
The Women of Broadway 101:  
Fun Home (2013): Selected Songs 

Lyrics by Lisa Kron • Music by Jeanine Tesori 

NOTE: The lead character of Alison is played 
by three actors, denoted “Alison” (43-year-
old adult), “Medium Alison” (college under-
graduate), and “Small Alison” (preteen). 

“It All Comes Back” (Opening) 

SMALL ALISON:

Daddy, hey, Daddy, 

Come here, okay? 

I need you.

What are you doing

I said come here

You need to do what I tell you to do

Listen to me

Daddy

Come here, hey, right here

Right now, you’re making mad

Listen to me

Listen to me

Listen to me


I wanna play airplane

I wanna play airplane

I wanna play airplane


I wanna put my arms out and fly

Like the Red Baron in the Sopwith Camel!

No, wait—

Like Superman up in the sky

‘Til I can see all of Pennsylvania


BRUCE [spoken]: Hey, gimme a hand.


SMALL ALISON: What’d’ja get, Daddy?


ALISON: Right, right, right.


BRUCE:

It’s from Clyde Gibbon’s barn. What a haul. 
He said, “Take what you want.” I said, 
“Clyde, are you sure?” He said, “It’s all junk 
to me,” so I said, “Okay, Clyde, okay.” Come 
on, take a look. You go to auctions, yard 
sales, comb the dump. and crap, there’s 
crap, there’s crap, there’s— hey! What’s this?


SMALL ALISON: More crap?


BRUCE: No.

[sings] 


Linen

This is linen

Gorgeous Irish linen

See how I can tell?

Right here, this floating thread, you see?

That’s what makes it damask.

And the weight, the weight, this drape

And the pattern, crisp and clear

See how it’s made from matte and shine

It’s tattered here, but all the rest

How beautiful, how fine


[spoken] Okay, okay . . . What else . . . 
Crap. . . crap . . . Dead mouse.


SMALL ALISON: Ooh, can I have it?


BRUCE: It’s all yours. What’s this?


[sings]:

Silver?

Is this silver?

Is this junk, or silver?

With polish we can tell

I love how tarnish melts away opening to 

luster

And the mark, is there a mark?

Yes, this stamp, you see right here?

That’s how the craftsman leaves a sign

That he was here and made his work

So beautiful, so fine


This has traveled continents to get here

And crossed an ocean of time

And somehow landed in this box

Under a layer of grime

I can’t abide romantic notions of some vague 

“long ago”

I want to know what’s true

Dig deep into who 

And what and why and when

Until now gives way to then


ALISON [spoken]: 

Did you ever imagine I’d hang on to your 
stuff, Dad? Me either. But I guess I always 
knew that someday I was going to draw you. 
In cartoons. Yes, Dad, I know you think 
cartoons are silly, but I draw cartoons. And I 
need real things to draw from because I 
don’t trust memory. 


Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 1 10



The Women of Broadway 101:  
Fun Home (2013): Selected Songs 

Lyrics by Lisa Kron • Music by Jeanine Tesori 

[sings] 

But, God, this thing is ghastly

You were so ecstatic when you found it 

At a yard sale—no, no, wait—in Mr. Gibbon’s 

barn

It all comes back, it all comes back, it all 

comes back

There’s you

And there’s me

But now I’m the one who’s forty-three and 

stuck.

I can’t find my way through

Just like you

Am I just like you?


BRUCE & ALISON:

I want to know what’s true

Dig deep into who

And what and why and when

Until now gives way to then


SMALL ALISON:

Daddy, hey, Daddy, come here, okay?

I need you

Airplane, I wanna play airplane


BRUCE:

What is true

This has traveled 

To get here

Beautiful

Beautiful is

What is true


ALISON:

What is true

I wanna play


[spoken]: 

Caption: My dad and I were exactly alike.


SMALL ALISON: I see everything!


ALISON [spoken]: 

Caption: My dad and I were nothing alike.


SMALL ALISON: I’m Superman!


ALISON: My dad and I . . . My dad and I . . . 


SMALL ALISON:

Daddy, come back!


“Welcome to Our House on Maple 
Avenue” 

HELEN:

He wants the Hepplewhite suite chairs back 

in the parlor

Move the G.I. Joe, it can’t be on the floor.

