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The 1920s 

London Calling (London, 1923) 

“Parisian Pierrot” 

Verse 1 
Fantasy in olden days

In varying and different ways

Was very much in vogue,

Columbine and Pantaloon,

A wistful Pierrot 'neath the moon,

And Harlequin a rogue.

Nowadays Parisians of leisure

Wake the echo of an old refrain,

Each some ragged effigy will treasure

For his pleasure,

Till the shadows of their story live again.


Refrain 
Parisian Pierrot,

Society’s hero,

The lord of the day,

The Rue de la Paix

Is under your sway,

The world may flatter

But what does that matter,

They’ll never shatter

Your gloom profound,

Parisian Pierrot,

Your spirit’s at zero,

Divinely forlorn

With exquisite scorn

From sunset to dawn,

The limbo is calling,

Your star will be falling,

As soon as the clock goes round


Verse 2 
Mournfulness has always been

The keynote of a Pierrot scene,

When passion plays a part,

Pierrot in a tragic pose

Will kiss a faded silver rose

With sadness in his heart,

Someday soon he’ll leave his tears behind 

him,


Comedy comes laughing down the street,

Columbine will fly to him

Admiring and desiring,

Laying love and adoration at his feet


On With the Dance (London, 1925) 

“Poor Little Rich Girl” 

Verse: 
You're only 

A baby,

You're lonely, 

And maybe

Some day soon you'll know

The tears 

You are tasting

Are years 

You are wasting,

Life's a bitter foe,

With fate it's no use competing,

Youth is so terribly fleeting,

By dancing 

Much faster,

You're chancing 

Disaster,

Time alone will show.


Refrain: 
Poor little rich girl, 

You're a bewitched girl,

Better beware!

Laughing at danger, 

Virtue a stranger,

Better take care!

The life you lead sets all your nerves a-

jangle,

You love affairs are in a hopeless tangle,

Though you're a child, dear,

Your life's a wild typhoon,

In lives of leisure

The craze for pleasure

Steadily grows.

Cocktails and laughter, 

But what comes after?

Nobody knows

You're weaving love into a mad jazz pattern,

Ruled by Pantaloon.
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Poor little rich girl, don't drop a stitch too 
soon


Verse 2: 
The role you are acting, 

The toll is exacting,

Soon you’ll have to pay.

The music of living,

You lose i  the giving,

False things soon decay.

These words from me may surprise you,

I’ve got no right to advise you,

I’ve known Life too well, dear, 

Your own Life must tell, dear,

Please don’t turn away.


This Year of Grace (1923) 

“A Room with a View” 

HE:

I've been cherishing

Through the perishing 

Winter nights and days

A funny little phrase

That means

Such a lot to me 

That you've got to be

With me heart and soul

For on you the whole 

Thing leans.


SHE:

Won't you kindly tell me what you're driving 

at,

What conclusion you're arriving at?


HE:

Please don't turn away 

Or my dream will stay

Hidden out of sight

Among a lot of might-

Have-beens!


Refrain: 
A room with a view—and you,

And no one to worry us, 

No one to hurry us—through

This dream we’ve found,


We'll gaze at the sky—and try

To guess what it's all about, 

Then we will figure out—why 

The world is round.


SHE:

We'll be as happy and contented

As birds upon a tree,

High above the mountains and the sea.


BOTH:

We’ll bill and we’ll coo—oo-oo

And sorrow will never come

Oh, will it ever come—true,

Our room with a view.


SHE:

I'm so practical

I make tactical 

Errors as your wife,

I try to set your life 

To rights.

I'm upset a bit, 

For I get a bit 

Dizzy now and then

Following your mental flights.


HE:

Come with me and leave behind the noisy 

crowds,

Sunlight shines for us above the clouds.


SHE:

My eyes glistened too

While I listen to 

All the things you said,

I'm glad I've got a head

For heights.


Refrain 2: 
A room with a view—and you,

And no one to give advice,

That sounds like paradise—few

Could fail to choose,

With fingers entwined we'll find

Relief from the preachers who

Always beseech us to—mind 

Our P's and Q’s.


HE:

We'll watch the whole world pass before us


Lyrics © Noël Coward: The Complete Lyrics (1998) Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 2 16



British Musicals on Broadway 
Class 2 • Noël Coward  

Lyrics and Music by Noël Coward 

While we are sitting still

Leaning on our own window-sill.


