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MUSICAL THEATRE 

The Night Boat (1920) 
Lyrics by Anne Caldwell 

“Left All Alone Again Blues” 

HAZEL:

I have the blues.

Every time my hubby leaves me I have the 

blues

Because it peeves me to be left here flat here

Just like a bump on a log.

I said on a log.


No woman knows

If she has a travelin’ husband just where he 

goes,

Unless she follows on and nails him, trails 

him,

Just like a faithful old dog.

That old song “Where Has My Highland 

Laddie Gone?”

It says a mouthful.

We never do know just where they do go,

How they keep us guessing

Isn’t it distressing?


I have the blues.

When my hubby leaves, although I wouldn’t 

accuse,

Each time he says “Goodbye,”

I get those same old left all alone again 

blues.


I have the blues. 

Ever since he married me, I sure have the 

blues.

Because I used to have a good time, all time,

Every time I might roam—I said when I’d 

roam.


When first we met, 

We could render a duet,

But now Hubby sings, “I won’t go home till 

morning, ”


Never one short stanza of “Home Sweet 
Home.”


I like cats—I’m fond of rabbits.

I like dogs—and even gold fish.

It’s lucky maybe

For there is a baby

Grand piano coming.

Then I’ll start a-humming.


I have the blues.

Only Hubby dear can cure my terrible blues.

Each time he says goodbye,

I get those dog-gone left all alone blues.


Sally (1920) 
Lyrics by B. G. (Buddy) DeSylva 

“Look for the Silver Lining” 

HE: Verse 1: 
Please don’t be offended if I preach to you a 

while,

Tears are out of place in eyes that were 

meant to smile.

There’s a way to make your very biggest 

troubles small,

Here’s the happy secret of it all:


Refrain: 
Look for the silver lining

Whene’er a cloud

Appears in the blue.

Remember, somewhere 

The sun is shining

And so the right thing

To do 

Is make it shine for you.

A heart full of joy and gladness

Will always banish sadness 

And strife,

So always look for 

The silver lining

And try to find the sunny side of life.


SHE: Verse 2:

As I wash my dishes, I'll be following your 

plan,

Till I see the brightness in ev’ry pot and pan.
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I am sure your point of view will ease the 
daily grind,


So I'll keep repeating in my mind:


Repeat Refrain 

“Whip-Poor-Will” 

PEGGY:

Let me take you back a-ways

To our early childhood days,

When we stood

Within the little wood

As day was fading.


MONTY:

I remember, oh, so well

Strolling in the dusky dell,

We would thrill

Because the whip-poor-will

Was serenading.


BOTH:

Trilling,

While stars were rapidly filling 

The sky.


PEGGY:

Whip-poor-will,

I used to love to hear you call

To me.


MONTY:

Whip-poor-will,

I know you meant the world and all

To me.


PEGGY: 

When the sun had gone to rest

I could hear you from your nest.


MONTY:

Whip-poor-will,

You’d start to whistle tenderly,

And, as the moon would swing

Across the branches of the trees above, 

You would sing

Your plaintive little melodies of love.


PEGGY:

Now, though you’re no longer near


In my dream, I seem to hear


MONTY: Whip-poor-will,


BOTH: Ever calling to me.


MONTY:

While the dusky night bird flew

To his evening rendezvous,

Through the dell we heard the vesper bell

So softly ringing.


PEGGY:

As its music died away

And the sky began to gray, 

All was still

And then the whip-poor-will

Would start his singing,


BOTH:

Trilling,

While stars were rapidly filling

The sky.


PEGGY: Whip-poor-will . . . .


Dance 

Sunny (1925) 
Lyrics by Otto Harbach & Oscar 
Hammerstein II 

“Sunny” 

Verse: 
Here you come running back into my 

memory's eye,

Little playmate once my gay mate in a day 

gone by.

Ragged dresses, tangled tresses flying o'er 

the hill,

Heaven bless us! You've no less a share of 

Jack than Jill.

You funny little willow wispy sassy little lispy

Sunny.


Refrain: 
Never comb you hair, Sunny!

Leave the breezes there, Sunny!
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Let your stocking fall down,

For shocking the town is all that you do.

Smiling all the while, tomboy,

Where'd you get your smile from, boy?