He wants the Dresden figurines back in the 

breakfront

A Slinky messes up the period decor

Get the Lemon Pledge and dust the—

These should face the same direction—

He wants it vacuumed

The surface gleaming

He wants it closer to the door


He wants—

He wants—

He wants—


He wants the brass candelabra set at an 
angle


The crayons and the glue should go back in 
the drawer


He wants the bust of Quixote square on the 
mantel


Sweep that lint away, it’s what a broom is for

Gently wipe the eucalyptus

Polish up the crystal prisms

When he comes down here

He wants it ready

We’ve got to get it done before . . . 


He wants—

He wants—

He wants—


BRUCE [spoke]: Where’s my bronzing stick?


HELEN: It’s in the—


ALISON:

Welcome to our house on Maple Avenue

See how we polish and we shine

We rearrange and realign

Everything is balanced and serene

Like chaos never happens if it’s never seen.
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ALISON & HELEN:

Every need, we anticipate and fill.

And still—


HELEN & KIDS:

He wants the real feather-duster used on the 

bookcase

Find all the books we read, and carefully 

restore

He wants them alphabetized by classification

A volume out of place could start a third 

world war

That’s an inch out of position

Watch it, that’s a first edition


What are we missing?

What have we left out?

When he comes down here what’s in store?


He wants—

He wants—

He wants—


Welcome to our house on Maple Avenue.

See how we polish and we shine

We rearrange and realign

Everything is balanced and serene

Like chaos never happens if it’s never seen.


WHOLE FAMILY:

We’re a typical family quintet


HELEN: And yet—


BRUCE:

Not too bad, if I say so myself

I might still break a heart or two

Sometimes the fire burns so hot 

I don’t know what I’ll do

Not too bad, if I say so myself


BRUCE & ALISON:

Not too bad.


BRUCE [spoken]: Mrs. Bochner, pleasure to 
meet you. Come on in. Obviously still a work 
in progress. Yes, yes, I did all the work 
myself That’s how we were able to afford the 
place. No no, historic restoration is an 
avocation, but that’s flattering. I teach 
English at Beach Creek High, and the 

Bechdel Funeral Home is our family 
business. So I’m also a funeral director. 


HELEN & KIDS: [Sung behind Bruce’s 
monologue above]:

What is he after? 

What are we doing?

Right foot is tapping

That means he’s stewing

Stay very still and maybe we’ll please him

Make one wrong move and demons will 

seize him

Try hard

What else is family for?


ALISON:

It all comes back. It all comes back


 BRUCE [spoken]

You have a keen eye! This, I found yesterday 
at the dump. Isn’t it? Actually I believe 
Rococo Revival. Absolutely, would you like 
one with the family? Kids? Mrs. Bochner 
would like to take a photo!


ROY: Hello? Anybody home?*


BRUCE: Be there in a minute! Young man. 
Helps out with the yard work.


HELEN & KIDS: 

He wants—

He wants—

He wants—


ALISON [spoken]:

He wants more.


Caption: My dad and I both grew up in the 
same small Pennsylvania town, and he was 
gay, and I was gay, and he killed himself, and 
I . . . became a lesbian cartoonist.
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“Come to the Fun Home” 

JOHN:

Your uncle died

You're feeling low

You've got to bury your mama

But you don't know where to go

Your papa needs his final rest

You got, you got, you got to give them the 

best


SMALL ALISON:

Come to the Fun Home


JOHN:

That’s the Bechdel Funeral Home, baby


SMALL ALISON & CHRISTIAN:

The Bechdel Fun Home


JOHN:

Next to Johnson's Department Store


KIDS:

In Beach Creek!

The Bechdel Fun Home

We take dead bodies every day of the week, 

so, 

You've got no reason to roam

Use the Bechdel Funeral Home


What it is, what it is

Hoo hoo

What it is, what it is

Now, baby


JOHN: Here come da judge, here come da 
judge, baby


SMALL ALISON & CHRISTIAN:

Sock it to me, sock it to me, sock it to me, 

sock it to me, sock it to me, sock it to 
me, sock it to me, baby


CHRISTIAN:

Our caskets are satin-lined

And we got so many models

Guaranteed to blow your mind

You know our mourners—


KIDS: So satisfied


CHRISTIAN: They like, they like, they like


KIDS:

Our formaldehyde!

Yeah!

