Jerry Herman 101: Selections from Mame (1966)
Music & Lyrics by Jerry Herman
Book by Jerome Lawrence & Robert E. Lee

Act |

“It’s Today”

MAME & CHORUS:
Light the candles
Get the ice out

Roll the rug up

It's today!

Though it may not be anyone's birthday

And though it's far from the first of the year
| know that this very minute has history in it,

we're here!

It's a time for
Makin’ merry
And so I'm for
Making hay!

Tune the “grand” up
Dance your shoes off
Strike the band up
It's today!

And we're livin’

And we’re well, gang
So raise hell, gang
While we may

Call the cops out
Raise a racket
Pull the stops out
It's today!

Light the candles

Fill the punch bowl

Throw confetti

It's today!

Life can also be lived on a weekday
So don't depend on a holiday date
If you need New Year's to bubble
Then order a double and wait

There's a thank you
You can give life

If you live life

All the way.

Pour the scotch out
Hold the roof down

Fellas watch out
It's today!

Reprise:

Light the sparklers
Crash the cymbals
Blow the bugle

It’s today

Someone gave me a wonderful present
Something | needed and yet never knew
So start the whistling and clapping
‘Cause under the wrapping was you

And we’ll give life
Quite a tumble
And we’ll live life
All the way

Call the cops out
Raise a racket
Pull the stops out
It’s today!

“Open a New Window”

MAME:

Open a new window

Open a new door

Travel a new highway

That's never been tried before

Before you find you're a dull fellow

Punching the same clock

Walking the same tightrope

As everyone on the block

The fellow you ought to be is three-
dimensional

Soaking up life down to your toes

Whenever they say you're slightly
unconventional

Just put your thumb up to your nose.

And show '‘em how to

Dance to a new rhythm

Whistle a new song

Toast with a new vintage,

The fizz doesn't fizz too long

There's only one way to make the bubbles
stay

Simply travel a new highway

Dance to a new rhythm

Open a new window ev'ry day
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If you follow your Auntie Mame, I'll make this
vow, my little love

That on the last day of your life

You'll be smiling the same young smile
you're smiling now, my little love

If you wake up ev'ry morning and you pull
aside the shutter

And you promise me that these'll be the first
words that you utter:

Open a new window

Open a new door

Travel a new highway

That's never been tried before

Before you find you're a dull fellow

Punching the same clock

Walking the same tightrope

As ev’ryone on the block

The fellow you ought to be is three-
dimensional,

Soaking up life down to your toes

Whenever they say you're slightly
unconventional,

Just put your thumb under your nose.

And show 'em how to

Dance to a new rhythm

Whistle a new song

Toast with a new vintage

The fizz doesn't fizz too long

There's only one way to make the bubbles
stay

Simply travel a new high way

Dance to a new rhythm

Open a new window ev'ry day

“The Man in the Moon”

MAME [spoken]:
Oh, Vera, | can't wait to hear that overture.
Tell me about the show!

VERA:

Well, well, it’s this terribly modern operetta
about a lady astronomer who makes a
universe-shaking discovery.

[sings]

| have a little secret I'd like to impart

That | hope doesn't give you too much of a
start

Tho' it's shocking, it's completely true

| know it isn't gossip or rumor, of course
For | have it from quite a reliable source
And I'd like to passitontoyou. ..

The man in the moon is a lady

A lady with lipstick and curls

The cow that jumped ovah cried "Jumpin’
Jehovah”

I think it's just one of the girls

She winks at the stars from her bed of green
cheese

That isn't a nightgown, It's a Saturn chemise,
oh

Her friends are the stars and the planets

She sends the Big Dipper a kiss

So don't ever offend ‘er, remember her
gender

The man in the moon is a miss

“We Need a Little
Christmas”

MAME:

Haul out the holly

Put up the tree before my spirit falls again!

