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WORKS FOR THE STAGE 

Jumbo (1935) 

“The Circus Is On Parade” 

Verse:

Listen to me now before you quit.

You must agree now, you must admit,

There was a circus in days of yore,

There’ll be a circus forever more.

Show me a mammal with heart and pride

Who sees a camel and doesn’t want to take 

a ride.

Barnum has never died.

Every time the circus music starts

Here’s the happy song in people’s hearts:


Refrain: 
Hold your hoss, here they come,

Rat-tat-tat goes the drum,

The circus is on parade.

See the clown falling down,

It’s the best show in town,

The circus is on parade.

See the monk climb the rope,

Hear the steam calliope,

Buy me a lemonade.

Look-a-here, look-a-there,

Throw your hats in the air,

For the Big Parade.


Trio: 
From Broadway to Main Street,

From Main Street to Broadway,

Ev’ry Main Street becomes an insane street

The minute the band begins to play.

No matter if it’s raining,

Or ninety in the shade,

Ev’ry kid plays the hook.

Teacher, take a look;

There stands the second grade.

All the world is in short pants

To see the circus on parade.


Repeat Refrain 

“The Most Beautiful Girl in the World” 

Verse:

We used to spend the spring together

Before we learned to walk;

We used to laugh and sing together

Before we learned how to talk.

With no reason for the season,

Spring would end as it would start.

Now the season has a reason

And there’s springtime in my heart.


Refrain: 
The most beautiful girl in the world

Picks my ties out, 

Eats my candy,

Drinks my brandy—

The most beautiful girl in the world.

The most beautiful girl in the world

Isn't Garbo, isn’t Dietrich,

But the sweet trick

Who can make me believe it’s a beautiful 

world.

Social—not a bit.

Nat’ral kind of wit,

She’d shine anywhere,

And she hasn’t got platinum hair.

The most beautiful house in the world

Has a mortgage—

What do I care?

It’s goodbye care

When my slippers are next to the ones that 

belong

To the one and only beautiful girl in the 

world!


Trio Patter (sung by “He” and “She”): 
Climb off your perch and go home with your 

dreams.

No, ma’am, I’m in love.

Where did you think of such elegant 

schemes?

Here, ma’am, up above.

Do you think that kind of blarney

Will win a woman’s heart?

Little daughter of Killarney,

That heart was mine from the start.

I’d slap your face if I had you down here.

Presto, here I come.

Careful, dear.

Have no fear.
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Darling, look out,

Or you’ll fall on your ear.

Which side?

Outside.

Which side?

This side.


“My Romance” 

Verse: 
I won’t kiss your hand, madam,

Crazy for you though I am.

I’ll never woo you on bended knee.

No, madam, not me.

We don’t need that flow’ry fuss.

No, sir, madam, not for us.


Refrain: 
My romance 

Doesn't have to have a moon in the sky.

My romance 

Doesn't need a blue lagoon standing by.

No month of May, 

No twinkling stars,

No hideaway, 

No soft guitars.

My romance 

Doesn't need a castle rising in Spain

Nor a dance 

To a constantly surprising refrain.

Wide awake, 

I can make 

My most fantastic dream come true.

My romance 

Doesn't need a thing but you.


“Little Girl Blue” 

Refrain: 
Sit there and count your fingers,
What can you do?
Old girl, you're through.
Sit there and count your little fingers,
Unhappy little girl blue.

Sit there and count the raindrops
Falling on you.
It's time you knew
All you can ever count on is the raindrops

That fall on little girl blue.

No use, old girl,
You may as well surrender.
Your hope is getting slender.
Why won't somebody send a tender 
Blue Boy, to cheer a
Little girl blue?

Trio Patter:
When I was very young
The world was younger than I,
As merry as a carousel.
The circus tent was strung
With ev’ry star in the sky
Above the ring I loved so well.
Now the world has grown old.

Gone are the tinsel and gold.


On Your Toes (1936) 

“Two a Day for Keith” 

Verse: 

PHIL 2 (PA): I worked for Keith when I 
married Lil.


LIL (MA): And after a year I got young Phil.

PHIL 2: I couldn’t pay the hospital bill.

PHIL 3: So I was born in vaudeville


Refrain 1: 

ALL 3: 

It’s two a day for Keith

And three a day for Loew;

Pantages plays us four a day

Besides the supper show;

But you’re our fav’rite audience

No matter where we go;

With two a day for Keith

And three a day for Loew.


