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MISCELLANEOUS SONGS 

“Young At Heart” 
Music by Johnny Richards 
For the film Young At Heart (1954) 

Fairy tales can come true,

It can happen to you

If you're young at heart.

For it's hard, you will find,

To be narrow of mind 

If you're young at heart.


You can go to extremes 

With impossible schemes,

You can laugh when your dreams 

Fall apart at the seams,

And life gets more exciting with each passing 

day,

And love is either in your heart or on it's way.


Don't you know that it's worth

Every treasure on earth 

To be young at heart?

For, as rich as you are,

It's much better by far 

To be young at heart.


And if you should survive 

To a hundred and five

Look at all you'll derive 

Out of being alive,

And here is the best part, 

You have a head start

If you are among 

The very young at heart.


“Witchcraft” 
Music by Cy Coleman 

[Verse]

Shades of old Lucretia Borgia!

There’s a devil in you tonight,

’N’ although my heart adores ya,

My head says it rain’t right.

Right to let you make advances, oh no!

Under normal circumstances, I’d go,

But oh!


[Refrain]

Those fingers in my hair,

That sly come-hither stare

That strips my conscience bare,

It's witchcraft.

And I've got no defense for it,

The heat is too intense for it,

What good would common sense for it do?


'Cause it's witchcraft,

Wicked witchcraft.

And although, I know, it's strictly taboo

When you arouse the need in me

My heart says, “Yes indeed” in me,

“Proceed with what you're leadin’ me to!”

It's such an ancient pitch,

But one I wouldn't switch,

'Cause there's no nicer witch than you!


“The Best Is Yet to Come” 
Music by Cy Coleman 

Out of the tree of life 

I just picked me a plum.

You came along and ev-

“Rything’s startin' to hum.

Still, it's a real good bet

The best is yet to come.

The best is yet to come 

And, babe, won't it be fine?

You think you've seen the sun, 

But you ain't seen it shine.

Wait till the warm-up's under way,

Wait till our lips have met,

And wait till you see that sunshine day,

You ain't seen nothin' yet!


The best is yet to come 

And, babe, won't it be fine?

Best is yet to come, 

Come the day you're mine.


I'm gonna teach you to fly,

We've only tasted the wine.

We're gonna drain the cup dry.

Wait till your charms are ripe

For these arms to surround.

You think you've flown before, 

But you ain't left the ground.


Wait till you're locked in my embrace,
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Wait till I draw you near;

Wait till you see that sunshine place,

Ain't nothin' like it here!

The best is yet to come 

And, babe, won't it be fine?

The best is yet to come, 

Come the day you're mine.


“I Walk a Little Faster” 
Music by Cy Coleman 

Up Madison, down Park, 

Ev’ry day and often after dark.


Pretending that we'll meet

Each time I turn a corner, 

I walk a little faster.

Pretending life is sweet

‘Cause love's around the corner, 

I walk a little faster.


Can't begin to see my future shine as yet,

No sign as yet, 

You're mine as yet.

Rushing t'ward a face I can't define as yet,

Keep bumping into walls,

Taking lots of falls.


But even though I meet 

At each and every corner

With nothing but disaster,

I set my chin a little higher, 

Hope a little longer,

Build a little stronger 

Castle in the air;

And thinking you'll be there, 

I walk a little faster.


“Pass Me By” 
Music by Cy Coleman  
For the film Father Goose (1964) 

I got me ten fine toes

To wiggle in the sand.

Lots of idle fingers

Snap to my command.

A lovely pair of heels

That kick to beat the band

Contemplating nature can be fascinating

Add to these a nose that I can thumb,

And a mouth by gum have I.


To tell the whole darn world

If you don't happen to like it,

Deal me out,

Thank you kindly, pass me by.

Pass me by, pass me by

If you don't happen to like it, pass me by.


“When in Rome (I Do As the Romans 
Do)”—Music by Cy Coleman 

[Verse]

Though now and then your problems fall

Within the errant mate department,

Forget the transatlantic call,

Don’t notify the State Department.

For when on foreign shores I am,

Very truly yours I am,

But if inclined to play I am,

Dear heart, that's the way I am.


[Refrain 1]

When in Spain,

For reasons I don't explain,

I remain 

Enjoying a brew;

Don't deplore 

My fondness for fundador,

You know how a fundador 

Can lead to a few.

