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New York, New York (1977 Film)

“But the World Goes 'Round”

Sometimes you're happy,
And sometimes you're sad,
But the world goes ‘round.
And sometimes you lose
Every nickel you had,

But the world goes ‘round.

Sometimes your dreams get broken in
pieces,

But that doesn't alter a thing.

Take it from me, there's still going to be

A summer, a winter, a fall and a spring.

And sometimes a friend starts treating you
bad,

But the world goes ‘round.

And sometimes your heart breaks

With a deafening sound.

Somebody loses, somebody wins.

One day it's kicks,

Then it's kicks in the shins.

But the planet spins,

And world goes ‘round.

Sometimes your dreams get broken in
pieces,

But that doesn’t matter at all.

Take it from me, there's still going to be

A summer, a winter, a spring and a fall.

And sometimes a friend starts treating you
bad,

But the world goes ‘round.

And sometimes your heart breaks

With a deafening sound.

Somebody loses, and somebody wins,

One day it's kicks,

Then it's kicks in the shins.

But the planet spins,

And the world goes ‘round.

And ‘round and ‘round and ‘round and ‘round.

The world goes 'round
And ‘round . . . and ‘round . . . and ‘round.

“Theme from New York, New York”

Start spreading the news,

I'm leaving today.

| want to be a part of i,

New York, New York.

These vagabond shoes

Are longing to stray,

And step around the heart of it,
New York, New York.

| want to wake up in the city that doesn’t
sleep

To find I'm king of the hill, top of the heap.

My little town blues

Are melting away.

Il make a brand new start of it

In old New York.

If | can make it there,

I'd make it anywhere,

It's up to you,

New York, New York.

New York, New York!

| want to wake up in the city that doesn’t
sleep,

To find I'm king of the hill, head of the list,

Cream of the crop at the top of the heap.

My little town blues

Are melting away.

I'l make a brand new start of it

In old New York.

If | can make it there,

I'd make it anywhere.

Come on, come though,

New York, New York.
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The Act (1977)

“City Lights”

The little old lady sat on the porch of the
farmhouse.

The little old lady rocked back and forth and
crocheted.

“Oh listen to the crickets, look at the rooster,
smell the hay,” | told her.

“See the pretty little egg that the hen just
laid.”

The little old lady took off her glasses and
squinted.

How she responded literally had me floored.

She said, “It’s nice to meet someone who
appreciates

The beauty that nature initiates.

It’'s sweet to hear, pardon me, my dear.

I’'m truly bored.”

“I miss those city lights, those sparkling city
lights,

Those twinkling city lights, luring my eyes.

I love those city lights, the color of city sites,

The shine on those city lights tinting the
skies.

New mown hay gives me hay fever

There’s the rooster—where’s my cleaver.

So laid back,

my mind might crack.

And when the thresher’s up,

My pressure’s up.

“City lights, oh, | long for those city lights,
The bulbs of those beaming brights
Beckoning me there, be there.

Take your crickets and go shove ‘em
Urban crises—how | love ‘em
Grime and grit in pretty city lights.

[dance break]

“Walk in lanes, go pick a daisy.

That could drive a person crazy.
Homemade bread may feel like lead,
And Polly’s peach preserves?

Oh, please, my nerves!

“City lights, | love those city lights
The sparkling, beaming brights
Oh, be there!

Styes and stables sure are smelly,
Let me whiff some kosher deli,
Brightly lit by pretty city lights
Lock your billy—how about it—
Let me sally up some alley

Dimly lit by pretty city lights.

“Country air means zilch for me.

| won’t breathe nothing | can’t see.

So let me quit and hit those city lights.
Hit them—city lights!

[“encore”]

“Fairs and socials ain’t no crushes,
| saw more on crosstown buses,
Brightly lit by pretty city lights
Hold that udder, churn that butter.
Me, I’d rather [?] some gutter,
Dimly lit by pretty city lights

“Slop those sows,

Go on, fill your pails.

Honey, just let me lay my buns down in
Bloomingdales.

Let me quit and hit those pretty city lights.”
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The Rink (1984)

“Colored Lights”

| was sitting on a sand dune in Santa Cruz

Or Monterey.

Well, anyway,

| could feel the trickle on my cheek of ocean
spray,

A perfect day.

Well, anyway —

| remember that | turned to Sam and said . . .

Or was it Fred? . ..

Well, anyway,

| should be up and yet I’'m down instead.

Something’s missing, Sam.

Something’s missing, Fred.

Something’s missing here.

Where are my colored lights?

Beads and bleachers and colored lights?
Passing smiles, 'round and ‘round
Thumping oom-pah-pah organ sound.

Noisy boys, long and lean.
Giggles of girls in the mezzanine.
Filtered through colored lights,
Gold and amber and green.

| was sailing out of Long Beach on a
catamaran

Or fishing scow.

Well, anyhow.

| was leaning, chewing cashews off the
starboard bow.

That sunset: Wow!

Well, anyhow,

| remember telling Joey, “God, you’re sweet!”

Or was it Pete? . ..

Well, anyhow,

| wonder why | feel so incomplete

Something’s missing, Joe;

Something’s missing, Pete.

Something’s missing here . . .

Where are my colored lights?

Beads and bleachers and colored lights?
Passing smiles, round and round
Thumping oom-pah-pah organ sound.

Noisy boys, long and lean.
Giggles of girls in the mezzanine
Filtered through colored lights,
Gold and amber and green.

And | tried to find the answer in the friends |
made,

Or beds I'd share.

Well, anywhere.

But with other people’s music ringing in my
ear,

| couldn’t sing,

Well, anything.

| thought if | could just be twelve again,

Or was it ten? . ..

Well, anyway,

It seems to me | knew the secret then.

It’s so simple: twelve.

It’s so simple: ten.

It was simple there.

Passing smiles, ‘round and ‘round

Thumping oom-pah-pah organ sound.

Noisy boys, long and lean.

Giggles of girls in the mezzanine.

Filtered through colored lights,

Red and orange and gold and amber and
pink and yellow and green.

Leaving home years ago,
What was | looking for?

| don’t know.

| can’t recall well, anyway.

Soon I'll have my days and nights of

Wonderful, glimmering, beautiful, shimmering
Colored lights!

“Don’t ‘Ah, Ma’ Me”

See complete lyrics in Colored Lights, pages
165-170.
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