BOTH

We’ll bill and we’ll coo—oo—oo

And maybe a stork will bring

This, that, and t’other thing—to

Our room with a view.


“Dance, Little Lady” 

Verse 1: 
Though you’re only seventeen

Far too much of life you’ve seen,

Syncopated child.

Maybe if you only knew

Where your path is leading to

You’d become less wild.

But I know it’s vain

Trying to explain

While there’s this insane

Music in your brain.


Refrain: 
Dance, dance, dance little lady,

Youth is fleeting—to the rhythm beating 

In your mind.

Dance, dance, dance little lady,

So obsessed with second best,

No rest you’ll ever find,

Time and tide and trouble

Never, never wait,

Let the cauldron bubble

Justify your fate.

Dance, dance, dance little lady

Leave tomorrow behind


Patter: 
When the saxophone

Gives a wicked moan,

Charleston hey hey,

Rhythms fall and rise,

Start dancing to the tune,

The bands crooning—

For soon 

The night will be gone,

Start swaying like a reed

Without heeding

The speed

That hurries you on.

N***** melodies


Syncopate your nerves

Till your body curves

Drooping—stooping,

Laughter some day dies

And when the lights are starting to gutter

Dawn through the shutter

Shows you're living in a world of lies.


Refrain: 
Dance, dance, dance little lady . . .


Bitter Sweet (1928) 

“I’ll See You Again” 

CARL:

Now Miss Sarah, if you please,

Sing a scale for me.


SARAH: Ah—Ah—Ah—


CARL: 

Take a breath and then reprise

In a different key.


SARAH: Ah—Ah—Ah—


CARL:

All my life I shall remember knowing you,

All the pleasure I have found in showing you

The different ways

That one may phrase

The changing light, and changing shade;

Happiness that must die,

Melodies that must fly,

Memories that must fade,

Dusty and forgotten by and by


SARAH:

Learning scales will never seem so sweet 

again

Till our Destiny shall let us meet again.


CARL:

The will of Fate

May come too late.


SARAH:

When I’m recalling these hours we’ve had
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Why will the foolish tears

Tremble across the years,

Why shall I feel so sad,

Treasuring the memories of these days

Always?


CARL:

I'll see you again,

Whenever Spring breaks through again,

Time may lie heavy between,

But what has been

Is past forgetting.


SARAH:

This sweet memory,

Across the years will come to me;

Though  my world may go awry,

In my heart will never lie

Just the echo of a sigh, 

Goodbye.


“If Love Were All” 

Verse 
Life is very rough and tumble, 

For a humble

Diseuse.

One can betray one's troubles never,

Whatever

Occurs,

Night after night, 

Have to look bright,

Whether you're well or ill, 

People must laugh their fill.

You mustn't sleep 

Till dawn comes creeping.

Though I never really grumble

Life's a jumble, 

Indeed—

And in my efforts to succeed

I've had to formulate a creed—


Refrain 
I believe in doing what I can,

Crying when I must,

In laughing when I choose.

Heigho, if love were all

I should be lonely,

I believe, the more you love a man,

The more you give your trust,

The more you’re bound to lose.


Although when shadows fall

I think if only—

Somebody splendid really needed me,

Someone affectionate and dear,

Cares would be ended if I knew that he

Wanted to have me near.

But I believe that since my life began

The most I've had is just

A talent to amuse.

Heigho, if love were all!


Verse 2 
Though life buffets me obscenely,

It serenely

Goes on.

Although I question its conclusion, 

Illusion

Is gone.

Frequently I 

Put a bit by

Safe for a rainy day.

Nobody here can say

To what, indeed, 

The years are leading.

Fate may often treat me meanly,

But I keenly, 

Pursue

A little mirage in the blue.

Determination helps me through.


“Zigeuner” 

Verse 1 
Once upon a time,

Many years ago,

Lived a fair Princess,

Hating to confess

Loneliness was torturing her so.

Then a gipsy came,

Called to her by name,

Woo'd her with a song,

Sensuous and strong,

All the summer long;

Her passion seemed to tremble like a living 

flame.


Refrain 
Play to me beneath the summer moon,

Zigeuner!—Zigeuner!—Zigeuner!

