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WORKS FOR THE STAGE

Miss Liberty (1949)

“Let’s Take an Old-Fashioned Walk”

HORACE — Verse 1:

Some couples go for a buggy ride
When they start caring a lot,
Others will bicycle side by side
Out to some romantic spot.

But when you haven't a sou,
There's only one thing to do.

Chorus:

Let's take an old-fashioned walk;

I'm just bursting with talk—

What a tale could be told

If we went for an old-fashioned walk!

Let's take a stroll through the park,

Down a lane where it's dark,

And a heart that's controlled

May relax on an old-fashioned walk.

| know for a couple who seem to be miles
apart,

There's nothing like walking and having a
heart-to-heart.

| know a girl who declined,

Couldn't make up her mind—

She was wrapped up and sold

Coming home from an old-fashioned walk.

MONIQUE — Verse 2:

| used to dream of a millionaire
Handsome and rich from the States,
Taking me out for a breath of air,
Saying, "The carriage awaits.”

But since you haven't a sou,

And | have nothing to do—

[Repeat chorus]
“You Can Have Him”

MAIZIE—Chorus 1:
You can have him, | don’t want him—

He's not worth fighting for;

Besides, there's plenty more

Where he came from.

| don't want him, you can have him—
I'm giving him the sack,

And he can go right back

Where he came from.

| could never make him happy;

He'd be better off with you.

I'm afraid | never loved him;

All | ever wanted to do was

Run my fingers thru his curly locks,
Mend his underwear and darn his socks,
Fetch his slippers and remove his shoes,
Wipe his glasses when he read the news,
Rub his forehead with a gentle touch
Mornings after when he's had too much,
Kiss him gently when he cuddled near,
Give him babies one for ev'ry year—

So you see

| don't want him, you can have him,

You can have him, | don't want him,

For he's not the man for me.

MONIQUE —Chorus 2:

You can have him, | don't want him—

He's not worth fighting for;

Besides there's plenty more

Where he came from.

| don't want him, you can have him—

He isn't my concern.

And he can just return

Where he came from.

| would look a trifle silly

Taking him away from you.

That was never my intention;

All | ever wanted to do was

Close the window while he soundly slept,

Raid the icebox where the food is kept,

Cook a breakfast that would please him
most,

Eggs and coffee and some buttered toast,

Wake him gently with a breakfast tray,

After breakfast clear the things away,

Bring the papers and when they've been
read,

Spend the balance of the day in bed—

So you see

| don't want him, you can have him,

You can have him, | don't want him,

For he's not the man for me.
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“The Policeman’s Ball’”

MAISIE & ENSEMBLE —/ntroduction:
Tickets for one and all.
For the Policemen's Ball.

Chorus:

Fifty cents for a gent and his bundle

Will admit you to the Policemen's Ball.

Fifty cents and you're all set to trundle

Arm in arm and dance all around the hall.

Dancing round, gettin' hot 'neath the collar—

If it starts to wilt from the lack of starch,

There'll be six you can buy for a dollar,

And you'll have a spare for the big Grand
March.

All ev’ning they'll be tripping the light
fantastic—

Watch their suspenders stretching the old
elastic,

Each dressed up in a suit made of cotton,

Patent-leather shoes that are much too
small.

But who cares? That'll soon be forgotten,

Dancing at the Policemen's Ball.

“Give Me Your Tired, Your Poor”
Lyrics by Emma Lazarus (the final lines of her
sonnet “The New Colossus”)

MONIQUE & ENSEMBLE:

“Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe
free,

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to
me,

| lift my lamp beside the golden door!”

Call Me Madam (1950)

“The Hostess with the Mostes’ on the
Ball”

MRS. SALLY ADAMS — Verse:

| was born on a thousand acres

Of Oklahoma land;

Nothing grew on the thousand acres,

For it was gravel and sand.

One day Father started digging in a field,
Hoping to find some soil.

He dug and he dug, and what do you think?
Oil, oil, oil.

The money rolled in and | rolled out

With a fortune piled so high.

Washington was my destination,

And now who am I?

Chorus 1:

I'm the chosen party giver

For the White House clientele,

And they know that | deliver

What it takes to make 'em jell,

And in Washington I'm known by one and all
As the hostess with the mostes' on the ball.
They would go to Elsa Maxwell

When they had an ax to grind;

They could always grind their ax well

At the parties she designed.