And baby, when in Rome,

I do as the Romans do!

And though from Italy 

I lie to you prettily,

Why think of me bitterly?

You know that I'm true.

‘Cept now and then in Rome,

I get that old yen in Rome

And nat’rally, when in Rome,

I do as the Romans do!


[Refrain 2]

If perchance 

I'm saying farewell to France,

And romance 

Drops in from the blue;

Chère amour,

I beg of you, please endure

My taking a brief detour 

With somebody new.

It's just that when in Rome,

I do as the Romans do!
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If I write happily

Best wishes from Napoli,

Don't cable me snappily

To tell me we're through.

'Cause once again in Rome,

In somebody's den in Rome,

Well, Pussycat, den in Rome,

I do as the Romans do!

Disregard the signs and the omens,

When in Rome I do 

As the Romans do!


“How Little We Know (How Little It 
Matters)”—Music by Philip Springer 

How little we know,

How much to discover,

What chemical forces flow

From lover to lover?


How little we understand

What touches of that tingle,

That sudden explosion

Wen two tingles intermingle.

Who cares to define

What chemistry this is?

Who cares with your lips on mine 

How ignorant bliss is,

So long as you kiss me

And the world around us shatters?

How little it matters, 

How little we know.

How little we know.


“The Rules of the Road” 
Music by Cy Coleman 

So these are the ropes,

The tricks of the trade,

The rules of the road.

You're one of the dopes

For whom they were made,

The rules of the road.


You follow that kiss

And recklessly miss

A bend of the road.

Then suddenly this:

The end of the road.


So love is a hoax,

A glittering string

Of little white lies,

But these are the jokes,

And what if they bring

The tears to your eyes?


Well, love often shows

A funny return,

The brighter it glows,

The longer you burn,

And Lord only knows

Love has little concern

For the fools of the road!


But that's how it goes,

You live and you learn

The rules of the road! 

“You Fascinate Me So” 
Music by Cy Coleman 

I have a feeling that beneath the little halo on 
your noble head


There lies a thought or two the devil might be 
interested to know.


You're like the finish of a novel that I'll finally 
have to take to bed,


You fascinate me so!


I feel like Christopher Columbus when I'm 
near enough to contemplate


The sweet geography descending from your 
eyebrow to your toe.


The possibilities are more than I can possibly 
enumerate,


That's why you fascinate me so.


So sermonize and preach to me,

Make your sanctimonious little speech to 

me,

But oh, my darling, you’ll forgive my inability 

to concentrate.

I think I'm dealing with a powder keg that's 

just about to blow,

Will the end result deflate me,

Or will you annihilate me?

You fascinate me so!

You aggravate me,

You irritate me,

You fascinate me so!
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SONGS FOR THE STAGE 

Peter Pan (1954) 
Music by Mark Charlap 

“Tender Shepherd” 

Tender shepherd

Tender shepherd

Let me help you hold your sheep

One in the meadow

Two in the garden

Three in the nursery

Fast asleep . . . 


“I’ve Gotta Crow” 

PETER PAN:

Conceited? Not me!

It’s just that I am what I am

And I'm me!

When I look at myself

And I see in myself

All the wonderful things that I see

If I'm pleased with myself

I have ev'ry good reason to be.


I've gotta crow!

I'm just the cleverest fellow

'Twas ever my fortune to know.

I taught a trick to my shadow

To stick to the tip of my toe.

I've gotta crow!


I've gotta brag!

I think it's sweet

I have fingers and feet I can wiggle and wag.

I can climb trees and play tag with the 

breeze

In the meadows below.

I've gotta crow!


If I were a very ordinary

Ev'ry day thing,

I'd never be heard cock-a-doodling

'Round like a bird!


So naturally,

When I discover the cleverness of a 

remarkable me,

How can I hide it

When deep down inside it just tickles me so

That I've gotta let go and crow!


I'm really a rare thing,

Such a fair thing,

I can't keep still!

I'm bursting with pride,

And I just couldn't keep it inside

If I tried so . . . 


Naturally,

When I discover the cleverness of a 

remarkable me,

How can I hide it

When deep down inside it just tickles me so

That I've gotta let go and crow!


“I’m Flying” 

PETER & CHILDREN:

I'm flying

(Flying, flying, flying)

Look at me way up high,

Suddenly here am I

I'm flying.