PHIL 2: Remember my dad, old Phil the first?

LIL: And Phil the Second is not the worst.

PHIL 3: As a dancing fool Phil the Third is 

cursed.
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Refrain 2: 

ALL 3: 

It’s two a day for Keith

And three a day for Loew;

For Fally-Marcus five a day

For half as much the dough.

We never will forget you  folks

Right here in Kokomo,

With two a day for Keith

And three a day for Loew.

No, we never will forget you folks 

Right here in Kokomo,

With two a day for Keith

And three a day for Loew.


“There’s a Small Hotel” 

Verse: 

FRANKIE:

I’d like to get away, Junior,

Somewhere alone with you.

It could be oh, so gay, Junior!

You need a laugh or two.


JUNIOR:

A certain place I know, Frankie,

Where funny people can have fun.

That's where we two will go, darling,

Before you can count up

One, two, three,

For . . . 


Refrain: 
There's a small hotel

With a wishing well;

I wish that we were there 

Together.

There's a bridal suite,

One room bright and neat,

Complete for us to share 

Together.


Looking through the window

You can see a distant steeple.

Not a sign of people. 

Who wants people?

When the steeple bell 

Says, “Good night, sleep well,’


We'll thank the small hotel

Together.


Interlude: 
Pretty window curtains made of chintz

In our make-believe land.

On the wall are sev’ral cheerful prints

Of Grant and Grover Cleveland.

Go down into the parlor and feast your eyes

On the moosehead on the wall.

Perhaps you’d like to play the organ—

They tune it ev’ry other fall.

The garden will be like 

Adam and Eve land.

No, they never did go in for carriage trade;

They get what is known as marriage trade.


Coda: 
Oh, when the steeple bell 

Says, “Good night, sleep well,’

We'll thank the small hotel,

We’ll creep into our little shell,

And we will thank the small hotel together.


“Glad to Be Unhappy” 

Verse: 
Look at yourself.

If you had a sense of humor,

You would laugh to beat the band.

Look at yourself.

Do you still believe the rumor

That romance is simply grand?

Since you took it right

On the chin, 

You have lost that bright

Toothpaste grin.

My mental state is all a jumble.

I sit around and sadly mumble.


Refrain: 
Fools rush in, so here I am,

Very glad to be unhappy.

I can’t win, but here I am,

More than glad to be unhappy.

Unrequited love’s a bore

And I’ve got it pretty bad.

But for someone you adore,

It’s a pleasure to be sad,

Like a straying baby lamb
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With no mammy and no pappy,

I’m so unhappy,

But oh, so glad.


“On Your Toes” 

Refrain: 
See the pretty apple, top of the tree,

The higher up, the sweeter it grows.

Picking fruit you’ve got to be

Up on your toes!

See the pretty penthouse, top of the roof,

The higher up, the higher rent goes.

Get that dough, don’t be a goof;

Up on your toes!

They climb the clouds

To come through with airmail.

The dancing crowds

Look up to some rare male

Like that Astaire male.

See the pretty lady, top of the crop.

You want to know the way the wind blows?

Then, my boy, you’d better hop

Up on your toes!

Up on your toes!


Verse: 
Remember the youth ‘mid snow and ice

Who bore the banner with the strange 

device:

“Excelsior!”

This motto applies to folks who dwell in

Richmond Hill or New Rochelle, in

Chelsea or

In Sutton Place.

You’ve got to reach the heights to win the 

race.


“Slaughter on Tenth Avenue” 
[No lyrics—instrumental music for ballet]


Babes in Arms (1937) 

“Where or When” 

Verse: 
When you’re awake, the things you think

Come from the dream you dream.

Thought has wings, and lots of things

Are seldom what they seem.

Sometimes you think you've lived before

All that you live today.

Things you do come back to you,

As though they knew the way.

Oh, the tricks your mind can play!


Refrain: 
It seems we stood and talked like this before,

We looked at each other in the same way 

then,

But I can't remember where or when.

The clothes you're wearing are the clothes 

you wore,

The smile you are smiling you were smiling 

then,

But I can't remember where or when.

Some things that happened for the first time

Seem to be happening again.

And so it seems that we have met before,

And laughed before, and loved before,

But who knows where or when!


“Babes in Arms” 

They call us babes in arms,

But we are babes in armor.

They laugh at babes in arms,

But we’ll be laughing far more.