All I ask of life is just to listen

To the songs that you sing,
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My spirit like a bird on the wing

Your melodies adoring—soaring,

Call to me with some barbaric tune,

Zigeuner!—Zigeuner!—Zigeuner!

Now you have me in your power,

Play to me for just an hour,

Zigeuner!


Verse 2 
Bid my weeping cease,

Melody that brings

Merciful release,

Promises of peace,

Through the gentle throbbing of the strings.

Music of the plain,

Music of the wild,

Come to me again,

Here me not in vain,

Soothe a heart in pain,

And let me to my happiness be reconciled.


Additional Song 

“The Dream Is Over” 

Verse 1 
Just because we're lovers, 

Don't let’s laugh at fate;

Often one discovers

When it is too late

Vows that have been spoken

When the tide is high

Lie around us broken

When the sands are dry.


Refrain 
I love you so, but the dream is over

Days come and go, but the dream is over

I've tried to fool myself, 

School myself into believing

Our love could still go on, 

But it's gone beyond retrieving,

My hopes were vain, like a fool in clover,

Never again, fore the dream is over.


Verse 2 
Things can't last forever, 

Lover’s hours are fleet,

Destiny may sever


Happiness complete,

Passion so uncertain,

Some unfinished rhyme

May bring down the curtain

Long before it's time.


The 1930s 

Private Lives (play—one song,1930) 

“Someday I’ll Find You” 

Verse 1 
When one is lonely the days are long;

You seem so near

But never appear.

Each night I sing you a lover’s song;

Please try, try to hear, 

My dear, my dear.


Refrain 
Someday I'll find you, 

Moonlight behind you,

True to the dream I am dreaming

As I draw near you

You'll smile a little smile;

For a little while

We shall stand

Hand in hand.

I'll leave you never,

Love you forever,

All our past sorrow redeeming,

Try to make it true,

So you love me too.

Someday I'll find you again.


Verse 2 
Can't you remember the fun we had?

Time is so fleet, 

Why shouldn't we meet?

When you're away from me, days are sad

Life's not complete, 

My sweet, my sweet.
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Words and Music (1932) 

“Mad Dogs and Englishmen” (1930) 

In tropical climes there are certain times of 
day


When all the citizens retire

To take their clothes off and perspire.

It's one of those rules the greatest fools 

obey,

Because the sun is much too sultry

And one must avoid its ultry-violet ray.


Papalaka papalaka papalaka boo,

Papalaka papalaka papalaka boo,

Digariga digariga digariga doo,

Digariga digariga digariga doo.


The natives grieve when the white men leave 
their huts,


Because they're obviously definitely nuts!


Mad dogs and Englishmen 

Go out in the midday sun,

The Japanese don't care to

The Chinese wouldn't dare to,

Hindoos and Argentines sleep firmly from 

twelve to one

But Englishmen detest a siesta.

In the Philippines 

There are lovely screens

To protect you from the glare.

In the Malay States 

There are hats like plates

Which the Britishers won't wear.

At twelve noon 

The natives swoon

And no further work is done.

But mad dogs and Englishmen

Go out in the midday sun.


It's such a surprise for the Eastern eyes to 
see


That though the English are effete,

They're quite impervious to heat,

When the white man rides every native hides 

in glee,

Because the simple creatures hope he 

Will impale his sola topee on a tree,


Bolyboly bolyboly bolyboly baa,

Bolyboly bolyboly bolyboly baa,

Habaninny habaninny  habaninny haa,

Habaninny habaninny  habaninny haa.


It seems such a shame

When the English claim 

The earth

That they give rise to such hilarity and mirth.


Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha

Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho-ho-ho

He-he-he-he-he-he-he

Hm-hm-hm-hm-hm


Mad dogs and Englishmen 

Go out in the midday sun.

The toughest Burmese bandit 

Can never understand it.

In Rangoon the heat of noon

Is just what the natives shun.

They put their Scotch or rye down 

And lie down.

In a jungle town 

Where the sun beats down

To the rage of man and beast

The English garb 

Of the English sahib

Merely gets a bit more creased.

In Bangkok 

At twelve o'clock

They foam at the mouth and run,

But mad dogs and Englishmen 

So out in the midday sun.


Mad dogs and Englishmen 

Go out in the midday sun.