Fill up the stocking

We may be rushing things but, deck the halls
again now

For we need a little Christmas
Right this very minute

Candles in the window

Carols at the spinet

Yes, we need a little Christmas
Right this very minute

It hasn’t snowed a single flurry
But Santa, dear, we're in a hurry

So climb down the chimney;

Turn on the brightest string of lights I've ever
seen

Slice up the fruitcake

It's time we hung some tinsel on that
evergreen bough

For I've grown a little leaner, grown a little
colder

Grown a little sadder, grown a little older,

And | need a little angel sitting on my
shoulder,
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Need a little Christmas now!

Haul out the holly

Haven’t | taught you well to live each living
day?

Fill up the stocking

PATRICK:
But Auntie Mame, it's one week from
Thanksgiving Day now!

ALL:

But we need a little Christmas
Right this very minute
Candles in the window

Carols at the spinet

For we need a little music, need a little
laughter

Need a little singing ringing through the rafter

And we need a little snappy "Happy ever
after"

Need a little Christmas now!

“Mame”

CHORUS & BEAU:

You coax the blues right out ‘a the horn,
Mame

You charm the husk right off of the corn,
Mame

You've got the banjos strummin’

And plunkin' out a tune to beat the band

The whole plantation's hummin'

Since you brought Dixie back to Dixieland

You make the cotton easy to pick, Mame

You give my old mint julep a kick, Mame

Who ever thought a Yankee would put our
little Dixie belles to shame?

You've made us feel alive again

You've given us the drive again

To make the South revive again, Mame

You brought the cakewalk back into style,
Mame

You make the weeping willow tree smile,
Mame

Your skin is Dixie satin

There's rebel in your manner and your
speech

You may be from Manhattan

But Georgia never had a sweeter peach

You make the old magnolia tree bud, Mame

You make camellias bloom in the mud,
Mame

You make the bougainvillea turn purple at the
mention of your name

We’re bakin’ pecan pies again

Tonight the chicken fries again

This time the South will rise again, Mame

Well, shut my mouth and freeze my face

You’ve brought some elegance to the place

There’s sowbelly, hominy, catfish, and tripe,
Mame

Well, shut my mouth and damn my eyes
You’ve made the price of tobacco rise
The old watermelon is suddenly ripe, Mame

And down on the levee a beautiful bevy of
crinoline ladies has flocked

The way that they’re squealin’, they give me
the feelin’ the Robert E. Lee must a’
docked

The strummin’ and ringin’, the hummin’ and
singin’ is startin’ to get out of hand

Since you brought Dixie back to Dixieland

You make our black-eyed peas and our grits,
Mame

Seem like the bill of fare at the Ritz, Mame

You came, you saw, you conquered and
absolutely nothing is the same.

Your special fascination'll

Prove to be inspirational

We think you're just sensational

Mame! Mame! Mame!
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Actll

“Bosom Buddies”

VERA & MAME:

We'll always be bosom buddies

Friends, sisters and pals

We'll always be bosom buddies

If life should reject you, there's me to protect
you

If | say that your tongue is vicious

If | call you uncouth

It's simply that who else but a bosom buddy

Will sit down and tell you the truth?

VERA:
Though now and again I'm aware that my
candid opinion may sting

MAME:

Tho' often my frank observation might scald
I've been meanin' to tell you for years

You should keep your hair natural like mine

VERA:

If | kept my hair natural like yours, I'd be
bald!

But darling

VERA & MAME:

We'll always be dear companions,
My crony

My mate

We'll always be harmonizing,
Orphan Annie and Sandy

Like Amos and Andy

VERA:

If | say that your sense of style's as far as off
as your youth: It's only that

Who else but a bosom buddy will tell you the
whole stinkin' truth?

MAME:

Each time that a critic has written "Your
voice is the voice of a frog"

Straight to your side to defend you | rush

You know that I'm there ev'ry time that the
world makes an unkind remark

When they say: "Vera Charles is the world's
greatest lush"
It hurts me

VERA:

And if | say your fangs are showing: Mame,
pull in your claws

It's simply that who else but a bosom buddy
would notice the obvious flaws

MAME:

| feel it's my duty to tell you it's time to
adjust to your age

You try to be "Peg O' My Heart” when you're
Lady Macbeth!

