Loesser, Lerner & Loewe 101: Lyrics to Loesser’s Early Songs
(All lyrics by Frank Loesser; music by Loesser unless otherwise noted.)

“Junk Man” (1934)
(Music by Joseph Meyer)

VERSE 1

Junk man, junk man,
Moochin’ roun’ Harlem town
When all the lights are dim,
Junk man, junk man,
Moochin’ roun’ Harlem town,
I’ve got a big job for him.

REFRAIN 1

I’m gonna give that junk man my broken
heart,

The broken heart | got from you.

I’m gonna give that junk man my broken
heart

For a loaded thirty-two.

I’m gonna give that junk man my old glad
rags,

I’m gonna wear a gown of black.

You better pack your trunk, man, and pack
your bags,

‘Cause I’'m gettin’ on your track.

Now | ain’t braggin’, no! no!

But you can’t throw me down.

I’m gonna fix your wagon, yeah! man,

So you can’t go to town!

I’m gonna do you right, ‘cause you done me
wrong,

I’m gonna do you black and blue.

And then I'll tell that junk man to come along

And pick up what’s left of you!

VERSE 2

Junk man, junk man,
Where is that junk man at,
Him and his old gray nag?
O’ve souvenirs, salty tears,
To fill his big rag bag.

REFRAIN 2

I’m gonna give that junk man my broken
heart,

The broken heart | got from you.

I’m gonna give that junk man my broken
heart

For a loaded thirty-two.

I’m gonna give that junk man my old glad
rags,

I’m gonna wear a gown of black.

You better pack your trunk, man, and pack
your bags,
‘Cause I’'m gettin’ on your track.

Now | ain’t braggin’, no! no!

But you can’t throw me down.

I’m gonna fix your wagon, yeah! man,

But watch me go to town!

I’m gonna do you right, ‘cause you done me
wrong,

I’m gonna do you black and blue.

And then I'll tell that junk man to come along

And pick up what’s left of you!

“l Wish | Were Twins” (1934)
(Music by Joseph Meyer)

VERSE

When I’'m with you | feel so small,
Right in my shell | want to crawl,

| wonder why | had to fall for you,
Why do you make my life so tough?
It seems | can’t love you enough—
You’re so heavenly,

Much too much for me.

REFRAIN

| wish that | were twins,

You great big babykins,

So | could love you twice as much as | do.
I’d have four loving arms to embrace you,
Four eyes to idolize you

Each time | face you.

With two hearts twice as true

What couldn’t four lips do?

What four ears hear you saying “I’'m yours!,”
You great big babykins,

| wish that | were twins,

So | could love you twice as much as | do!
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“Heart and Soul” (1938)
(Music by Hoagy Carmichael)

VERSE:

I’ve let a pair of arms enslave me
Ofttimes before.

But more than just a thrill you gave me,
Yes, more, much more.

REFRAIN:

Heart and soul,

| fell in love with you,

Heart and soul,

The way a fool would do,
Madly,

Because you held me tight
And stole a kiss in the night.
Heart and soul,

| begged to be adored,
Lost control

And tumbled overboard,
Gladly,

That magic night we kissed
There in the moon mist.
Oh! but your lips were thrilling,
Much too thrilling;

Never before were mine so
Strangely willing.

But now | see

What one embrace can do,
Look at me,

It’s got me loving you
Madly,

That little kiss you stole
Held all my heart and soul.

“Two Sleepy People” (1938)
(Music by Hoagy Carmichael)

VERSE:

| guess we haven’t got a sense
Of responsibility.

Our young romance is so intense,
We’re close to imbecility

Tick, tock! Cuckoo!

REFRAIN

Here we are, out of cigarettes,

Holding hands and yawning,

Look how late it gets.

Two sleepy people, by dawn’s early light,

And too much in love to say good night.

Here we are, in the cozy chair,

Picking on a wishbone

From the Frigidaire.

Two sleepy people with nothing to say

And too much in love to break away.

Do you remember the nights we used to
linger in the hall?