The smallest Malay rabbit 

Deplores this stupid habit.

In Hongkong 

They strike a gong

And fire off a noonday gun

To reprimand each inmate 

Who's in late.


In the mangrove swamps 

Where the python romps

There is peace from twelve to two.

Even caribous 

Lie around and snooze;

For there's nothing else to do.
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In Bengal 

To move at all

Is seldom, if ever done,

But mad dogs and Englishmen

Go out in the midday sun.


“Mad About the Boy” 

Verse 
SOCIETY WOMAN:

I met him at a party just a couple of years 

ago,

He was rather over-hearty and ridiculous

But as I'd seen him on the Screen

He cast a certain spell.

I basked in his attraction for a couple of 

hours or so,

His manners were a fraction too meticulous,

If he was real or not I couldn't tell

But like a silly fool, I fell


Refrain 
Mad about the boy,

I know it's stupid to be mad about the boy,

I'm so ashamed of it

But must admit

The sleepless nights I've had, about the boy.

On the Silver Screen

He melts my foolish heart in every single 

scene.

Although I'm quite aware

That here and there

Are traces of the cad about the boy.

Lord knows I'm not a fool girl,

I really shouldn't care,

Lord knows I'm not a schoolgirl

In the flurry of her first affair.

Will it ever cloy?

This odd diversity of misery and joy,

I'm feeling quite insane

And young again

And all because I'm mad about the boy.


NOTE: There are three additional verses and 
accompanying refrains from the points of 
view of a SCHOOLGIRL, COCKNEY, and 
TART. This is the final (“Tart’s”) refrain:


Mad about the boy

It's pretty funny but I’m mad about the boy,

He has a gay appeal


That makes me feel

There’s maybe something sad about the boy.

Walking down the street,

His eyes look out at me from people that I 

meet,

I can't believe it's true

But when I'm blue

In some strange way I'm glad about the boy.

I'm hardly sentimental,

Love isn't so sublime,

I have to pay my rental

And I can't afford to waste much time,

If I could employ

A little magic that would finally destroy

This dream that pains me

And enchains me,

But I can't, because I'm mad about the boy.


“The Party’s Over Now” 

Though we hate

Abominate

Each party we’re invited to

To stay out

And dance about

Because we’ve nothing else to do.

Though every night we start out bright

And finish with a row

We’ve been so bored,

Thank the Lord 

That the Party’s over now!


Verse 
Night is over, dawn is breaking.

Everywhere the Town is waking

Just as we are on our way to sleep.

Lovers meet and dance 

A little,

Snatching from romance

A little

Souvenir of happiness to keep.

The music of an hour ago

Was just a sort of ‘Let's pretend,’

The melodies that charmed us so

At last are ended.


Refrain 
The Party's over now,

The dawn is drawing very nigh,

The candles gutter,

The starlight leaves the sky.
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It's time for little boys and girls

To hurry home to bed

For there's a new day

Waiting just ahead.

Life is sweet

But time is fleet,

Beneath the magic of the moon,

Dancing time

May seem sublime

But it ended all too soon,

The thrill has gone,

To linger on

Would spoil it anyhow,

Let's creep away from the day

For the Party's over now.


Conversation Piece (1934) 

“I’ll Follow My Secret Heart” 

MELANIE:

You ask me to have a discreet heart

Until marriage is out of the way

But what if I meet

With a sweetheart so sweet

That my wayward heart cannot obey

A single word that you may say?


No. For there is nowhere we could go

Where we could hide for what we know

Is true.

Don't be afraid I'll betray you

And destroy all the plans you have made,

But even your schemes

Must leave room for my dreams.

So when all I owe to you is paid

I’ll still have something of my own,

A little prize that's mine alone.


I'll follow my secret heart

My whole life through,

I'll keep all my dreams apart

Till one comes true.

No matter what price is paid,

What stars may fade

Above,

I'll follow my secret heart

Till I find love.


Set to Music (1938) 

“I Went to a Marvellous Party” 
(also “I’ve Been to a Marvellous Party”) 

Verse 1

Quite for no reason

I'm here for the Season

And high as a kite,

Living in error

With Maud at Cap Ferrat

Which couldn't be right.

