the Very Model of a Modern
Major-General”

MAJOR-GENERAL STANLEY:

| am the very model of a modern Major-
General,

I've information vegetable, animal, and
mineral,

| know the kings of England, and | quote the
fights historical,

From Marathon to Waterloo, in order
categorical;

I'm very well acquainted too with matters
mathematical,

| understand equations, both the simple and
quadratical,
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About binomial theorem I’m teeming with a
lot o' news—

With many cheerful facts about the square of
the hypotenuse.

CHORUS OF GIRLS:
With many cheerful facts, etc.

MAJOR-GENERAL:

I'm very good at integral and differential
calculus,

| know the scientific names of beings
animalculous;

In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral,

| am the very model of a modern Major-
General

CHORUS OF GIRLS:

In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral,

He is the very model of a modern Major-
General!

MAJOR-GENERAL:

| know our mythic history, King Arthur's and
Sir Caradoc’s,

| answer hard acrostics, I've a pretty taste for
paradox,

| quote in elegiacs all the crimes of
Heliogabalus,

In conics | can floor peculiarities parabolous.

| can tell undoubted Raphaels from Gerard
Dows and Zoffanies,

| know the croaking chorus from the Frogs of
Aristophanes,

Then | can hum a fugue of which I've heard
the music’s din afore,

And whistle all the airs from that infernal
nonsense Pinafore.

CHORUS OF GIRLS:
And whistle all the airs, etc.

MAJOR-GENERAL:

Then | can write a washing bill in Babylonic
cuneiform,

And tell you ev'ry detail of Caractacus's
uniform

In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral,

Lyrics are in the public domain.

| am the very model of a modern Major-
General.

CHORUS OF GIRLS:

In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral

He is the very model of a modern Major-
General.

MAJOR-GENERAL:

In fact, when | know what is meant by
"mamelon" and “ravelin,”

When | can tell at sight a chassep6t rifle from
a javelin,

When such affairs as sorties and surprises
I'm more wary at,

And when | know precisely what is meant by
“commissariat,”

When | have learnt what progress has been
made in modern gunnery,

When | know more of tactics than a novice in
a nunnery;

In short, when I've a smattering of elemental
strategy,

You'll say a better Major-General has never
sat a gee—

CHORUS OF GIRLS:
You'll say a better. etc.

MAJOR-GENERAL:

For my military knowledge, though I'm
plucky and adventury,

Has only been brought down to the
beginning of the century;

But still, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral,

| am the very model of a modern Major-
General.

CHORUS OF GIRLS:

But still, in matters vegetable, animal, and
mineral

He is the very model of a modern Major-
General.
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The Mikado (1885)

“We Are Gentlemen of Japan”

CHORUS OF NOBLES:

If you want to know who we are,
We are gentlemen of Japan:

On many a vase and jar—

On many a screen and fan,

We figure in lively paint:

Our attitude's queer and quaint—
You're wrong if you think it ain’t, oh!

If you think we are worked by strings,
Like a Japanese marionette,

You don't understand these things:

It is simply Court etiquette.

Perhaps you suppose this throng
Can't keep it up all day long?

If that's your idea, you're wrong, oh!

NANKI-POO:

Gentlemen, | pray you tell me

Where a gentle maiden dwelleth,
Named Yum-Yum, the ward of Ko-Ko?
In pity speak—oh, speak, | pray you!

NOBLE:
Why, who are you who ask this question?

NANKI-POO:
Come gather round me, and I'll tell you.

“A Wandering Minstrel I”

NANKI-POO:

A wandering minstrel | —

A thing of shreds and patches,
Of ballads, songs and snatches,
And dreamy lullaby!

My catalogue is long,

Through every passion ranging,
And to your humours changing
| tune my supple song!

Are you in sentimental mood?

I'll sigh with you,
Oh, sorrow, sorrow!

Lyrics are in the public domain.

On maiden's coldness do you brood?
I'll do so, too—

Oh, sorrow, sorrow!

I'll charm your willing ears

With songs of lovers' fears,

While sympathetic tears

My cheeks bedew —

Oh, sorrow, sorrow!

But if patriotic sentiment is wanted,

I've patriotic ballads cut and dried;

For where'er our country's banner may be
planted,

All other local banners are defied!

Our warriors, in serried ranks assembled,

Never quail—or they conceal it if they do—

And | shouldn't be surprised if nations
trembled

Before the mighty troops of Titipu!

CHORUS: We shouldn't be surprised, etc.

NANKI-POO:

And if you call for a song of the sea
We'll heave the capstan round,

With a yeo heave ho, for the wind is free,
Her anchor's a-trip and her helm's a-lee,
Hurrah for the homeward bound!

CHORUS:
Yeo-ho—heave ho—
Hurrah for the homeward bound!

NANKI-POOQO:

To lay aloft in a howling breeze

May tickle a landsman's taste,

But the happiest hour a sailor sees
Is when he's down

At an inland town

With his Nancy on his knees, yeo ho!
And his arm around her waist!

CHORUS:

Then man the capstan—off we go,
As the fiddler swings us round,
With a yeo heave ho,

And a rumbelow,

Hurrah for the homeward bound!

NANKI-POO: A wandering minstrel |, etc.
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“Ive Got a Little List”

KO-KO:

As some day it may happen that a victim
must be found,

I've got a little list—I've got a little list

Of society offenders who might well be
underground,

And who never would be missed—who never
would be missed!

There's the pestilential nuisances who write
for autographs—

All people who have flabby hands and
irritating laughs —

All children who are up in dates, and floor
you with 'em flat—

All persons who in shaking hands, shake
hands with you like that—

And all third persons who on spoiling téte-a-
tétes insist—

They'd none of '‘em be missed—they'd none
of 'em be missed!