Here at the Fun Home


That's the Bechdel funeral Home, baby

Come to the Fun Home

We got Kleenex and your choice of psalm

Stop by the Fun Home

Think of Bechdel when you need to embalm

You've got no reason to roam

Use the Bechdel Funeral Home


What it is, what it is

Hoo, hoo, hoo

What it is, what it is

Hoo, hoo


CHRISTIAN:

Tell ‘em what we got

Tell ‘em what we got, Tito

What else have we got?

What else have we got, you guys?


KIDS:

Smelling salts for if you're queasy

Folding chairs that open easy

These are cool, You know what they are?

Flags with magnets for your car!

These are wire and they hold the flowers

Here's a sign for the names and the hours

Stand right here when you sign the book

This is called an aneurysm hook

En garde!


Come to the Fun Home

Ample parking down the street

Here at the Fun Home

Body prep that can't be beat

You'll like the Fun Home

In our hearse there's a backwards seat!

That's why we made up this poem

We're the Bechdel Funeral Home


What it is, what it is

Hoo, hoo, hoo

What it is, what it is

Now, baby

Hoo, hoo, hoo!
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“Changing My Major” 

MEDIUM ALISON:

What happened last night? 

Are you really here? 

Joan Joan Joan Joan Joan

Hi, Joan

Don’t wake up, Joan

Oh my God, last night. 

Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my 

God, last night


I got so excited

I was too enthusiastic

Thank you for not laughing. 

Well, you laughed a little bit 

At one point when I was touching you 

And said I might lose consciousness

Which you said was adorable

And I just have to trust

That you don’t think I’m an idiot 

Or some kind of an animal.

I never lost control 

Due to overwhelming lust

But I must say that I’m


Changing my major to Joan

I’m changing my major to sex with Joan

I’m changing my major to sex with Joan

With a minor in kissing Joan

Foreign studies to Joan’s inner thighs

A seminar on Joan’s ass in her Levi’s,

And Joan’s crazy brown eyes. 


Joan, I feel like Hercules 

Oh God, that sounds ridiculous

Just keep on sleeping through this

And I’ll work on calming down

So by the time you’ve woken up

I’ll be cool, I’ll be collected

And I’ll have found some dignity

But who needs dignity?

‘Cause this is so much better

I’m radiating happiness

Will you stay here with me for the rest of the 

semester?

We won’t need any food 

We’ll live on sex alone

Sex with Joan


I am writing a thesis on Joan


It’s a cutting edge field and my mind is blown

I would gladly stay up every night to hone

My compulsory skills with Joan

I will study my way down her spine

Familiarize myself with her well-made outline

While she researches mine


I don’t know who I am

I’ve become someone new

Nothing I just did 

Is anything I would do 

Overnight everything changed

I am not prepared

I’m dizzy, I’m nauseous

I’m shaky, I’m scared

Am I falling into nothingness

Or flying into something so sublime?

I don’t know, but I’m 


Changing my major to Joan

I thought all my life I’d be all alone

But that was before I was lying prone 

In this dorm room bed with Joan

Look, she’s drooled on the pillow—so sweet

All sweaty and tangled-up in my bed sheet 

And my heart feels . . . complete


Let’s never leave this room

How about we stay here ’til finals

I’ll go to school forever

I’lll take out a dementedly huge high-interest 

loan

‘Cause I’m changing my major to Joan


“Maps” 

ALISON:

Make this part look rugged

Mm-mm

Allegheny Plateau

This dark shaded stripe—bum bum bum—is 

the front


Paint the long ridges and valleys below

Mm mm

Our town . . . is this dot


Quick dashes mark the property ends

Beach Creek, a rope that turns and bends

Little squares for houses strung along roads

The land transfigured into topographic codes
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Maps show you what is simple and true

Try laying out a bird's eye view

Not what he told you, just what you see

What do you know that’s not your dad’s 

mythology?


Dad was born on this farm 

Here's our house

Here's the spot where he died

I can draw a circle

His whole life fits inside


Four miles from our door

I-80 ran from shore to shore

On its way from the Castro to Christopher 

Street

The road not taken

Just four miles from our door


You were born on this farm

Here's our house

Here's the spot where you died

I can draw a circle

I can draw a circle

You lived your life inside


“Ring of Keys” 

ALISON [spoken] :

You didn't notice her at first but I saw her the 
moment she walked in. She was a delivery 
woman. She came in with a handcart full of 
packages. She was an old-school butch.