Everyone's here and frightfully gay,

Nobody cares what people say,

Though the Riviera

Seems really much queerer

Than Rome at it's height,

Yesterday night—


Refrain 1 
I went to a marvellous party

With Nounou and Nada and Nell,

It was in the fresh air

And we went as we were

And we stayed as we were

Which was Hell.

Poor Grace started singing at midnight

And didn't stop singing till four;

We knew the excitement was bound to begin

When Laura got blind on Dubonnet and gin 

And scratched her veneer with a Cartier pin.

I couldn't have liked it more.


Refrain 2 
I went to a marvelous party,

I must say the fun was intense,

We all had to do

What the people we knew

Would be doing a hundred years hence.

Dear Cecil arrived wearing armor,

Some shells and a black feather boa,

Poor Millicent wore a surrealist comb

Made of bits of mosaic from St. Peter's in 

Rome,

But the weight was so great that she had to 

go home,

I couldn't have liked it more.
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Verse 2 
People's behaviour

Away from Belgravia

Would make you aghast,

So much variety

Watching Society

Scampering past,

If you have any mind at all

Gibbon's divine Decline and Fall

Seems pretty flimsy,

No more than a whimsy,

By way of contrast

On Saturday last—


Refrain 3 
I went to a marvellous party,

We didn't start dinner till ten

And young Bobbie Carr

Did a stunt at the bar

With a lot of extraordinary men;

Dear Baba arrived with a turtle

Which shattered us all to the core,

The Grand Duke was dancing a foxtrot with 

me

When suddenly Cyril screamed 

"Fiddledidee"

And ripped off his trousers and jumped in the 

sea,

I couldn't have liked it more.


Refrain 4 
I went to a marvellous party,

Elise made an entrance with May,

You'd never have guessed

From her fisherman's vest

That her bust had been whittled away.

Poor Lulu got fried on Chianti

And talked about esprit de corps. 
Maurice made a couple of passes at Gus

And Freddie, who hates any kind of a fuss

Did half the Big Apple and twisted his truss,

I couldn't have liked it more.


Refrain 5 
I went to a marvelous party,

We played the most wonderful game,

Maureen disappeared

And came back in a beard

And we all had to guess at her name!

We talked about growing old gracefully

And Elsie who's seventy-four


Said, “A, it's a question of being sincere

And B, if you're supple you've noting to fear.”

Then she swung upside down from a glass 

chandelier,

I couldn't have liked it more


Additional Song 

“(Don’t Put Your Daughter on the 
Stage,) Mrs. Worthington” (1936) 

Regarding yours, dear Mrs. Worthington,

Of Wednesday the 23rd,

Although your baby

May be,

Keen on a stage career,

How can I make it clear,

This is not a good idea?

For her to hope,

Dear Mrs. Worthington,

Is, on the face of it, absurd,

Her personality

Is not in reality

Inviting enough

Exciting enough

For this particular sphere.


Refrain 1 
Don't put your daughter on the stage, Mrs. 

Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage,

The profession is overcrowded

And the struggle's pretty tough

And admitting the fact

She's burning to act,

That isn't quite enough.

She has nice hands, to give the wretched girl 

her due,

But don't you think her bust is too

Developed for her age?

I repeat

Mrs. Worthington,

Sweet 

Mrs. Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage.


Refrain 2 
Don't put your daughter on the stage, Mrs. 

Worthington,
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Don't put your daughter on the stage,

She's a bit of an ugly duckling

You must honestly confess

And the width of her seat

Would surely defeat

Her chances of success.

It's a loud voice, and though it's not exactly 

flat,

She'll need a little more than that

To earn a living wage.

On my knees, 

Mrs. Worthington,

Please

Mrs. Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage


Refrain 3 
Don't put your daughter on the stage, Mrs. 

Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage.

Though they said at the school of acting

She was lovely as Peer Gynt,

I'm afraid on the whole

An ingénue role

Would emphasize her squint.

She's a big girl, and though her teeth are 

fairly good

She's not the type I ever would

Be eager to engage.

No more buts, 

Mrs. Worthington,

NUTS, 

Mrs. Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage.


Refrain 4 
Don't put your daughter on the stage, Mrs. 

Worthington,

Don't put your daughter on the stage.

One look at her bandy legs should prove

She hasn’t got a chance,

In addition to which

The son of a bitch

Can neither sing nor dance,

She’s a vile girl and uglier than mortal sin,

One look at her has put me in

A tearing bloody rage,

That sufficed, Mrs. Worthington,

Christ!