CHORUS OF MEN:

He's got 'em on the list — he's got 'em on
the list;

And they'll none of 'em be missed — they!'ll
none of 'em be missed.

KO-KO:

There's the banjo serenader, and the others
of his race

And the piano-organist—I've got him on the
list!

And the people who eat peppermint and puff
it in your face,

They never would be missed—they never
would be missed!

Then the idiot who praises, with enthusiastic
tone,

All centuries but this, and every country but
his own;

And the lady from the provinces, who
dresses like a guy,

And who "doesn't think she waltzes, but
would rather like to try”;

And that singular anomaly, the lady novelist-

| don't think she'd be missed — I'm sure
she'd not be missed!

Lyrics are in the public domain.

CHORUS OF MEN:

He's got her on the list — he's got her on the
list;

And | don't think she'll be missed—I'm sure
she'll not be missed!

KO-KO:

And that Nisi Prius nuisance, who just now is
rather rife,

The Judicial humorist—I've got him on the
list!

All funny fellows, comic men, and clowns of
private life—

They'd none of 'em be missed—they'd none
of 'em be missed.

And apologetic statesmen of a
compromising kind,

Such as—What d'ye call him—Thing'em-
bob, and likewise —Never-mind,

And ’St-‘st-‘st- and What's-his-name, and
also You-know-who—

The task of filling up the blanks I'd rather
leave to you.

But it really doesn't matter whom you put
upon the list,

For they'd none of 'em be missed—they'd
none of 'em be missed!

CHORUS OF MEN:

You may put 'em on the list—you may put
‘'em on the list;

And they'll none of 'em be missed—they'll
none of '‘em be missed!

“Three Little Maids from School Are
we”

YUM-YUM, PEEP-BO, & PITTI-SING:
Three little maids from school are we,
Pert as a school-girl well can be,
Filled to the brim with girlish glee,
Three little maids from school!

YUM-YUM:
Everything is a source of fun.

PEEP-BO:
Nobody's safe, for we care for none!

PITTI-SING:
Life is a joke that's just begun!
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THE THREE:
Three little maids from school!

ALL:

Three little maids who, all unwary,
Come from a ladies' seminary,
Freed from its genius tutelary —

ALL:
Three little maids from school!

YUM-YUM:
One little maid is a bride, Yum-Yum—

PEEP-BO:
Two little maids in attendance come—

PITTI-SING:
Three little maids is the total sum.

THE THREE:
Three little maids from school!

YUM-YUM:
From three little maids take one away.

PEEP-BO:
Two little maids remain, and they —

PITTI-SING:

Won't have to wait very long, they say —

THE THREE:
Three little maids from school!

ALL:

Three little maids who, all unwary,
Come from a ladies' seminary,
Freed from its genius tutelary —

THE THREE:
Three little maids from school!

ALL:
Three little maids from school!

Lyrics are in the public domain.

“The Sun, Whose Rays Are All Ablaze”

YUM-YUM:

The sun, whose rays
Are all ablaze

With ever-living glory,
Does not deny

His majesty —

He scorns to tell a story!
He don't exclaim,

"I blush for shame,

So kindly be indulgent.”
But, fierce and bold,

In fiery gold,

He glories all effulgent!

| mean to rule the earth,
As he the sky—

We really know our worth,
The sunand I!

| mean to rule the earth,
As he the sky

We really know our worth,
The sunand I!

Observe his flame,

That placid dame,

The moon's Celestial Highness;
There's not a trace

Upon her face

Of diffidence or shyness:

She borrows light

That, through the night,
Mankind may all acclaim her!
And, truth to tell,

She lights up well,

So |, for one, don't blame her!

Ah, pray make no mistake,
We are not shy;

We're very wide awake,
The moon and I!
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“A More Humane Mikado”

MIKADO:

A more humane Mikado never
Did in Japan exist,

To nobody second,

I'm certainly reckoned

A true philanthropist.

It is my very humane endeavour
To make, to some extent,
Each evil liver

A running river

Of harmless merriment.

My object all sublime

| shall achieve in time—

To let the punishment fit the crime—
The punishment fit the crime;

And make each prisoner pent
Unwillingly represent

A source of innocent merriment!

Of innocent merriment!

All prosy dull society sinners

Who chatter and bleat and bore,

Are sent to hear sermons

From mystical Germans

Who preach from ten till four.

The amateur tenor, whose vocal villainies
All desire to shirk,

Shall, during off-hours,

Exhibit his powers

To Madame Tussaud's waxwork.

The lady who dyes a chemical yellow,
Or stains her grey hair puce,

Or pinches her figure

Is backed like a n****

With permanent walnut juice.

The idiot who, in railway carriages,
Scribbles on window-panes,

We only suffer

To ride on a buffer

In Parliamentary trains.

My object all sublime, etc.

CHORUS:
His object all sublime, etc.

Lyrics are in the public domain.

MIKADO:

The advertising quack who wearies
With tales of countless cures,

His teeth, I've enacted,

Shall all be extracted

By terrified amateurs.

The music-hall singer attends a series
Of masses and fugues and "ops"
By Bach, interwoven

With Spohr and Beethoven,

At classical Monday Pops.

The billiard sharp whom any one catches,
His doom's extremely hard —

He's made to dwell—

In a dungeon cell

On a spot that's always barred.

And there he plays extravagant matches
In fitless finger-stalls

On a cloth untrue

With a twisted cue

And elliptical billiard balls!

My object all sublime, etc.

CHORUS:
His object all sublime, etc.
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