SMALL ALISON [sings]:

Someone just came in the door

Like no one I ever saw before

I feel—

I feel—

I don't know where you came from

I wish I did, I feel so dumb

I feel—


Your swagger and your bearing

And the just-right clothes you're wearing

Your short hair and your dungarees and your 

lace-up boots


And your keys

Oh, your ring of keys


I thought it was supposed to be wrong

But you seem okay with being strong

I want—

You're so—

It's prob’bly conceited to say

But I think we're alike in a certain way

 I,um—

Your swagger and your bearing

And the just-right clothes you're wearing

Your short hair and your dungarees and your 

lace-up boots

And your keys

Oh, your ring of keys


Do you feel my heart saying hi?

In this whole luncheonette why am I 

The only one who see you're beautiful—

No, I mean—handsome


Your swagger and your bearing

And the just -right clothes you're wearing

Your short hair and your dungarees and your 

lace-up boots.


And your keys

Oh, your ring of keys


I know you

I know you

I know you


“Days and Days” 

HELEN:

Welcome to our house on Maple Avenue

See how we polish and we shine

We rearrange and realign

Everything is balanced and—

And—


Days and days and days, that’s how it 
happens


Days and days and days

Made of lunches and car rides and shirts and 

socks

And grades and piano and no one clocks 

The day you disappear


Days and days and days, that’s how it 
happens


Days and days and days
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Made of posing and bragging and fits of rage

And boys, my God, some of them underage

And, oh, how did it all happen here?


There was a time your father swept me off 
my feet with words


We read books, trolled through Munich at 
night


Drank beer with friends, discussed the 
places we would go


And he said I understood how the world 
made him ache


But no

But no


That's how it happens


Days made of bargains I made because I 
thought as a wife 


I was meant to and now my life 

Is shattered and laid bare

Days and days and days and days and days 

and days and days


Welcome to our house on Maple Avenue

See how we polish and we shine

We rearrange and realign

Everything is balanced and serene

Like chaos never happens if it's never seen.


Don't you come back here

I didn't raise you

To give away your days

Like me


“Telephone Wire” 

ALISON:

Telephone wire

Run and run

Telephone wire

Sun down on the creek

Partly frozen, partly flowing

Must be windy, trees are bending

Junction 50, field needs mowing

Feels like the car is floating


Say something

Talk to him!

Say something

Anything


At the light, at the light, at the light, at the 
light,


At the light, at the light, at the light, at the 
light.


Like, you could say:

So, how does it feel to know that you and I 

are both–


BRUCE [spoken]: Hey.


ALISON: Yeah?


BRUCE: Where’d’ya wanna go?


ALISON: Oh, I don't know.


BRUCE [sings]:

I know a bar 

It’s kind of hidden away

Seedy club 

For folks like, you know . . .

Could be fun


ALISON:

But Dad

I'm not twenty-one.


BRUCE: Yeah, right.


ALISON:

Telephone wire

Long black line

Telephone wire

Finely threaded sky

There's the pond where I went wading

There's the sign for Sugar Valley

On the mountain light is fading

I go back to school tomorrow


Say something

Talk to him

Say something

Anything

At the light, at the light, at the light, at the 

light

At the light, at the light, at the light, at the 

light

Doesn't matter what you say

Just make the fear in his eyes go away
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BRUCE:

There was a boy

In college

My first year there

Norris Jones

He had black wavy hair


Norris Jones

Where is he now?


Fourteen years old

In Swenson's barn

It was cold

Lots of boys messed around, you know

For them it was a game they outgrew

But I always knew


ALISON:

Dad, me too!

Since, like, five, I guess

I preferred to wear boys' shirts and pants

I felt absurd in a dress

I really tried to deny my feelings for girls,

But I was like you

Dad, me to


BRUCE: Norris Jones . . .


ALISON: Dad?


BRUCE: Norris Jones . . .


ALISON: Dad?


BRUCE [spoken]:

Hey, did I mention that new project I've taken 
on? You've seen it. That old house out on 
Route 150! It's been standing out there 
empty for 40, 50 years at least.


ALISON:

Telephone wire

Stop, too fast!