Father didn’t like you at all.

Do you remember the reason why we
married in the fall?

To rent this little nest

And get a bit of rest.

Well, here we are,

Just about the same,

Foggy little fella,

Drowsy little dame.

Two sleepy people, by dawn’s early light,

And too much in love to say good night.

Page 2 of 6



Loesser, Lerner & Loewe 101: Lyrics to Loesser’s Early Songs
(All lyrics by Frank Loesser; music by Loesser unless otherwise noted.)

“The Boys in the Backroom” (1939)
(Music by Frederick Hollander)

VERSE

See what the boys in the backroom will have,

And tell them I’m having the same.

Go see what the boys in the backroom will
have,

And give them the poison they name.

REFRAIN

And when | die,

Don’t spend my money on flowers

Or my pictures in a frame.

Just see what the boys in the backroom will
have,

And tell them | sighed

And tell them | cried

And tell them | died of the samel!

And when | die,

Don’t buy a casket of silver

With the candles all aflame.

Just see what the boys in the backroom will
have,

And tell them | sighed

And tell them | cried

And tell them | died of the same!

And when [ die,

Don’t pay the preacher for speaking

Of my glory and my fame,

Just see what the boys in the backroom will
have,

And tell them | sighed

And tell them | cried

And tell them | died of the samel!

“lI Hear Music” (1940)
(Music by Burton Lane)

VERSE

Not that I’'m a Punchinello,

Just an optimistic fellow

With a lot of very mellow

Music in my soul.

Not that I’'m a Pollyanna,

Shoutin’ out a Hosanna—

It’s my singing heart | can’t control.

REFRAIN

| hear music,

Mighty fine music,

The murmur of a morning breeze up there,
The rattle of the milkman on the stair—
Sure that’s music,

Mighty fine music.

The singing of a sparrow in the sky,
The perking of the coffee right nearby,
There’s my fav’rite melody,

You, my angel, phoning me.

| hear music,

Mighty fine music,

And any time | think my world is wrong,
I get me out of bed and sing this song.

| hear music,

Mighty fine music,

A symphony of lovely, lovely tones,

The creaking of my lazy, lazy bones.
Sure that’s music

Operatic music.

Once | sang to Carmen, oh so sweet—
I’m the guy who knocked her off her feet.
Laughing children down the street,
Where is there a tune so sweet?

| hear music,

Magnifique fine music,

The crackling of the bacon in the pan.
There isn’t any bacon, my good man.
Laughing children down the street,

| hear music,

Sweet romantic music,

A song of love to someone you adore—
If you like my song I’ll sing you more,
Laughing children down the street—
Where is there a tune so sweet?

| hear music,

Mighty, mighty fine music,

And any time | think the world is wrong,
I get me out of bed and sing this song.
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“] Don’t Want to Walk Without You”

(1941)
(Music by Jule Styne)

VERSE

All our friends keep knocking at the door;

They’ve asked me out a hundred times or
more.

But all | say is “Leave me in the gloom,”

And here | stay within my lonely room,

‘Cause—

REFRAIN

| don’t want to walk without you, baby,

Walk without my arm about you, baby.

| thought the day you left me behind,

I’d take a stroll and get you right off my
mind,

But now I find that

| don’t want to walk without the sunshine,

Why’d you have to turn off all that sunshine?

Oh, baby, please come back,

Or you’ll break my heart for me,

‘Cause | don’t want to walk without you,

No sireel!

“Praise the Lord and Pass the
Ammunition” (1942)

VERSE

Down went the gunner, a bullet was his fate.

Down went the gunner, and then the
gunner’s mate.

Up jumped the sky pilot, gave the boys a
look

And manned the gun himself as he laid aside
the Book,

Shouting—

REFRAIN

“Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition!
Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition!
Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition
And we’ll all stay free!”

“Praise the Lord and swing into position,
Can’t afford to sit around a-wishin’.

Praise the Lord, we’re all between perdition
And the deep blue sea!”

Yes, the sky pilot said it.