Mrs. Worthington,

Don’t put your daughter on the stage.


The 1940s 

Song 

“London Pride” (1941) 

London Pride has been handed down to us.

London Pride is a flower that's free.

London Pride means our own dear town to 

us,

And our pride it for ever will be.

Woa, Liza,

See the coster barrows,

Vegetables marrows 

And the fruit piled high.

Woa, Liza,

Little London sparrows,

Covent Garden Market where the costers 

cry.

Cockney feet

Mark the beat of history.

Every street 

Pins a memory down.

Nothing ever can quite replace

The grace of London Town.


Interlude 
There's a little city flower every spring 

unfailing

Growing in the crevices by some London 

railing,

Though it has a Latin name, in town and 

countryside

We in England call it London Pride


London Pride has been handed down to us.

London Pride is a flower that's free.

London Pride means our own dear town to 

us,

And our pride it for ever will be.

Hey, lady,

When the day is dawning

See the policeman yawning

On his lonely beat.

Gay lady,

Mayfair in the morning,
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Hear your footsteps echo in the empty 
street.


Early rain

And the pavement's glistening.

All Park Lane

In a shimmering gown.

Nothing ever could break or harm

The charm of London Town


Interlude 
In our city, darkened now, street and square 

and crescent,

We can feel our living past in our shadowed 

present,

Ghosts beside our starlit Thames

Who lived and loved and died

Keep throughout the ages London Pride.


London Pride has been handed down to us.

London Pride is a flower that's free.

London Pride means our own dear town to 

us,

And our pride it for ever will be.

Grey city

Stubbornly implanted,

Taken so for granted

For a thousand years.

Stay, city,

Smokily enchanted,

Cradle of our memories and hopes and 

fears.


Every Blitz

Your resistance 

Toughening,

From the Ritz

To the Anchor and Crown,

Nothing ever could override

The pride of London Town.


Sigh No More (1945) 

“Matelot” 

Verse 1 
Jean Louis Dominic Pierre Bouchon,

True to the breed that bore him,

Answered the call

That held in thrall


His father's heart before him.

Jean Louis Dominic sailed away

Further than love could find him

Yet through the night

He heard a light

And gentle voice behind him say:


Refrain 1 
Matelot, Matelot,

Where you go

My thoughts go with you,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.

As you gaze from afar

On the evening star

Wherever you may roam,

You will remember the light

Through the winter night

That guides you safely home.

Though you find

Womenkind

To be frail,

One love cannot fail, my son,

Till our days are done,

Matelot, Matelot,

Where you go 

My thoughts go with you,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.


Verse 2 
Jean Louis Dominic Pierre Bouchon

Journeyed the wide world over,

Lips that he kissed

Could not resist

This loving roving rover

Jean Louis Dominic right or wrong

Ever pursued a new love,

Till in his brain

There beat a strain

He knew 

To be his true love

Song:


Refrain 2 
Matelot, Matelot,

Where you go, 

My thoughts go with you,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.

For a year and a day
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You may sail away

And have no thought of me,

Yet through the wind and the spray,

You will hear me say

No love was ever free.

You will sigh 

When horizons are clear,

Something that is dear

To me

Cannot let me be.

Matelot, Matelot

Where you go

My heart goes with you,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.


Refrain 3 
Matelot, Matelot,

Where you go

My heart will follow,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.

When there’s grief in the sky

And the waves ride high

My heart to yours will say

You may be sure that I'm true

To my love for you.

Though half the world away,

Never mind

If you find other charms,

Here within my arms

You'll sleep,

Sailor from the deep,

Matelot, Matelot

Where you go

My heart will follow,

Matelot, Matelot,

When you go down to the sea.


The 1950s 

Ace of Clubs (1950) 

“Chase Me, Charlie” 

Verse 1 
When it's late

And the world is sleeping

Our little black cat

No bigger than that

Has a date

Which she's keen on keeping

No use dissuading her

She's serenading her—beau

In the garden below,

She's sings, “Oh, won’t you—


Refrain 1 
Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

Over the garden wall?

I'd like to wander for miles and miles

Wreathed in smiles

Out on the tiles with you.

Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

Don't be afraid to fall,

Love in the moonlight can be sublime,

Now's the time, 

Charlie, I'm

Bound to give in if you'll only climb

Over the Garden wall.”


Verse 2 
Every night 

At about eleven

Our little black cat knows, 

Our little black cat goes

Quick as light

To her private heaven,

No use restraining her, 

She's set on gaining her—prize

With her amorous cries

Hypnotizing him.
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Refrain 2 
“Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

Over the garden wall.

Who gives  damn if the neighbors yell?

Let’s rebel

Just for the hell of it,

Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

Maybe I’ll give my all!

Won’t you come out and be gay with me,

Play with me,

Stay with me?

Just try a roll in the hay with me

Over the garden wall.


Refrain 3 
Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

Over the garden wall.

Why not give in to the joys of Spring,

Have a fling,

Why are you lingering?

Chase me, Charlie, 

Chase me, Charlie,

This is my final call.

Pussy-cat, pussy-cat don’t be shy,

This is my

Alibi,

Nature intends us to multiply

Over the garden wall.”


The 1960s 

Sail Away (1961) 

“Come to Me” 

STEWARDS:

Thank the Lord,

Mimi Paragon’s on board,

She can organize the horde

Of morons—we said morons—

That we take abroad,

She will see that they’re occupied every 

moment of the day,

Keep the fatheads out of our way,


Hurray! Hurray! Hurray!

Give a cheer,

Mimi Paragon is here,

She will firmly commandeer

The dumb-clucks—we said dumb-clucks—

Till they’re on their ear,

She will ride ‘em till they qualify for the 

psychopathic ward,

Hallelujah—thank the Lord,

Mimi Paragon’s on board.


MIMI:

They christened me Mimi,

My tiny heart is frozen

But heaven forbid that I should shirk

The work that I have chosen,

To be a professional pepper-upper

Isn’t everyone’s cuppa tea

Bit I’ve wit and guile

And a big false smile

And the tourists rely on me.


BOYS:

That’s quite, quite true,

They always do,

They’re crazy about Mimi.


MIMI:

On the very first dreadful day

I stand them in line,


BOYS: She stands them in line,


MIMI: I keep them in line,


BOYS: She keeps them in line,


MIMI:

I stand them in line and say:

‘If you’re mad keen to be cultural

I’m the gal

With whom you should roam,

I can show you every ruin from Jerusalem to 

Greece,

Also quite a few between Antibes and Nice,

If you can’t live without antique pots

I’ll find lots for you to take home,

If you long to take bad photographs of 

classical débris

Come to me—come to me,.
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If you want to crouch in churches till you’ve 
water on the knee


Come to me, poor fools—come to me.’


BOYS:

She’s terribly energetic,

She’s so full of vim and zip,

If we hit a gale

And the turbines fail

She can easily drive the ship.


MIMI:

‘And if to play games is what you call fun

I’m the one

To keep you in form,

I can organize a treasure hunt or even 

clockwork trains,

Anything to occupy your poor dim brains.

We’ve some fine backgammon boards on 

board

If the Lord should send us a storm,

If Canasta, Bridge or Bingo are your kind of 

Jamboree

Come to me—come to me.

But if you want to play strip poker with the 

girls in Cabin B

Come to me—dear boys—come to me dear 

boys.’


[spoken]: 
We will now have one fast chorus of ‘Beyond 

the Blue Horizon.’


[sings]: ‘Come to me!


“Sail Away” 

Verse 
A different sky,

New worlds to gaze upon,

The strange excitement of an unfamiliar 

shore

One more goodbye,

One more illusion gone,

Just cut your losses and begin once more.


Refrain 1 
When the storm clouds are riding through a 

winter sky,

Sail away—sail away.


When the love-light is fading in your 
sweetheart’s eye,


Sail away—sail away.

When you feel your song is orchestrated 

wrong,

Why should you prolong your stay?

When the wind down the weather

Blow your dream sky high,

Sail away—sail away!


Refrain 2 
When you can't bear the clamor of the noisy 

town,

Sail away—sail away.

When the friend you have counted on has let 

you down,

Sail away—sail away.

But when soon or late, 

You recognize your fate,

That will be your great, great day.

On the wings of the morning with your own 

true love,

Sail away—sail away.


“Why Do the Wrong People Travel?” 