Little sunny girl,

Be my honey girl,

I'm for you!


“Who?” 

Verse 1:

TOM: 

When a man’s in love with someone, 
He must indeed be a dumb one

If her secret he cannot unmask.


SUNNY: 

Then when I’m in love with someone,

I will wait until there comes one

Boy who’ll know the answer when I ask:


Refrain 1: 
Who stole my heart away?

Who makes me dream all day?

Dreams I know can never be true;

Seems as though I'll ever be blue.

Who means my happiness?

Who would I answer yes to?


TOM: Well, you ought to guess who.

SUNNY: I can’t tell you!


Verse 2: 
TOM: 

Can’t say that I’m sure that I know

What you’re driving at. 


SUNNY: 

Deny no

Further if you choose to feel that way.


MARCIA: 

Make your mind up, don’t be shy, 

No game of “eenie, meenie, mino"

Can be played with ladies when they say:


Refrain 2: 
TOM: 

Who stole your heart away?

Who makes you dream all day?

Dreams I know can never be true;


Seems as though you'll ever be blue.

Who means your happiness?

Who would you answer yes to?

SUNNY: Well, you ought to guess who.

TOM: Darned if I know.


Show Boat (1927) 
Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II 
NOTE: This show will be featured in Class 3, 
so none of the lyrics are included here.


Sweet Adeline (1929) 
Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II 

“Why Was I Born?” 

Verse: 
Spending these lonesome evenings

With nothing to do 

But to live in dreams that I make up

All by myself,

I’m dreaming that you're beside me.

I picture the prettiest stories,

Only to wake up

All by myself.

What is the good of me by myself?


Refrain: 
Why was I born?

Why am I living?

What do I get?

What am I giving?

Why do I want a thing I daren't hope for?

What can I hope for?

I wish I knew!

Why did I try

To draw you near me?

Why do I cry?

You never hear me.

I'm a poor fool,

But what can I do?

Why was I born

To love you?
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The Cat and the Fiddle (1931) 
Lyrics by Otto Harbach 

“Poor Pierrot” 

Poor Pierrot

Loved his fair Pierrette.

Golden the glow

Of the happy hour when they met.

To their sweet retreat

Birds on the wing

Hastened to bring

Garlands of spring;

At her dainty feet

Wove on their loom

Carpets of bloom.

Breathing perfume.

What heav’n they knew

Only lovers may know.

For fair Pierrette

Loved her happy Pierrot.


Poor Pierrot

Loved his fair Pierrette.

How should he know 

That a girl may vow and forget?

To her gay retreat

Comes one who brings

Rare golden rings,

Jewels and things.

At her dainty feet

Where flowers bled,

There now instead

Gay silks are spread.

What hell

Rages in one heart

None may know, 

For fickle Pierrette

Has forgotten 

Poor Pierrot.


“She Didn’t Say “Yes’” 

She didn't say “yes,”

She didn't say “no,”

She didn't say “stay,”

She didn't say “go,”

She only knew that he had spied her there,

And then she knew he sat beside her there.


At first there was heard 

Not one little word,

Then coyly she took 

One sly little look,

And something awoke and smiled inside,

Her heart began beating wild inside.

So what did she do?

I leave it to you,

She did just what you'd do too.


She didn't say “yes,”

She didn't say “no,”

They very soon stood 

Beside his chateau,

They lingered like two poor waifs outside,

For well she knew 'twas only safe outside.

In there it was warm, 

Out there it was cold,

The sleet and the storm 

Said “Better be bold!”

She murmured: “I'm not afraid of ice,

I only wish that I was made of ice.”

So what did she do?

I leave it to you,

She did just what you'd do too.


She didn't say “yes,”

She didn't say “no,”

She wanted to stay,

But knew she should go,

She wasn't so sure that he'd be good,

She wasn't even sure that she'd be good.

She wanted to rest

All cuddled and pressed,

A palpable part 

Of somebody's heart.

She'd love to be “en rapport” with him,

But not behind a bolted door with him.

And what did she do?

I leave it to you,

She did just what you'd do too.


She didn't say “yes,”

She didn't say “no,”

For heaven was near,

She wanted it so.

Above her, sweet love was beckoning,

And yet she knew there'd be a reckoning.