But the hatchet grinders now prefer to call
On the hostess with the mostes' on the ball.
I've a great big bar

And good caviar,

Yes, the best that can be found,

And a large amount

In my bank account

When election time comes ‘round.

If your thoughts are presidential,

You can make it, yes, indeed;

There are just three things essential:

Let me tell you all you need

Is an ounce of wisdom and a pound of gall
And the hostess with the mostes' on the ball.

Chorus 2:

Entertaining vodka drinkers

Is a job they give to me;

Making nice guys out of stinkers

Seems to be my cup of tea.

What they really need behind the iron wall
Is the hostess with the mostes’ on the ball.
There’s a book of regulations

As to who sits next to who,

But there may be complications

When the blue blood’s not so blue;

So the priestess with the leastes’protocol
Is the hostess with the mostes’ on the ball.
An ambassador

Has just reached the shore;
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He's a man of many loves,

An important gent

From the Orient,

To be handled with kid gloves.

He can come and let his hair down

Have the best time of his life,

Even bring his new affair down,

Introduce her as his wife,

But she mustn't leave her panties in the hall

For the hostess with the mostes' on the ball.

Chorus 3:

I’ve been highly complimented,

And | thank you; what is more,

You’ll be damned well represented

By your new ambassador,

For my one ambition is to make them fall

For the hostess with the mostes’ on the ball.

In the handbag that I’ll carry

There’s a precious little note

To Their Highnesses from Harry;

Introducing me, he wrote.

“I’ll appreciate a favor, large or small,

For the hostess with the mostes’ on the
ball.”

“There’ll be not mistakes—

I’'ve got what it takes

To make friends across the sea.

Il make bein’ smart

An important part

Of my foreign policy.

I’ll cement our good relations

When | give my first affair;

There’ll be special invitations

To the duke and duchess there.

Who'’s already written asking them to call?

Not the priestess

With the leastes’,

But the hostess

With the mostes’,

With the mostes’ on the ball.

“Washington Square Dance”

SALLY:

Square dance,

The Washington Square Dance—
Republicans make up with the Democrats,
Show those foreign diplomats

That you dare dance

The Washington Square Dance.

No matter what side you're on

Or where you stand,

Take your partner by the hand

And each pair dance

The Washington Square Dance.

The theme is a get-together policy —

Show our friends across the sea

It's a fair dance,

The Washington Square Dance.

The rules are the same as cricket, golf or
squash—

No fair cheating, 'cause

The Washington Square Dance

Is square.

Patter:

Bow to your partners,

Bow to your corners,

Dance till your cheeks are red as a rose
But try not to step on your partner's toes.
Now duck for the oyster,

Dig for the clam,

Duck for the oyster,

Dig for the clam,

But do your digging for Uncle Sam—
One for the money,

Two for the show,

One for the money,

Two for the show,

And three to get ready for Uncle Joe.
Republicans over to the right,

Democrats over to the left

The left meet the right and don't explode—
Try to find the middle of the road, and

Square dance,

The Washington Square Dance.

The rules are the same as cricket, golf or
squash—

No fair cheating, 'cause

The Washington Square Dance

Is square.

Hi! Hi!

Do, do, do, do,

Do, do, do, do, do, do.
Hi, babe, whaddaya say?
Change your partners—
Square dance.

[repeat patter section]
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Be careful, you'll have to watch your step, by
gosh—

No round heels, because

The Washington Square Dance

Is square.

“Can You Use Any Money Today?”

SALLY —Chorus 1:

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

Can you use any money today?

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

Nice new bills that we’re giving away?

There are photographs on every one,

Lincoln, Grant, and Washington,

Or you might like the ones with Henry Clay—

Can you use any money today?

Two million, four millions, six million, eight
million, ten—

Take what you want, when it’s gone you can
come back again.

Bills that haven’t been printed yet,

You can have them by the sack;

Coins that haven’t been minted yet

That you never have to give back.

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

Uncle Sam puts it right on the line,

And if we ever run out of checks for him to
sign,

You can have mine,

All of mine,

You can have mine.

Chorus 2:

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

Can you use any dollars today?

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

We’ve so much that it gets in our way.