On city streets and farms

They’ll hear a rising war cry,

Youth will arrive,

Let them know you’re alive,

Make it your cry!


They call us babes in arms,

They think they must direct us.

But if we’re babes in arms,

We’ll make them all respect us.

Why have we got our arms,

What have we got our sight for? 


Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 4 7



Musicals 101: Broadway’s Silver Age, Part 1 
Rodgers and Hart Collaborations (1935-1937)  
(Lyrics by Lorenz Hart • Music by Richard Rodgers) 

Play day is done, 

We’ve a place in the sun

We must fight for.

So babes in arms to arms!


“I Wish I Were in Love Again” 

Verse: 
You don't know that I felt good

When we up and parted.

You don't know I knocked on wood,

Gladly broken-hearted.

Worrying is through,

I sleep all night,

Appetite and health restored.

You don't know how much I'm bored.


Refrain 1: 
The sleepless nights,

The daily fights,

The quick toboggan when you reach the 

heights—

I miss the kisses and I miss the bites.

I wish I were in love again!

The broken dates,

The endless waits,

The lovely loving and the hateful hates,

The conversations with the flying plates—

I wish I were in love again!

No more pain,

No more strain,

Now I'm sane, but . . . 

I would rather be gaga!

The pulled-out fur

Of cat and cur

The fine mismating of a him and her—

I've learned my lesson, but I wish I were

In love again!


Refrain 2: 
The furtive sigh,

The blackened eye,

The words “I'll love you till the day I die,”

The self-deception that believes the lie—

I wish I were in love again.

When love congeals

It soon reveals

The faint aroma of performing seals,

The double-crossing of a pair of heels.

I wish I were in love again!


No more care.

No despair.

I'm all there now,

But I'd rather be punch-drunk!

Believe me, sir,

I much prefer

The classic battle of a him and her.

I don't like quiet and I wish I were

In love again!


“Way Out West” 

Verse: 
I'd travel the plains.

In mountain streams I'd paddle.

Over the Rockies I would trail.

I'd hark to the strains

Of cowboys in the saddle—

Not very musical but male.

I've roamed o’er the range with the herd,

Where seldom is heard an intelligent word.


Refrain 1: 
Git along, little taxi, you can keep the 

change.

I'm riding home to my kitchen range

Way out west on West End Avenue.

Oh, I love to listen to the wagon wheels

That bring the milk that your neighbor steals

Way out west on West End Avenue.

Keep all your mountains

And your lone prairie so pretty,

Give me the fountains

That go wrong at Rodeo City.

I would trade your famous deer and antelope

For one tall beer and a cantaloupe

Way out west on West End Avenue.

Yippee-aye-ay!


“My Funny Valentine” 

Verse: 
Behold the way our fine-feathered friend

His virtue doth parade.

Thou knowest not, my dim-witted friend,

The picture thou has made.

Thy vacant brow and thy tousled hair

Conceal thy good intent.

Thou noble, upright, truthful, sincere,

And slightly dopey gent—you’re . . . 
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Refrain: 

My funny Valentine,

Sweet comic Valentine,

You make me smile with my heart.

Your looks are laughable,

Unphotographable,

Yet you’re my favorite work of art.

Is your figure less than Greek?

Is your mouth a little weak?

When you open it to speak

Are you smart?

But don't change a hair for me,

Not if you care for me,

Stay, little Valentine, stay!

Each day is Valentine’s Day.


“Johnny One-Note” 

Verse: 
Johnny could only sing one note 

And the note he sang was this: Ah! 


Refrain: 
Poor Johnny One-Note 

Sang out with gusto 

And just overlorded the place.

Poor Johnny One-Note 

Yelled willy-nilly 

Until he was blue in the face—

For holding one note was his ace.

Couldn’t hear the brass,

Couldn't hear the drum.

He was in a class

By himself, by gum.

Poor Johnny One-Note 

Got in Aïda—

Indeed a great chance to be brave.

He took his one note,

Howled like the North Wind—

Brought forth wind that made critics rave,

While Verdi turned round in his grave! 

Couldn't hear the flute 

Or the big trombone.

Ev’ryone was mute.

Johnny stood alone.


Trio: 
Cats and dogs stopped yapping,

Lions in the zoo 

All were jealous of Johnny's big trill.


Thunderclaps stopped clapping, 

Traffic ceased its roar,

And they tell us Niag'ra stood still.