She wanted to climb,

But dreaded to fall,

So bided her time


Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 4 6



Jerome Kern & Jule Styne on Stage & Screen  
Class 2 • Jerome Kern: Broadway, 1920-1939 

Music by Jerome Kern • Authors of lyrics as noted 

And clung to the wall.

She wanted to act ad libitum,

But feared to lose her equilibrium.

So what did she do?

I leave it to you,

She did just what you'd do too.


Music in the Air (1932) 
Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II 

“I’ve Told Every Little Star” 

Verse: 
I make up things to say

On my way to you.

On my way to you

I find things to say.

I can write poems too

When you’re far away,

When you’re far away

I write poems too.

But when you are near

My lips go dry,

When you are near, 

I only sigh—

Oh dear.


Refrain:

I’ve told ev’ry little star

Just how sweet I think you are.

Why haven't I told you?

I've told ripples in a brook,

Made my heart an open book,

Why haven't I told you?

Friends ask me, am I in love?

I always answer “Yes.”

Might as well confess.

If I don’t they guess.

Maybe you may know it too—

Oh, my darling, if you do,

Why haven't you told me?


“The Song Is  You” 

I hear music when I look at you,

A beautiful theme of ev’ry dream I ever knew.

Down deep in my heart 

I hear it play,

I feel it start,


Then melt away.

I hear music when I touch your hand

A beautiful melody from some enchanted 

land.

Down deep in my heart

I hear it say:

Is this the day?

I alone 

Have heard this lovely strain,

I alone 

Have heard this glad refrain.

Must it be 

Forever inside of me?

Why can't I let it go?

Why can't I let you know?

Why can't I let you know the song my heart 

would sing—

That beautiful rhapsody of love and youth 

and spring?

The music is sweet,

The words are true,

The song is you.


Roberta (1933) 
Lyrics by Otto Harbach 

“Let’s Begin” 

Verse: 
Before I met you, no one attracted me,

No love thoughts worried or distracted me.

My disposition kept exempting me

Until you started in pre-empting me,

And all this while you’ve really been tempting 

me.

Maybe you can tell me what we ought to do.


Refrain: 
Now that you’ve got me goin’, 

Whatcha gonna do?

Is it up to me?

Is it up to you?

What kind of game is this 

We’ve begun?

Was it done 

Just for fun?

We have necked

Till I’m wrecked.

Won’t you tell me 
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What you expect!

Is this to be a case of 

Kiss and never tell?

Folly and farewell?

Heaven or maybe Hell?

Which is it goin’ to be,

Love or gin?

Wife or sin?

Let’s begin . . .


And make a mess of 

Both of our bright young lives.


“Yesterdays” 

Yesterdays,

Yesterdays,

Days I knew as happy sweet sequester’d 

days.

Olden days,

Golden days,

Days of mad romance and love.

Then gay youth was mine,

Truth was mine,

Joyous, free and flaming life forsooth was 

mine.

Sad am I,

Glad am I,

For today I'm dreaming of

Yesterdays.


“Smoke Gets in Your Eyes” 

They asked me how I knew

My true love was true.

I of course replied, 

“Something here inside

Cannot be denied.”

They said, “Someday you'll find,

All who love are blind.

When your heart's on fire,

You must realize

Smoke gets in your eyes.”

So I chaffed 

Them and I gaily laughed

To think they could doubt my love,

Yet, today

My love has flown away,

I am without my love.

Now laughing friends deride

Tears I cannot hide,


So I smile and say, 

“When a lovely flame dies,

Smoke gets in your eyes.”


Very Warm for May (1939) 
Lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II 

“All the Things You Are” 

Verse: 
Time and again I've longed for adventure,

Something to make my heart beat the faster.

What did I long for? 

I never really knew.

Finding your love I've found my adventure,

Touching your hand, my heart beats the 

faster.

All that I want in all of this world is you.


Refrain: 
You are the promised kiss of springtime

That makes the lonely winter seem long.

You are the breathless hush of evening

That trembles on the brink of a lovely song.

You are the angel glow 

That lights a star,

The dearest things I know

Are what you are.

Some day my happy arms will hold you,

And some day I'll know that moment divine,

When all the things you are,

Are mine!
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