In our treasury there’s a mighty sum,

Millions we’ve subtracted from,

The envelopes that hold our take-home
pay—

Can you use any money today?

Home in the States, underground, there’s a
cave full of gold;

Back up a truck and we’ll fill it with all it can
hold.

Take ten million and please don’t fuss

If you find it can’t be spent;

You can loan it right back to us

And we’ll pay you seven percent.

Money, money, money, money, money,
money —

Uncle Sam puts it right on the line,

And if that feller with whiskers ever should
decline,

You can have mine,

All of mine,

You can have mine.

“Marrying for Love”

COSMO CONTANTINE — Verse:

Ten generations of Constantines
Lived very comf'table lives.

They were contented to live in style
Supported by their wives.

Daughters of men who were wealthy
Fitted them like a glove.

They all married for money;

| mean to marry for love.

Chorus:

It's an old-fashioned idea,
Marrying for love;

And that old-fashioned idea's
What I'm thinking of.

Where there's love, poets have said,
Two can live as one;

That's an old-fashioned idea,
But it's being done.

If she must have gold,

Let it be in her hair;

Rubies,

Let them be in her lips;
Diamonds,

Let them shine in her eyes.
Just an old-fashioned romance
With a moon above,

A romance, one that will end
Marrying for love—

That’s the kind of love

That I’m thinking of.

SALLY:
It's an old-fashioned idea,
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Marrying for love;

And that old-fashioned idea's
What I'm thinking of.

Where there's love, poets have said,
Two can live as one;

That's an old-fashioned idea,
But it's being done.

When | find the man

That I'm crazy about,

There's much more that

| could do without,

But |

Wouldn't do without love.

Just an old-fashioned romance
With a moon above,

A romance, one that will end
Marrying for love—

That’s the kind of love

That I’'m thinking of.

“It’s A Lovely Day Today”

KENNETH GIBSON—Chorus 1:
It's a lovely day today,

So whatever you've got to do
You've got a lovely day
Todoitin,

That's true.

And | hope whatever you've got to do
Is something that can be done by two,
For I'd really like to stay.

It's a lovely day today,

And whatever you've got to do,
I'd be so happy

To be doing it

With you.

But if you've got something
That must be done,

And it can only be

Done by one,

There is nothing more to say,
Except it's a lovely day

For saying

It's a lovely day.

PRINCESS MARIA—Chorus 2
It's a lovely day today,

And whatever |'ve got to do,
I've got a lovely day
Todoitin,

That's true.

But perhaps whatever I've got to do
Is something that can be done by two
If it is then you could stay.

It's a lovely day today,

But you're probably busy too,

So | suppose there’s

Nothing we

Can do.

For if you've got something

That must be done

And it can only be

Done by one,

There is nothing more to say,
Except it's a lovely day

For saying

It's a lovely day,

KENNETH—Chorus 3:

It's a lovely day today

If you've something that must be done,
Now don't forget two heads

Are better than

Just one.

And besides, I'm certain if you knew me,
You'd find I'm very good company —
Won't you kindly let me stay?

[dialogue]

KENNETH:
There is nothing more to say

BOTH:

Except it's a lovely day
For saying

It's a lovely day.

“Something to Dance About”

SALLY & DANCERS — Verse:

An old hand at giving parties,
And I've learned an awful lot.
The best reason for a party—
And what keeps it boiling hot
An occasion when you've got

Chorus:

Something to dance about,
Someone to dance it with,
Something to dance it to,
To a fox-trot or a waltz.
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Put on your dancing shoes—
Here comes some happy news.
Break up in twos and twos

To a fox-trot or a waltz.

You and someone have parted
And your lonely heart yearns
While you're there broken-hearted
Suddenly he returns.

That's something to dance about
With someone to dance it with,
Pick something to dance it to,

To a fox-trot or a waltz.

“You’re Just in Love”

KENNETH—Chorus 1:

| hear singing and there's no one there;
| smell blossoms and the trees are bare;
All day long | seem to walk on air—

| wonder why,

| wonder why.

| keep tossing in my sleep at night,
And what's more I've lost my appetite;
Stars that used to twinkle in the skies
Are twinkling in my eyes—

| wonder why.