Exactly how old are you, Vera? The truth!

VERA:
Well, how old do you think?

MAME:
I'd say somewhere in between forty and
death!

But sweetie

VERA:

I'll always be Alice Toklas

If you'll be Gertrude Stein

And tho' I'll admit I've dished you

I've gossiped and gloated, but I'm so
devoted

MAME:

And if | say that sex and guts made you into
a star

Remember that who else but a bosom
buddy will tell you how rotten you are

VERA & MAME:

Just turn your bosom buddy

For aid and affection, for help and direction
For loyalty, love and forsooth

Remember that

Who else but a bosom buddy

Will sit down and level and give you the devil
Will sit down and tell you the truth!

Prepared by Alan Teasley ® Page 4 of 6



Jerry Herman 101: Selections from Mame (1966)
Music & Lyrics by Jerry Herman
Book by Jerome Lawrence & Robert E. Lee

“Gooch’s Song”

AGNES GOOCH:

With my wings resolutely spread, Missus
Burnside

And my old inhibitions shed, Missus
Burnside

| did each little thing you said, Missus
Burnside

| lived! I lived! | lived!

| altered the drape of a drop of my bodice

And softened the shape of my brow

| followed directions and made some
connections

But what do | do now?

Who'd think this Miss Prim would have
opened a window

As far as her whim would allow?

And who would suppose it was so hard to
close it

Oh, what do | do now?

| polished and powdered and puffed myself
If life is a banquet | stuffed myself

| had my misgivings but went on a field trip

To find out what living's about

My thanks for your training: now I'm not
complaining

But you left something out!

Instead of wand'ring on with my lone
remorse

| have come back home to complete the
course

Oh, whatdoldo...

Missus Burnside

| traveled to hell in my new veneer

And look what | got as a souvenir!

But still I'll defend you as guide and
instructor,

Would | recommend you? And how!

Although | was leery, | thrived on your theory,

That life can be a wow!

And so | wandered on till | found my prince

And | have been nauseous ever since

Oh, what do | do now?

“If He Walked Into My Life”

MAME:

Where is that boy with the bugle

My little love was always my big romance

Where's that boy with the bugle

And why did | ever buy him those damn long
pants

Did he need a stronger hand

Did he need a lighter touch

Was | soft or was | tough

Did I give enough? Did | give too much
At the moment when he needed me
Did | ever turn away

Would | be there when he called

If he walked into my life today

Were his days a little dull

Were his nights a little wild

Did | overstate my plan

Did | stress the man and forget the child
And there must have been a million things
That my heart forgot to say

Would | think of one or two

If he walked into my life today

Should | blame the times | pampered him or
blame the times | bossed him

What a shame | never really found the boy
before | lost him.

Were the years a little fast

Was his world a little free

Was there too much of a crowd

All too lush and loud and not enough of me

Tho’ I'll ask myself my whole life long

What went wrong along the way

Would | make the same mistakes

If he walked into my life today

If that boy with the bugle
Walked into my life today.
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Written for the 1974 film of Mame for
Robert Preston

“Loving You”

BEAU:

Loving you is snow and jasmine

And the noise of New Year’s Eve

Loving you is now and yesterday

Is real and make believe

Loving you is Rome and New Orleans

And gazing at the lazy summer skies

Fireworks reflecting in your eyes

Foolish and improbably and wise

And loving you is tart as lemonade and
sweet as April wine

Loving you is watching all the lovely things of
life combine

In your arms, I’'m all | wish | were

I’m brave, I’'m strong, and I’m true

As long as | can go on living, loving you

Note: These lyrics are the versions published in
Jerry Herman and Ken Bloom’s book Jerry
Herman: The Lyrics: A Celebration (Routledge:
New York, 2003)
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