Telephone wire

Make this not the past

This car ride!


This is where it has to happen

There must be some other chances

There's a moment I'm forgetting

Where you tell me you see me


Say something!

Talk to me

Say something!

Anything

At the light

At the light


This can't be our last—


BRUCE [spoken]:

Well, that was fun. It's earlier than I thought. 
Are you comin’ in?


ALISON:

Telephone wire

That was our last night


“Edges of the World” 

BRUCE:

I fucking love beginnings

Flying high

It's hard to know where to start

It's all so fast I'm trying not to spin.

I guess I'm older

And it's harder when you're older to begin


Peeling plaster, sagging roof

Two missing stairs, a buckled wall

I'm fired up to do this

But on my own, it all . . .

So much damage, broken windows,

Pipes are shit, crap veneer

It's hours later—Jesus! 

I'm still standing here

Still standing here


But when the sunlight hits the parlor wall at 
certain times of day


I see how fine this house could be

I see it so damn clear

What's the matter?

Why am I standing here?


Bad foundation, twisting floorboards,

Shoddy pipes, a gaping hole

It's a lot, it's a lot 

To keep under control


Something cracking, something rotting

Piles of ruin and debris
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Killing me, crushing me

Pushing me


But when the sunlight hits the parlor wall at 
certain times of day


I see how fine this house could be

I see it so damn clear

What's the matter?

Why am I standing here?


Dear Al, 

I'm scared

I had a life I thought I understood.

I took it and I squeezed out every bit of life I 

could.

But the edges of the world that held me up 

have gone away

And I'm falling into nothingness

Or flying into something so sublime

And I’m a man I don't know

Who am I now? Where do I go?

I can't go back

I can't find my way through

I might still break a heart or two


But when the sunlight hits the parlor wall at 
certain times of day


I see how fine this house could be

I see it so damn clear

Oh my God!

Why am I standing here?!


“Flying Away” (Finale) 

ALISON:

Daddy (comma) hey, Daddy

Come here, okay (question mark)

I need you


SMALL ALISON:

Daddy, hey, Daddy

Come here, okay?

I need you


MEDIUM ALISON:

At the light, at the light, at the light, at the 

light


ALISON:

What are you doing (comma) I said come 

here


You need to do what I tell you to do


SMALL ALISON:

What are you doing, I said come here

You need to do what I tell you to do


Listen to me, Daddy

Come here, hey right here, right now, you're 

making me mad

Listen to me

Listen to me

Listen to me


I wanna play airplane

I wanna play airplane

I wanna play airplane


Like the Red Baron in his Sopwith Camel! No 
wait—


Like Superman


MEDIUM ALISON:

At the light . . .

How does it feel to know—

That you and I

That you and I

I was like you

Say something

Say something


ALISON:

I wanna put my arms out and fly 

Up in the sky

’Til I can see all of Pennsylvania


SMALL ALISON:

Put your feet here like this, Daddy, do what I 

say


ALISON: There you are, Dad


SMALL ALISON:

Take my hand, give me yours, bend your 

knees, not that way


ALISON: There you are


SMALL ALISON:

When I say go you start pushing me up, 

okay?
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MEDIUM ALISON:

Don't let go yet


ALISON:

Don't let go yet.

SMALL ALISON:

Okay, higher, just a little


ALISON:

And now I'm flying away


MEDIUM ALISON:

Look at me fly away


SMALL ALISON:

In my wristband and cape


ALL THREE:

Fly 


SMALL ALISON:

Up so high

Our house is over there, and there's our car.

The Fun Home—I see it!

I'm up so far


Daddy, there's your school! And there's 
Grandma's house. There's Uncle Pete's 
farm!


MEDIUM ALISON:

So far


ALL THREE:

I can see all of Pennsylvania

I can see all of Pennsylvania

Fly away


SMALL ALISON:

This is the best game. Up in the air.


ALISON:

A picture of my father


SMALL ALISON:

And I don't even care that it pushes my 

stomach in


ALISON:

Made of little marks


ALL THREE:

Beautiful

Fly

Fly

Fly

Fly

Up so high

Fly 

Up so high

Fly 

Up so high


ALISON:

I can see all of Pennsylvania


ALISON [spoken]:

Caption: Every so often there was a rare 
moment of perfect balance when I soared 
above him.
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