SALLY —Chorus 2:

You don't need analyzing;

It is not so surprising

That you feel very strange but nice.
Your heart goes pitter patter;,

| know just what's the matter
Because I've been there once or twice.
Put your head on my shoulder;
You need someone who's older,

A rubdown with a velvet glove.
There is nothing you can take

To relieve that pleasant ache—
You're not sick, you're just in love.

[Repeat Chorus 1 and Chorus 2 together as
counter-melodies.]

Mr. President (1962)

“Let’s Go Back to the Waltz”

NELL (THE FIRST LADY):
Let’s go back to the waltz,
Take me back to the waltz.
Let’s journey back to the past,
Back when the world wasn’t
Turning so fast.

When the tempo was slow,

In the long, long ago.

How | yearn,

How [ long to return

To the golden days of the waltz.

“In Our Hide-away”

PRESIDENT & FIRST LADY:
In our hide-away,

Far from all the fuss

That bothers us,

We'll hide away,

We two.

In our hide-away

We'll be all alone,

No telephone

To worry me

Or you.

We will have a ball,

Busy doin' nothing at all.
In our hide-away,

We will lock the door

And throw away the key —
What a holiday

Our hide-away

Will be!

“The Secret Service”

LESLIE (President’s Daughter)—Chorus 1:
The Secret Service

Makes me nervous—

When | am dating,

They are waiting

To observe us.

When | get ready

To hold steady
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For the kiss he’ll plant,
The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | can’t.

They're always spying,
No denying;

They're always peeping,
Gumshoe-creeping,
Private eye-ing.

When I'm beginning

To give-inning

Like a maiden aunt,

The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | can’t.

I've been exposed beyond control,
Just like a goldfish in a bowl.
The Pres’dent's daughter
Must drink water,

No drink of Scotch—
She might do what

She hadn't oughter.
When I'm ignited,

So excited

That | start to pant,

The Secret Service
Makes me nervous
When my lamps are lit
And | say, "This is it!” —
The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | can’t.

Chorus 2

The Secret Service
Makes me nervous—
Those White House dicks
Get all their kicks

When they observe us.
Just as | wind up,

Make my mind up

Not to say | won't,

The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | don’t.

When things look rosy,
They get nosey;

They'll say, “There's Tootsie
Playing footsie,

Very cozy.”

My pulse goes higher,

I'm on fire,

Shaking at the knees—
The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | freeze.

Whatever | may do or say
Will be reported the next day.
When I’'m reported,

It’s distorted;

They don't see clearly
When I'm merely

Being courted.

When I'm just necking,
Simply pecking

With a Cary Grant,

They stand behind me
To remind me

Who and what | am
When | don't give a damn—
The Secret Service
Makes me nervous

And | can’t.

“Pigtails and Freckles”

PAT (SECRET SERVICE AGENT):
Pigtails and freckles,

Braces on your teeth—

Who would have thought

You would turn out so beautiful?
Awkward and bashful,

Scared right from the start—
Who would have thought

You would turn out so smart?
Changes, many changes,

Since | first looked at you;
Funny, very funny,

What a few years can do.
Pigtails and freckles,

Braces on your teeth—

Who would have thought
They'd become so sublime?

| would have thought,

For | thought so

All the time.
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“Empty Pockets Filled with Love”

PAT —Verse 1:

Empty pockets

But a heart full of love,

A heart full of love

For you.

Cash, not any,

Not one red penny,

But kisses many

For you.

Empty pockets

But a heart beating fast,

As fast as the stars above.
Please say that you'll get by with
Just a guy with

Empty pockets filled with love

LESLIE—Interlude:

| don’t want silver,

| don’t want gold—

| just want love,

But then I’ve been told—

Chorus 2:

You can't eat love,

You can't drink love,

You can't wear love

Like you would a gown.
Don’t trust love,

For just love

Won't pay for caviar,

Won't buy that motorcar

Or a house in town.

You can't spend love,

You can't lend love,

You must end love

When the chips are down.
Love flies out the window
When there's nothing to eat,
Nothing to drink,

Nothing to wear but a frown
And the chips are down.

[Two choruses sung together as
countermelodies.]

“This Is a Great Country”

PRESIDENT & ENSEMBLE — Verse:

Patriotism has gone out of fashion;

We seem to think our patriotic days are
dead.

We used to sing of our homeland with
passion,

But now we seem to shy away from it
instead.

| think it's time to hit the nail right on the
head.