I'm flying

I can soar

I can weave 

And what's more

I'm not even trying.


High up, and as light as I can be,

I must be a sight lovely to see.


I'm flying.

Nothing will stop me now:

Higher still look at how

I can zoom around,

'Way up off the ground—

I'm flying.


I fly and I'm all over the place;

You try and you fall flat on your face.


I'm flying.

(Flying, flying, flying)
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Over bed, over chair,

Duck your head, clear the air.

Oh, what lovely fun!

Watch me everyone.

Take a look at me

And see how easily it's done.

I'm flying!

Ah, ah, flying!

Like an owl, like a bat,

Or the crow,

It's so satisfying!


I'm whizzing

Through a cloud

Past the star

I'm so proud

Look how far I’ve risen

High over the moon

Higher I fly

Bye, old mister moon,

Bid me goodbye


I'm flying.

(Flying, flying, flying)

Heading far out of sight

Second star to the right

Now the way is clear

Never Land is near

Follow all the air

‘Cause I'm about to disappear

I'm flying!


“I Won’t Grow Up” 

PETER PAN & BOYS:

I won't grow up,

(I won't grow up.)

I don't want to go to school.

(I don't want to go to school.)

Just to learn to be a parrot,

(Just to learn to be a parrot.)

And recite a silly rule.

(And recite a silly rule.)

If growing up means

It would be 

Beneath my dignity to climb a tree,

I'll never grow up, 

Never grow up, 

Never grow up

Not me!

Not I!

Not me!


Not me!


I won't grow up,

I don't want to wear a tie.

And a serious expression

In the middle of July.

And if it means I must prepare

To shoulder burdens with a worried air,

I'll never grow up, 

Never grow up, 

Never grow up,

Not me!

Not I!

Not me!

So there!


Never gonna be a man,

I won't!

Like to see somebody try

And make me.

Anyone who wants to try

And make me turn into a man,

Catch me if you can.

I won't grow up.

Not a penny will I pinch.

I will never grow a mustache,

Or a fraction of an inch.

'Cause growing up is awfuller

Than all the awful things that ever were.

I'll never grow up, 

Never grow up, 

Never grow up,

No sir!

Not I!

Not me,

So there!


I won't grow up!

I will never even try

I will do what Peter tells me,

And I'll never ask him why


We won't grow up!

We will never grow a day,

And if someone tries to make us.

We will simply run away.


I won't grow up!

No, I promise that I won't

I will stay a boy forever,

And be banished if I don't!

And Never Land will always be
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The home of youth and joy

And liberty.

I'll never grow up, 

Never grow up, 

Never grow up

Not me!

Not me!

Not me!

Not me!

No sir!

Not me!


Wildcat (1960) 
Music by Cy Coleman 

“Hey, Look Me Over” 

WILDY & JANIE:

Hey, look me over,

Lend me an ear,

Fresh out of clover,

Mortgaged up to here.

But don’t pass the plate, folks,

Don’t pass the cup;

I figure whenever you’re down and out,

The only way is up.


And I’ll be up like a rosebud,

High on the vine;

Don’t thumb your nose, bud,

Take a tip from mine.

I’m a little bit short of the elbow room,

But let me get me some,

And look out, world, here I come.


Nobody in the world was ever without a 
pray’r;


How can you win the world if nobody knows 
you’re there?


Kid, when you need the crowd, the tickets 
are hard to sell;


Still, you can lead the crowd, if you can get 
up and yell:


Hey, look me over . . . 


“What Takes My Fancy” 

SOOKIE::

Waal, I’ll be swacked and pickled in 

moonshine,

You ain’t such an ornery cuss.


WILDY:

Waal, I’ll be piped and peddled for coal oil.

You ain’t such a gloomy old Gus.


SOOKIE:

Waal, I don’t want ter give yer no idees,

But you might not make a bad wife,

Cookin’ grub and pinin’ up didies,


WILDY:

Hold on, Grampaw, not on yer life!

Them whut treats me girlie

Has ter find out early 

In my mamma’s litter, 

I’m the independent critter.

I likes to do what takes my fancy,

What takes my fancy I likes to do.

And when it comes to things romancy,

What takes my fancy ain’t the likes of you.


SOOKIE:

I likes to do what takes my fancy, 

What takes my fancy, that ain’t no crime.

