“Manhattan”
(The Garrick Gaieties, 1925)
Lyrics by Lorenz Hart
Music by Richard Rodgers

Summer journeys to Niag'ra
And to other places aggra-

Vate all our cares

We'll save our fares

I've a cozy little flat in

What is known as old Manhattan
We'll settle down

Right here in town

(Chorus)

We'll have Manhattan

The Bronx and Staten

Island, too

It's lovely going through

The zoo

It's very fancy

On old Delancey

Street, you know

The subway charms us so

Where balmy breezes blow

To and fro

And tell me what street

Compares with Mott Street

In July?

Sweet pushcarts gently gliding by
The great big city's a wondrous toy
Just made for a girl and boy

We'll turn Manhattan into an isle of joy

(Chorus 2)

We'll go to Greenwich
Where modern men itch

To be free

And Bowling Green you'll see
With me

We'll bathe at Brighton

The fish you'll frighten
When you're in

Your bathing suit so thin
Will make the shellfish grin
Fin to fin

I'd like to take a

Sail on Jamaica

Bay with you

And fair Canarsie's lake we'll view
The city's bustle cannot destroy

The dreams of a girl and boy

We'll turn Manhattan into an isle of joy

(Chorus 3)

We'll go to Yonkers

Where true love conquers

In the wild

And starve together, dear

In Childs

We'll go to Coney

And eat baloney

On aroll

In Central Park we'll stroll
Where our first kiss we stole
Soul to soul

Our future babies

We'll take to Abie’s

Irish Rose

I hope they live to see it close
The city’s clamor can never spoil
The dreams of boy and goil
We'll turn Manhattan into an isle of joy

(Chorus 4)

We'll have Manhattan

The Bronx and Staten

Island, too

We'll try to cross Fifth A-

Venue

As black as onyx

We'll find the Bronnix

Park Express

Our Flatbush flat, I guess

Will be a great success

More or less

A short vacation

On Inspiration

Point we'll spend

And in the station house we'll end
But civic virtue cannot destroy
The dreams of a girl and boy
We'll turn Manhattan into an isle of joy



“To Keep My Love Alive”
(4 Connecticut Yankee, 1943 Revival)
Lyrics by Lorenz Hart
Music by Richard Rodgers

I've been married, and married, and often I've sighed,
"I'm never a bridesmaid, I'm always a bride."
I never divorced them—I hadn't the heart--

Yet remember these sweet words: "'Til death do us part..."

First stanza

I married many men, a ton of them,

And yet I was untrue to none of them,
Because I bumped off every one of them
To keep my love alive.

Sir Paul was frail; he looked a wreck to me.
At night he was a horse's neck to me,

So I performed an appendectomy

To keep my love alive.

Sir Thomas had insomnia: he couldn't sleep at night.
I bought a little arsenic; he's sleeping now all right.

Sir Roger played the harp; I cussed the thing.

I crowned him with his harp to bust the thing,
And now he plays where harps are just the thing,
To keep my love alive,

To keep my love alive!

Second stanza

I thought Sir George had possibilities,
But his flirtations made me ill at ease,
And when I'm ill at ease, I kill at ease,
To keep my love alive

Sir Charles came from a sanatorium
And yelled for drinks in my emporium.
I mixed one drink; he's in memoriam,
To keep my love alive

Sir Percy was a singing bird, a nightingale, that's why
I tossed him off my balcony to see if he could fly.

Sir Jonathan indulged in fratricide;

He killed his dad and that was patricide.
One night I stabbed him at my mattress-side
To keep my love alive,

To keep my love alive!

Third stanza

I caught Sir James with his protectoress:
The rector’s wife, I mean the rectoress.
His heart stood still: angina pectoris,

To keep my love alive.

Sir Frank brought ladies to my palaces.
I poured a mickey in their chalices:
While paralyzed, they got paralysis,
To keep my love alive.

Sir Alfred worshipped falconry; he used to hunt at will.
I sent him on a hunting trip: They’re hunting for him still.

Sir Peter had an incongruity:
Collecting girls with promiscuity.
Now I’m collecting his annuity,
To keep my love alive,

To keep my love alive!

Fourth stanza

Sir Ethelbert would use profanity;
His language drove me near insanity.
So once again I served humanity,

To keep my love alive.

Sir Curtis made me cook each dish he ate,
And everything his heart could wish he ate,
Until T fiddled with a fish he ate,

To keep my love alive.

Sir Marmaduke was awfully tall; he didn’t fit in bed.
I solved that problem easily: I just removed his head.

Sir Marc adored me with formality;
He called a kiss an immorality.
And so I gave him immortality,

To keep my love alive,

To keep my love alive!



“Bewitched, Bothered, and Bewildered”

After one whole quart of brandy
Like a daisy, I'm awake

With no Bromo-Seltzer handy

I don't even shake

Men are not a new sensation
I've done pretty well I think
But this half-pint imitation
Put me on the blink

I'm wild again, beguiled again
A simpering, whimpering child again
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

Couldn't sleep and wouldn't sleep
When love came and told me, I shouldn't sleep
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

Lost my heart, but what of it
He is cold I agree

He can laugh, but I love it
Although the laugh's on me

I'll sing to him, each spring to him
And long, for the day when I'll cling to him
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

He's a fool and don't I know it
But a fool can have his charms
I'm in love and don't I show it

Like a babe in arms

Love's the same old sad sensation
Lately I've not slept a wink

Since this half-pint imitation

Put me on the blink

I've sinned a lot, I'm mean a lot
But I'm like sweet seventeen a lot
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

I'll sing to him, each spring to him
And worship the trousers that cling to him
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

(Pal Joey, 1940)
Lyrics by Lorenz Hart
Music by Richard Rodgers

When he talks, he is seeking
Words to get, off his chest
Horizontally speaking, he's at his very best

Vexed again, perplexed again
Thank God, I can be oversexed again
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - am I

Wise at last, my eyes at last
Are cutting you down to your size at last
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - no more

Burned a lot, but learned a lot
And now you are broke, so you earned a lot
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - no more

Couldn't eat, was dispeptic
Life was so hard to bear
Now my heart's antiseptic
Since you moved out of there

Romance, finis. Your chance, finis
Those ants that invaded my pants, finis
Bewitched, bothered and bewildered - no more



“Where or When”

(Babes in Arms, 1937)

Lyrics by Lorenz Hart
Music by Richard Rodgers

When you're awake the things you think
Come from the dream you dream
Thought has wings, and lots of things
Are seldom what they seem

Sometimes you think you've lived before
All that you live today

Things you do come back to you

As though they knew the way

Oh the tricks your mind can play

It seems we've stood and talked like this before
We looked at each other in the same way then
But I can't remember where or when

The clothes you're wearing are the clothes you wore
The smile you are smiling you were smiling then
But I can't remember where or when

Some things that happen for the first time
Seem to be happening again

And so it seems that we have met before
And laughed before, and loved before
But who knows where or when

I Could Write a Book”
(Pal Joey, 1940)
Lyrics by Lorenz Hart
Music by Richard Rodgers

ABCDEFG

I never learned to spell

At least not well

1234567

I never learned to count a great amount

But my busy mind is burning to use
What learning I’ve got

I won’t waste any time

Il strike while the iron is hot

If they ask me, I could write a book

About the way you walk and whisper and look
I could write a preface on how we met

So the world would never forget

And the simple secret of the plot

Is just to tell them that I love you, a lot
Then the world discovers as my book ends
How to make two lovers of friends