Chorus:

This is a great country,

A great country,

So let's shout it clear and loud.

Take a look

In your hist'ry book

And you'll see why we should be proud.
Hats off to America,

The home of the free and the brave—
If this is flag waving,

Flag waving,

Do you know of a better flag to wave?

You’ve seen the characters in our plot,
And you have recognized who they’re not.
Not the Roosevelts,

Not the Trumans,

Not the Eisenhowers, no—

This was not that kind of show.

Not the Kennedys,

No, not the Kennedys,

Just an ordinary President singing:
Hats off to America,

The home of the free and the brave—
If this is flag waving

Flag waving,

Do you know of a better flag to wave?
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WORKS FOR THE SCREEN

Ask me when will the day be—
The big day may be tonight.

Easter Parade (1948)

White Christmas (1954)

“It Only Happens When | Dance with
You”

DON—Chorus:

It only happens when | dance with you—

That trip to heaven till the dance is through.

With no one else do the heavens seem quite
SO near;

Why does it happen dear, only with you?

Two cheeks together can be so divine,

But only when those cheeks are yours and
mine.

I've danced with dozens of others the whole
night through,

But the thrill that comes with spring

When anything could happen,

That only happens with you.

“Steppin’ Out With My Baby”

DON— Verse:

If | seem to scintillate,

It’'s because I've got a date,

A date with a packageof]

The good things that come with love.
You don’t have to ask me

Why | feel sublime, I’'m

Chorus:

Steppin' out with my baby—

Can't go wrong 'cause I'm in right.

It's for sure, not for maybe

That I'm all dressed up tonight.

Steppin' out with my honey —

Can't be bad to feel so good.

Never felt quite so sunny,

And | keep on knockin' wood;

There'll be smooth sailin’ ‘cause I'm trimmin
my sails

In my top hat and my white tie and my tails.

Steppin' out with my baby—

Can't go wrong 'cause I'm in right.

“Sisters”

Sisters, sisters—

There were never such devoted sisters.

Never had to have a chaperone, no sir,

I'm there to keep my eye on her.

Caring, sharing

Ev’ry little thing that we are wearing.

When a certain gentleman arrived from
Rome,

She wore the dress and | stayed home.

All kinds of weather, we stick together,

The same in the rain or sun.

Two diff'rent faces, but in tight places

We think and we act as one.

Those who've seen us

Know that not a thing could come between
us;

Many men have tried to split us up but no
one can.

Lord help the mister who comes between me
and my sister—

And Lord help the sister who comes
between me and my man.

“Count Your Blessings Instead of
Sheep”

When I'm worried and | can't sleep,

| count my blessings instead of sheep,

And | fall asleep counting my blessings.

When my bankroll is getting small,

| think of when | had none at all

And | fall asleep counting my blessings.

| think about a nurs’ry,

And | picture curly heads,

And one by one | count them

As they slumber in their beds.

If you're worried and you cant sleep,

just count your blessings instead of sheep

and you'll fall asleep counting your
blessings.
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MISCELLANEOUS SONG

“Mr. Monotony” (or “Mrs. Monotony”)
Written in 1948 for Easter Parade (cut), then
included in Miss Liberty (cut), then set for Call Me
Madam (cut), and considered for There’s No
Business Like Show Business (not used). Finally
appeared on Broadway in 1988 in Jerome
Robbins’ Broadway.

Playing on his slide trombone,

In a certain monotone,

He was known as Mister Monotony.

Any pleasant interlude

That would mean a change of mood

Didn't go with Mister Monotony.

Sometimes he would change the key,

But the same dull melody

Would emerge from Mister Monotony.

Folks for miles would run away;

Only one preferred to stay:

She would come around and say:

"Have you got any monotony today?"

They got married as they should,

And around the neighborhood

She was known as “Missus. Monotony.”

They were happy as could be,

And they raised a family,

Six or seven little Monotonies.

From another village came a snappy
clarineter;

She heard him play and, strange to say, she
liked him better—

"Twas the end of Mister Monotony.

Soon there came another bride,

And she snuggled to his side,

But he answered when she cried

"Have you got any monotony today?,”

“Haven’t got any monotony today —

Can’t play

Today.

Haven’t got any

Monotony today.”
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