Verse 1 
Travel they say improves the mind,

An irritating platitude

Which frankly, entre nous, 
Is very far from true.

Personally I’ve yet to find

That longitude and latitude

Can educate those scores

Of monumental bores

Who travel in groups and herds and troupes

Of various breeds and sexes,

Till the whole world reels

To shouts and squeals

And the clicking of Rolleiflexes.


Refrain 1 
Why do the wrong people travel, travel, 

travel,

When the right people stay back home?

What compulsion compels them

And who the hell tells them

To drag their clans to Zanzibar

Instead of staying quietly in Omaha?

The Taj Mahal

And the Grand Canal
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And the sunny French Riviera

Would be less oppressed

If the Middle West

Would settle for somewhere rather nearer.

Please do not think that I criticize or cavil

At a genuine urge to roam,

But why oh why do the wrong people travel 

When the right people stay back home

And mind their business,

When the right people stay back home

With Cinerama,

When the right people stay back home,

I’m merely asking

Why the right people stay back home?


Verse 2 
Just when you think romance is ripe

It rather sharply dawns on you

That each sweet serenade

Is for the Tourist Trade.

Any attractive native type

Who resolutely fawns on you

Will give as his address

American Express.

There isn’t a rock

Between Bangkok

And the beaches of Hispaniola,

That does not recoil

From suntan oil

And the gurgle of Coca-Cola.


Refrain 2 
Why do the wrong people travel, travel, 

travel,

When the right people stay back home?

What explains this mass mania

To leave Pennsylvania

And clack around like flocks of geese,

Demanding dry martinis on the Isles of 

Greece?

In the smallest street

Where the gourmets meet

They invariably fetch up

And it’s hard to make

Them accept a steak

That isn’t served rare and smeared with 

ketchup.

Millions of tourists are turning up the gravel

While they gaze at St. Peter’s dome,

But why on why do the wrong people travel

When the right people stay back home


And eat hot doughnuts,

When the right people stay back home

With all those benefits,

When the right people stay back home?

I sometimes wonder

Why the right people stay back home!


Refrain 3 
Why do the wrong people travel, travel, 

travel,

When the right people stay back home?

What peculiar obsessions

Inspire those processions

Of families from Houston, Tex,

With all those cameras around their necks?

They will take a train

Or an aeroplane

For an hour on the Costa Brava,

And they’ll see Pompeii

On the only day

When it’s up to its ass in molten lava.

If would take years to unravel—ravel—ravel

Every impulse that makes them roam

But why on why do the wrong people travel

When the right people stay back home

With all that Kleenex,

When the right people stay back home

With Dr. Brothers,

When the right people stay back home

With all those Kennedys?

When the right people stay back home?

Won’t someone tell me

Why the right,

I say the right people stay way back home?


The Girl Who Came to Supper (1963) 

“London Is A Little Bit of All Right” 

London —is a little bit of all right,

Nobody can deny that’s true,

Bow Bells—Big Ben.

Up to the heath and down again

And if you should visit the monkeys in the 

zoo

Bring a banana,

Feed the ducks in Battersea Park

Or take a trip to Kew,

It only costs a tenner there and back,


Lyrics © Noël Coward: The Complete Lyrics (1998) Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 15 16



British Musicals on Broadway 
Class 2 • Noël Coward  

Lyrics and Music by Noël Coward 

Watch our lads in the Palace Yard

Troop the Colour and Change the Guard

And don’t forget your brolly and your mack:

I’d like to mention

London—is a place where you can call right

Round and have a cosy cup of tea,

If you’re fed right up and got your tail right 

down 

London town

Is a wonderful place to be.


“I’ll Remember Her” 

I’ll remember her,

How incredibly naive she was,

I couldn’t quite believe she was

Sincere,

So alert,

So impertinent

And yet so sweet

My defeat

Was clear;

I’ll remember her, 

Her absurd exaggerating

And her utterly deflating

Repartee

And the only thing that worries me at all

Is whether she’ll remember me.


I’ll remember her

In the evenings when I’m lonely

And imagining if only

She were there.

I’ll relive,

Oh, so vividly,

Our sad and sweet,

Incomplete

Affair.


I’ll remember her

Heavy-hearted when we parted,

With her eyes so full of tears she couldn’t 

see

And I’ll feel inside a foolish sort of pride

To think that she remembers me
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