That there’s what keeps me young and 

prancy,

What takes my fancy I do all the time


WILDY:

Waal, bless my boots and paddle my 

britches

If you ain’t the sociable type.


SOOKIE:

Waal, hootin’ owls and suffering’ pole-cats

If we ain’t a similar stripe.


WILDY:

Waal, don’t let this unravel your undies, 

But you might not make a bad groom.

All cleaned up for company Sundays;


SOOKIE:

Hold on, Sis, you’re sealin’ your doom.

Here’s a tip I’ll give ya,

Partnership I’ll give ya.
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But you ain’t permotin’ me from my 
protective coatin’.


I likes to do what takes my fancy, 

What takes my fancy, I likes to do.

And folks what gives me half a mind ter, 

I’m the kind ter put a bullet through!


WILDY:

I likes to do what takes my fancy,

What takes my fancy I like to do.

And if it makes my pockets fatter, 

It doesn’t matter who I do it to, 

Ah ah ah ah 


SOOKIE: 

Ah ah ah ah 

You’re a dirty rat!


WILDY: 

Ah ah ah ah 

I’ll agree to that!


BOTH:

Ah ah ah ah 

We’re a dirty pair.

Ah ah ah ah 

It’s a love affair.

We likes to do what takes our fancy,

What takes our fancy, that ain’t no yarn.


WILDY: 

If folks object ter how we acks up,

What gets their backs up 

Ain’t no skin off our’n,

We likes to do what takes our fancy,

What takes our fancy, that ain’t no crime.

That there’s what keeps us young and 

prancy,

What takes our fancy

We’ll do all the, 

We’ll do all the 

Summer, winter, spring or fall,

The whole dern tootin’ time

We’ll do it all the time!


Little Me (1962) 
Music by Cy Coleman 

“The Other Side of the Tracks” 

BELLE:

But my heart says, ”Reach for the stars,"

And my heart I cannot deny,

Though it's my hard luck,

That I'm sort of stuck

On the farthest one in the sky.

So my eyes are destined to wander,

And my brain no more to relax,

For there's nothing farther out yonder

Than the other side of the tracks.


On the other side of the tracks,

It's a long and difficult climb,

But the air up there

On the bill of fare

Is a choice of lemon or lime.

And the muscles keeping your nose up

Are the only muscles you tax.

Oh, I envy someone who grows up

On the other side of the tracks.


“The Other Side of the Tracks” 
(Reprise) 

BELLE:

On the other side of the tracks,

That is where I'm going to be.

On the other side

Of that great divide

Between fame and fortune and me.

Gonna put my shadows behind me,

Give my inhibitions the ax,

And tomorrow morning you'll find me

On the other side of the tracks.


On the other side of that line,

Where the life is fancy and free,

Gonna sit and fan

On my fat divan

While the butler buttles the tea.

But for now I'm facing the fences,

And I can't afford to relax,

'Cause the whole kaboodle commences

On the other side of the tracks.
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So I'm off and running

Over the rail,

I'm going gunning

After the quail.

Off and running,

Send me my mail

To that great big world on the other side,

The great big world on the farther side,

The great big world on the other side of the 

tracks.

To that great big world

That'll open wide,

To the great big world

On the other side

Of the tracks.


“I Love You” 

NOBLE:

I love you,

As much as I am able,

Considering I'm wealthy,

Considering you're poor.


BELLE: That's very nice, because I love you.


NOBLE: I know it.


BELLE:

As much as I am able,

Considering your mother

Considers me a boor.

My passion will endure for you.


NOBLE: And I will always love you.


BELLE: My heart I'll keep secure for you.


NOBLE:

Though other girls are so far above you.

To show you

I am democratic,

Considering you're riff-raff

And I am well-to-do,

As Noble

And worthy of the label . . . 


NOBLE & BELLE:

As much as I am able,

I love you!


“I’ve Got Your Number” 

GEORGE:

You've got no time for me.

You've got big things to do.

Well, my sweet chickadee,

I've got hot news for you:


I've got your number,

I know you inside out,

You ain't no Eagle Scout,

You're all at sea.

Oh yes, you brag a lot,

Wave your own flag a lot,

But you're unsure a lot,

You're a lot like me.


Oh, I've got your number

And what you're looking for,

And what you're looking for

Just suits me fine.


