Loesser, Lerner & Loewe 101:
Selections from Greenwillow (1960)
(Music and lyrics by Frank Loesser)

“A Day Borrowed from Heaven”

VILLAGERS:

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.
“Twill have a sky wondrous blue.

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.

Woke up this morning and somehow | knew.

| turned my neck and the crick was gone.

| heard a dove at the break of dawn.

Slept on my left side and lived the night.
How can the weather be other than bright?
"Twill be a joy seven till seven.

Know it for sure, know it for true.

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.

Woke up this morning and somehow | knew.

REVEREND LAPP:
“Twill be a day glummer than gloomy.
“Twill have a sky grayer than smoke.

ENSEMBLE:

“Twill be a day glummer than gloomy.
Knew it this morning the moment | woke.
| turned my neck and the crick was there.
| heard a groan on the cellar stair.
Dreamed of a pleasure and woke in pain.
How can the weather be other than rain?

[spoken]
Perhaps we’d best ponder tomorrow.
Tomorrow.

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.
"Twill have a sky—

Wonderous blue.

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.
Wake up tomorrow and see it come true.

GIDEON:

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.
“Twill have a sky wonderous blue.
"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.

Woke up this morning and somehow | knew.

Stamp on the weed and then do the charm.
Be there a traveler, he’ll bring no harm.
Stamp on the weed, then make the sign.
How can | feel anything feeling but fine?

"Twill be a joy seven till seven.

Know it for sure, know it for true,

"Twill be a day borrowed from heaven.
Woke up this morning and somehow | knew.

“Never Will | Marry”

GIDEON:

Any flimsy-dimsy looking for true love

Better smile me no “good dearie, good day.”
An flimsy-dimsy looking for true love

Better look her looking some other way.

For my kiss can be no evermore promise,
But a fancy-dancy fiddle-and-free.

Any flimsy-dimsy looking for true love
Better waste no time, no time on me.

Never, never will | marry,

Never, never will | wed.

Born to wander solitary,

Wide my world, narrow my bed.
Never, never, never will | marry,
Born to wander till I'm dead.

No burdens to bear,

No conscience nor care,
No mem’ries to mourn,
No turning, for | was

Born to wander solitary,

Wide my world, narrow my bed.
Never, never, never will | marry,
Born to wander till I'm dead.
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“Summertime Love”

GIDEON:

I’'ve been told, I've been told

By the wise and the old

Something good I’m supposed to remember.
If my first love I’'ve found in the warm of July,
It’ll cool in the nip of September.

Now they point to the skies,

Do the old and the wise,

And they speak of a chill in the air.

And they wink while they’re nudging me over
to

The pretty little ladies in the square.

But | don’t care, for—

Still | love my summertime love;

Still | love the kissing and the courting.
Still | love my summertime love,

With a heart still summertime true.

Still | love my summertime love;

Still I want her walking close beside me.
Still | love my summertime love,

Let the seasons change as they do.

Let the chilly autumn wind blow in my
window —

Chilly autumn wind blow in my door—

Chilly autumn wind blow down my chimney

And up through the crack in the floor.

ENSEMBLE: Let it roar,
And still he loves his summertime love.

GIDEON: | love you, love you—

ENSEMBLE:
Still he loves the kissing and the courting.

GIDEON:
There it is plain as daylight—

ENSEMBLE:
Still he loves his summertime love—

GIDEON:

With a heart still summertime true—
Heart still summertime true—

Heart still summertime true.

“The Music of Home (Finale)”

GIDEON:

| hear the teakettle sing,

“Away, awee, Away, awee,”

And Clegg’s cow

Moo in the meadow.

| hear the morning chimes,

Down in the village clear as clear,
In tune with the robin on the roof,
And the neighbor’s chopping axe
Ringing on a maple

In tune with the laughing of the young ones
Having at a game—

DORRIE [Spoken]: Gideon?

GIDEON:
And the voice of one | dearly love calling my
name.

DORRIE [Spoken]: Gideon?

GIDEON:
Calling my name.

DORRIE: Gideon Briggs, | love you, love you.
GIDEON: There it is, plain as daylight.

ENSEMBLE:

'Tis the music of home,

The music of home,

Full of wonder as angel song.
All the music of home,

The music of home, singing,
“Home is where | belong,
Home is where | belong.”

Page 2 of 2