He stopped the train whistles,

Boat whistles, 

Steam whistles, 

Cop whistles,

All whistles bowed to his skill.


Refrain: 
Sing, Johnny One-Note,

Sing out with gusto

And just overwhelm all the crowd: Ah! 

So sing, Johnny One-Note, out loud! 

Sing, Johnny One-Note!

Sing, Johnny One-Note, out loud!


“The Lady Is a Tramp” 

Verse: 
I've wined and dined on Mulligan stew

And never wished for turkey

As I hitched and hiked and grifted, too,

From Maine to Albuquerque.

Alas, I missed the Beaux Arts Ball, 

And what is twice as sad,

I was never at a party 

Where they honored Noël Ca’ad.

But social circles spin too fast for me.

My Hobohemia is the place to be.


Refrain 1: 
I get too hungry for dinner at eight.

I like the theatre, but never come late.

I never bother with people I hate.

That's why the lady is a tramp.

I don't like crap games with barons and 

earls.

Won’t go to Harlem in ermine and pearls.

Won’t dish the dirt with the rest of the girls.

That’s why the lady is a tramp.

I like the free, fresh wind in my hair,

Life without care.

I'm broke—it’s oke.

Hate California—it’s cold and it’s damp.

That’s why the lady is a tramp.


Refrain 2: 
I go to Coney—the beach is divine.

I go to ball games—the bleachers are fine.

I follow Winchell and read every line.
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That’s why the lady is a tramp.

I like a prizefight that isn't a fake.

I love the rowing on Central Park Lake.

I go to opera and stay wide awake.

That's why the lady is a tramp.

I like the green grass under my shoes.

What can I lose?

I’m flat! That’s that!

I’m alone when I lower my lamp.

That’s why the lady is a tramp.


I’d Rather Be Right (1937) 

“Have You Met Miss Jones?” 

Verse: 
It happened—I felt it happen.

I was awake—I wasn't blind.

I didn't think—I felt it happen,

Now I believe in matter over mind.

And now you see we mustn't wait.

The nearest moment that we marry is too 

late!


Refrain: 
“Have you met Miss Jones?”

Someone said as we shook hands.

She was just Miss Jones to me.

Then I said, “Miss Jones,

You’re a girl who understands

I’m a man who must be free.”

And all at once I lost my breath,

And all at once was scared to death,

And all at once I owned the earth and sky!

Now I’ve met Miss Jones 

and we’ll keep on meeting till we die,

Miss Jones and I.


“Off the Record” 
(These lyrics were written for the 1942 film Yankee 
Doodle Dandy with James Cagney as George M. 
Cohan playing FDR.)


Verse: 
It’s really a wonderful job

For fellows like George, Abe and me, too.

It’s great to shake hands with the mob,

And to hold every kid on your knee, too.

Ev’ry word that I speak goes into headlines;


When I speak, all the papers hold their deadlines.

But I’ve found a way of dropping a hint,

Or a glint of the truth

That the boys cannot print.

For instance . . . 


Refrain: 
When I was courting Eleanor I told her Uncle 

Teddy

I wouldn’t run for President unless the job was 

steady.

Don’t print it—it’s strictly off the record.

We entertained the royalty but we were never 

flustered.

We gave them Yankee hot dogs with Colman’s 

English mustard.

Don’t print it—it’s strictly off the record.

It’s pleasant at the White House, but I’ll tell you 

how I feel:

The food is something terrible—just sauerkraut 

and veal.

If Eleanor would stay at home, I’d get a decent 

meal—

But that’s off the record.

When I go up to Hyde Park, it is not just for the 

ride there.

It’s not that I love Hyde Park, but I love to park 

and hide there.

Don’t print that—it’s strictly off the record.


I sit up in my study writing gags for Mr. Ickes

And insults for the gentlemen who’d love to slip 

him mickeys.

Don’t print that—it’s off the record.

I scrapped the Prohibition Act when we required 

a bracer

And finished up the Boulder Dam to give the boys 

a chaser.

Don’t print it—it’s strictly off the record.

And for my friends in Washington who complain 

about the taxes

Who cares as long as we cannot be axed out of 

the Axis?

Don’t print it—it’s strictly off the record.

I can’t forget how Lafayette helped give us our 

first chance

To win our fight for liberty and now they’ve taken 

France.

We’ll take it back from Hitler and put ants in his 

Japans.

And that’s for the record.
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