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MUSICAL THEATRE 

The Magic Show (1974) 

“Up to His Old Tricks” 

Hey, can't you just feel the strange 
excitement


The quiet commotion that we share

There's something like tingling in the 

darkness

There's something electric in the air

'Cause there's one thing I know turns a man 

of sixty

Back into a child of six:

Watching Dunninger, Houdini

Or Doug—the magic man

Up to his old tricks


You go spend an evening at the movies

And smile at the shadows on the screen

You turn on a radio or record

And dance to a voice you've never seen

But they don't make you gasp like a silly 

schoolboy

Or giggle like a bunch of hicks

Not like Dunninger, Houdini

Or Doug—the magic man

Up to his old tricks


Clap clap

Pop up the dusty flowers

Hooray, hoorah

Break out the bowl of goldfish and the 

scarves

Ooh . . . ahhh

Saw the beautiful lady in half again . . . .


Wasn't that illusion fun?

Not if you know how it's done


It may not be the world's most esteemed 
profession


But it sure beats law or politics

So here's to Dunninger, Houdini

And Doug—our magic man

Up to his old tricks.


“Lion Tamer” 

CAL:

I'd like to be a lion tamer,

Sequins and tights and silk top hats.

I know I could be a lion tamer,

I've always gotten along with cats.


I'd have a whip but never use it,

I'd simply hold it in my hand.

I'd like to be a lion tamer.

If I could be a lion tamer

I would be someone grand.


I couldn't be a ballerina,

I never could stand on my toes.

I couldn't be a Spanish dancer,

I'd look ridiculous with a rose.


But ev'ryone has a special calling,

Something that only she can do.

I could be such a lion tamer.

If I could be lion tamer

I would be special too.


I could begin with baby leopards,

Move on to tiger cubs and then,

After I learned to handle lions,

Maybe I could work up to men.


I never wanted fancy mansions,

Butlers and footmen liveried.

I never wanted lots of money,

Money can't buy what you really need.


I never prayed for any favors,

But here I am on knobby knee.

Please let me be a lion tamer.

If I could be a lion tamer,

Wouldn't he have to finally notice me?
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“West End Avenue” 

CAL:

All of your life you wake up to the taxis and 

the chimes 

To the bathroom with the roaches and the 

breakfast with the Times 

And you subway to school with kids whose 

folks all live in twenty blocks 

In a high-rise rented carton or a co-op 

brownstone box, with double locks


West End Avenue 

Babies in carts and poodles barking 

West End Avenue. 

Planning your day around the parking 

You tell yourself, "I will be free." 

West End Avenue 

You won't get me  

All of your life you watch the shrinks and 
lawyers on parade 


Watch the brokers in their worsted and the 
ad men in their suede 


While upstairs a soprano tries to sing the 
waltz from "La Boheme." 


And you watch 'em and you listen and you 
judge and you condemn 


You're not like them 


West End Avenue 

Delis and laundromats and gay bars 

West End Avenue 

Only a block away from Zabars 

But you were meant to really fly. 

West End Avenue, 

Good bye, good bye 


And then suddenly you're out there on your 
own 


But you forgot that free could also mean 
alone 


And when all that freedom gets too much for 
you 


Ooh, what do you do? 


You pack up your boots and blue jeans and 
your records and your pride 


And you tell yourself you ventured and you 
tell yourself you tried 


So it's back to the surly doormen and the 
canopies you go 


And the buses seem to chuckle and the 
towers seem to crow 


"We told you so." 


West End Avenue 

Find me a golden cage to perch in 

West End Avenue 

Open your arms to one more urchin 

Who's crawlin' back to mama's den 

West End Avenue 

You win again!


The Baker’s Wife (1976) 

“Chanson” 

DENISE:

Chaque jour est un jour

Come les autres beaux jours

Le potage, l’ouvrage,

Peut-être l’amour;

Le soleil, il voyage,

Le monde fait un tour

Ainsi c’est toujours le meme . . .


Every day as you do what you do every day

You see the same faces who fill the cafe

And if some of those faces have new things 

to say

Nothing is really different . . .


And the sheep dot the hill where the olive 
tree sways


And the world spins around with the greens 
and the grays


And you never take time out to think of the 
ways


Everything might be different . . . 


And then one day, suddenly

Something can happen

It might be quite special

Or something quite small

But all of a sudden, your stew tastes 

different

And you hear the sheep bleat in a different 

key


Lyrics © Stephen Schwartz Prepared by Alan Teasley • Page  of 2 11



The Musicals of Stephen Schwartz  
Class 3: The Magic Show (1974) • The Baker’s Wife (1976) • Working (1978) 

Music & Lyrics by Stephen Schwartz Unless Otherwise Noted 

And you see with new eyes that the faces 
you see


Are people you don’t know at all . . .


And the someone who touches your hair 
every day


Touches you now in a different way

And you may want to run or you may want to 

stay

Forever

And since life is the sound of the sheep

And the taste of the stew

And the way that you feel 

When he touches you

Now your whole life is different

Now your whole life is new . . .


Chaque jour est un jour

Come les autres beaux jours

Le potage, l’ouvrage,

Peut-être l’amour;

Le soleil, il voyage,

Le monde fait un tour

Ainsi c’est toujours le meme . . .