We'll break those rules a lot,

We'll be damn fools a lot,

But then, why should we not,

How could we not

Combine when 

I've got your number,

And I've got the glow you've got.

I've got your number

And, baby, you know you've got mine!


“Real Live Girl” 

FRED:

Pardon me, Miss, 

But I've never done this

With a real 

Live 

Girl.

Strayed off the farm 

With an actual arm-

Ful of real 

Live 

Girl.

Pardon me if your affectionate squeeze

Fogs up my glasses and buckles my knees.

I'm simply drowned in the sight and the 

sound and the scent 

And the feel

Of a real 
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Live 

Girl.


SOLDIERS:

Nothing can beat 

Getting swept off your feet

By a real 

Live 

Girl.

Dreams in your bunk 

Don't compare with a hunk

Of a real 

Live 

Girl.

Speaking of miracles, this must be it,

Just when I started to learn how to knit.

I'm all in stitches from finding what riches a 

waltz 

Can reveal

With a real 

Live 

Girl.


I've seen photographs and facsimiles

That have set my head off in a whirl,

But no work of art gets you right in the heart

Like a real

Live 

Girl.


Take your statues of Juno,

And the Venus de My-lo. (Me-lo.)

When a fellow wants you-know, (we know.)

Who wants substitutes? 

I'll overlook everyone in the book

For a real

Sexy Sally or Suzabel.

Take your Venetian or Roman or Grecian 

ideal,

I'll take something more "uzabel."

Girls were like fellas was once my belief;

What a reversal, and what a relief.

I'll take the flowering hat and the towering 

heel and the squeal

Of a real 

Live 

Girl.


Go be a holdout for Helen of Troy,

I am a healthy American boy.

I'd rather gape at the dear little shape of the 

stern and the keel


Of a full-time vocational,

Full-operational

Girl.


“Boom Boom” 

VAL:

Poor Pierrot, I hear him yet

In pursuit of his Pierette,

With the same old urgent message to impart.

What it was, she never found out,

For the point was always drowned out

By the violent cannonading of his heart.

Boom-boom!


He'd say “Pierette . . .”

And clear his throat.

"Lest we forget . . .”

And here I quote:


If the girl (boom-boom!)

And the boy (boom-boom!)

And they get together and they both (boom-

boom!)

C'est la grande  (boom-boom!)

Et la grande  (boom-boom!)

That's the one (boom-boom!) for me.

Oh, a stray (boom-boom!)

Occasionally may

Prove a gay (boom-boom!)

And carry you away.

But the prime (boom-boom!)

That's sublime (boom-boom!)

Won't be true,

Not if you

All the time (boom-boom!)

What I mean is, ma cherie,

Save la grande boom-boom!—for me.


Oh, a stray (boom-boom!)

Occasionally may

Prove a gay (boom-boom!)

And carry you away.

But the dream (boom-boom!)

That's supreme (boom-boom!)

Is for two

People who

Like a team (boom-boom!)

What I mean is, ma cherie,

Save la grande boom-boom!—for me.
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How Now, Dow Jones (1967) 
Music by Elmer Bernstein 

“Shakespeare Lied” 

GILMAN:

Shakespeare lied

When Juliet died

Romeo didn’t get up and commit another 

suicide


KATE: What did he do?


GILMAN:

He got over it

He caught a little flu


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

But he got over it

And so will you

You’ll get over it


GILMAN:

A person with a gripe

Instead of considering taking the pipe

Should take the spiel

Of poor Camille


CYNTHIA:

What do you think was the story

Before they cut the final reel?


KATE: Haven’t a clue.


CYNTHIA:

She got over it

She gave up cigarettes.


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

And she got over it

And so will you

You’ll get over it


GILMAN: What gives the fatal shove


CYNTHIA: Is very rarely love


GILMAN: 

The tears that overtake ya

And ache ya in the trachea


Don’t kill ya till they make ya old and grey


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

You’ll get over it

You‘ll get over it

It’s ten to one to go away.


CYNTHIA:

One hot spark

Hit Joan of Arc

Would you believe that the lady would burn

Without a last remark?


KATE: What did she say?


CYNTHIA:

Get me out of it

I’ve had a change of heart


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

So get me out of it

And so will you

You’ll get over it


GILMAN:

So face a gun barrage

Or knock ourself off in your neighbor’s 

garage


GILMAN:

But this one last gasp 

And this you’ll grasp

Did she intend it was really the end

When Cleo clutched her asp?