You’ve got to give him credit,

For a son-of-a-gun of a gunner was he,

Shouting, “Praise the Lord, we’re on a
mighty mission!

All aboard! We’re not a-goin’ fishin’.

Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition

And we’ll all stay free!”

“Spring Will Be A Little Late This Year”
(1944)

VERSE

January and February were never so empty
and gray.

Tragic’lly | feel like crying,

“Without you, my darling, I’'m dying.”

But let’s rather put it this way:

REFRAIN

Spring will be a little late this year,

A little late arriving in my lonely world over
here.

For you have left me, and where is our April
of old?

You have left me, and winter continues cold,

As if to say,

Spring will be a little slow to start,

A little slow reviving that music it made in my
heart.

Yes, time heals all things, so | needn’t cling
to this fear;

It’s merely that

Spring will be a little late this year.
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“They’re Either Too Young or Too Old”

(1943)
(Music by Arthur Schwartz)

VERSE

You marched away and left this town as
empty as can be.

And | am like the driftwood in a deadly calm
at sea

| can’t sit under the apple tree with anyone
else but me.

For there is no secret lover

That the draft board didn’t discover.

REFRAIN 1

They’re either too young or too old;
They’re either too gray or too grassy green.
The pickins are poor and the crop is lean;
What'’s good is in the army—

What’s left will never harm me.

They’re either too old or too young,

So, darling, you’ll never get stung.

Tomorrow I'll go hiking with that Eagle Scout,
unless

| get a call from Grandpa for a snappy game
of chess.

I’m finding it easy to stay good as gold—

They’re either too young or too old.

REFRAIN 2

They’re either too warm or too cold;
They’re either too fast or too fast asleep.
So, darling, believe me, I’m yours to keep;
There isn’t any gravy—

The gravy’s in the Navy.

They’re either too fresh or too stale;

There is no available male.

| will confess to one romance I’m sure you
will allow:

He tries to serenade me, but his voice is
changing now.

I’m finding it easy to keep things controlled —

They’re either too young or too old.

REFRAIN 3

They’re either too bald or too bold.

I’m down to the wheelchair and bassinet;
My heart just refuses to get upset—

| simply can’t compel it to

With no Marines to tell it to.

I’m either their first breath of spring

Or else I'm their last little fling.

| either get a fossil or an adolescent pup;

| either have to hold him off or have to hold
him up.

The battle is on, but the fortress will hold—
They’re either too young or too old.

I’ll never never fail ya

When you are in Australia,

Or out in the Aleutians

Or off among the Rooshans.

And flying over Egypt,

Your heart will never be gypped.

And when you get to India, I’ll still be what |
been t'ya.

I’ve looked the field over

And lo and behold—

They’re either too young or too old.

“What Are You Doing New Year’s Eve?”
(1947)

VERSE

When the bells all ring, and the horns all
blow,

And the couples we know are fondly kissing,

Will | be with you, or will | be among the
missing?

REFRAIN

Maybe it’s much too early in the game,

Ah, but | thought I’'d ask you just the same,

What are you doing New Year’s, New Year’s
Eve?

Wonder whose arms arms will hold you good
and tight

When it’s exactly twelve o’clock at night,

Welcoming in the new year, New Year’s Eve?

Maybe I’'m crazy to suppose

I’d ever be the one you chose

Out of the thousand invitations you’ll receive,

Ah, but in case | stand one little chance,

Here comes the jackpot question in advance:

What are you doing New Year’s,

New Year’s Eve?
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“l Wish | didn’t Love You So” (1947)

VERSE
After all this time with you,
After all this time | find

That it’s still no use to say to myself:

“Out of sight, out of mind.”

REFRAIN

| wish | didn’t love you so.
My love for you

Should have faded long ago.
| wish | didn’t need your Kiss;
Why must your kiss

Torture me as long as this?

I might be smiling by now
With some new tender friend,
Smiling by now

With my heart on the mend.
But when | try,

Something in my heart says no—
You're still there;

| wish | didn’t love you so.
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