CYNTHIA:

Not on your life

None the worse for it


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

She even made a stunning

Lizard purse from it

And as for you

What’s to curse from it?


KATE:

From feeling sort of sick

I’ll later get a kick


ALL:

From love we all may suffer

But if we weren’t tougher
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There wouldn’t be enough around to say

You’ll get over it

You’ll get over it

Unless you go out and get struck

By lightning or by a truck

It’s guaranteed with your hard luck to go—


KATE:

That’s very nice to know.


GILMAN & CYNTHIA:

—Away!


KATE:

Take your advice and go.


“Step to the Rear” 

MRS. MILLHAUSEN:

Will everyone here 

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way—

Here’s where we separate the notes from the 

noise

The men from the boys


MRS. CALLAHAN:

The rose from the poison ivy


WIDOWS:

Back in the bunch

I came up with a hunch

This was your up and at ‘em day

It’s one of those spells

When you hear the right bells

And your horoscope tells you to say

Will everyone here

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way


CHARLEY:

I hear those trumpets

Begin to blare

And now I’m Washington upon the Delaware:


WIDOWS:

Will everyone here

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way.

Here’s where we separate the duck from the 

quack

The ace from the pack


MRS. CALLAHAN:

The pip from the Mackintoshes


WIDOWS:

Back in the group

I came up with the scoop

This was the time to rise and say—


CHARLEY:

I’ve got in my eye

Such a jubilant sky

That the Fourth of July will seem gray—


CHARLEY & WIDOWS: 

Will everyone here

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way.


As our investments begin to grow

To quote form Davy Crockett at the Alamo

Will everyone here 

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way


ALL: 

Here he comes

And things are thumbs up

He shows the bums up

All down the way

Here he comes

A heck of a feller

But follow his smeller

I’d say O.K.

There he goes

And boy it shows ya up on your toes

You can’t go a-stray

So get in step

Behind a rep for vim and pep

And dear old-fashioned guts and gumption

Caviar and pheasant for dinner

A winner will lead the way.


Will everyone here

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way.

Here where we separate the note from the 

noise

The men from the boys

The rose from the poison ivy


Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 11 12



The Women of Broadway 101:  
Lyrics of Carolyn Leigh  

Back in the bunch

I came up with a hunch

This was an up and at ‘em day

It’s one of those spells

When you hear the right bells

And your horoscope tells you to say

Will everyone here

Kindly step to the rear

And let a winner lead the way!

Charley!


“Rich Is Better” 

VARIOUS CHARACTERS:

I awoke this morning in my push-button

Neiman-Marcus bed 

La la la la


I caressed the sables that had died

To provide me with a spread

La la la la la la


And I don’t know if I ever thought of it

Quite this way before

But I woke this morning with a loud clear

Conclusion in my head

Which said—


Rich is better

Hmmmmm

Rich is better

Hmmmmm 

Young has its advantages yes, but

Rich is better—


To be loved is a thing to be greatly desired

But I’d swap at the drop of a lash

For the long narrow look that reveals you’re 

admired

For your cold hard sexy cash


Not to have to watch the taxi meter

Makes life sweeter


Healthy has its attributes but it’s

No world-beater—

In the simple opinion

Of the unwashed dominion

To remain poor but honest is divine

But rich rich rich rich is much much better in 

mine


Rich, let’s face it	 Nothing can be greater

I embrace it	 	 When you want to tip the	

	 	 	    waiter

Sexy may be popular	 With a little more than 	 	

	 	 	    just a friendly smile

But a wad can grace it	 Or when to compensate, 

	 	 	 	    you 

	 	 	 	 Buy a yacht to separate 	

	 	 	    you

	 	 	 	 From the rank and file


You may not be enthralled to be bald

Fat and Forty

But a dame will exclaim what a beaut!


When the whole shootin’ match saunters

Out on a sortie

In a pin-striped Dunhill suit

Not to mention the

Sublime persuasion

Money offers on that

Rare occasion 

When may-hap you’re facing a rap for tax 

evasion


In your book it may be written

That a guy who is quittin’

With a dollar ninety-eight is doing fine

But rich rich rich is much much better in 

mine!

Filthy rich is better

Filthy rich is better

But rich rich rich

Is much much better in mine!
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