“Merci, Madame” 

AIMABLE:

Genevieve, Genevieve! Look around! Well, do 
you like it?


GENEVIEVE: I think I like it!


AIMABLE:

Did you hear that—she likes it! 

Did you hear that, Pompom?

My darling says she likes it—

Did you hear that, Pompom?

Can you see her face is shining 

And her eyes give off a light?

Bright as the moon is bright . . .


Come take a little look at our bakery

A little look at our house

Other men might look at that sight

And only see a house

But I can see something better

Than the emperor’s place in Rome

Ask me what . . . 


GENEVIEVE: All right, what?


AIMABLE:

I can see . . . a home! 

Merci, madame

Merci, madame

You make a home for us, Pompom and I 

agree, madame.

It’s heaven just to watch you dust or hear the 

oven slam.

Merci, merci, madame . . . 


I know exactly what you are thinking. 

Exactly what’s on your mind

You’re looking around thinking we’ve found

The best place we could find

But I can imagine someplace 

I would rather be, it’s true

Ask me where . . .


GENEVIEVE: All right, where?


AIMABLE:

Here—a little closer to you—

To say merci, madame

Merci, madame

If you are there, then that is where I want to 

be, madame

Sit on my lap and I’m as happy as a giant 

clam. 

Merci, merci, madame.


AIMABLE: 	 	       GENEVIEVE:

Ah, oui, merci, madame    Et vous, monsieur

Merci, madame	        You too, monsieur

The past is past, and 

      now at last

It’s you and me,                  How true,

      madame  	 	                monsieur

The past is past, and now 

      at last   	 	          And now at last

I’m feeling safe and sure     I’m feeling safe 		

	 	 	 	    and sure

Merci, merci	 	          Merci, merci

Madame . . . 	 	          Monsieur . . .


AIMABLE:

I’ve got a little lift in my outlook

A little lift in my step.

Darling, I mean, when have you seen 

A man with so much pep?

And suddenly I can do things

Other men my age can’t do
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Ask me how . . . 


GENEVIEVE: All right how?


AIMABLE:

I caught youth from you . . .


Merci, madame

Merci, madame

The years just drop and they won’t stop 

while you’re with me, madame

It seems your age is as contagious as a case 

of flu 

Look at this . . . 

Look at that . . .

I’ve got a new life

A new wife

And someday

If maybe 

We could have 

A baby.

What else is there to say 

Besides merci, madame . . .? 

Merci, beaucoup?


“Gifts of Love” 

GENEVIEVE:

Now couldn’t I stay to light the oven?

How could it have hurt me?

And couldn’t I go to have a drink?

No—up to my room I slink

And heaven forbid i light the oven—

Give him his little lift

What all he does is put such love in

Everything he does for me

Everything he does for me

Becomes almost . . .

A gift . . .


A fresh-picked rose

Beside my bed

The coffee pot there

Hot there

When I raise my head

Each day the first things that I see

His little gifts of love for me . . .


When days were cold

When nights were rough

I thought his small ways


Always

Ought to be enough

So now why can’t I gratefully

Accept his gifts of love for me?


Oh, it’s time I stop to think

Time I start to learn

Time I gave him something in return


I’ll share his bed

I’ll bear his touch

To seem more sunny

Funny—

Shouldn’t hurt too much

To force a smile is not so grim

And they’ll be gifts

He’ll think they’re gifts 

They’ll seem like gifts of love to him . . .


GENEVIEVE:	 	   AIMABLE:

I’ll save my dreams	   So who needs 	 	

	 	 	          dreams?

For when I sleep	    They’ve all come true

And spend the waking   Caring

Making	 	     Sharing

Promises I keep	     Making all I do

I’ll do the best I’m	     The best I’m

     worthy of	 	           worthy of

And call them gifts	      I’ll give her gifts

He’ll think they’re gifts     She’ll know they’re

	 	 	 	 	 gifts

To him they’ll seem like     My	 

Gifts of love	 	        Gifts of love


“Meadowlark” 

GENEVIEVE:

What does he think I am?

What sort of a weak-willed, sentimental 

sheep

Does he think I am?

Well, I won't even think about him . . .

I'll just go to sleep . . . 


Who does he think he is?

Who could be as handsome

Who could be as smart as he thinks he is?

He just has to snap his fingers . . .

Women fall apart!

What does he think

That I'll slink away with him?
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That I'll follow him ripe and drooling?

Who does he think he is?

And what does he think i am?

And who do I think . . . 

I'm fooling?


When I was a girl, I had a favorite story

Of the meadowlark who lived where the 

rivers wind

Her voice could match the angels' in its glory

But she was blind

The lark was blind

The king of the rivers took her to his palace

Where the walls were burnished bronze and 

golden braid

And he fed her fruit and nuts from an ivory 

chalice

And he prayed . . . 


Sing for me, my meadowlark,

Sing for me of the silver morning,

Set me free, my meadowlark,

And I'll buy you a priceless jewel

And cloth of brocade and crewel

And I'll love you for life if you will 

Sing for me . . . 


Then one day as the lark sang by the water

The god of the sun heard her in his flight

And her singing moved him so, he came and 

brought her 

The gift of sight

He gave her sight

And she opened her eyes to the shimmer 

and the splendor

Of this beautiful young god, so proud and 

strong

And he called to the lark in a voice both 

rough and tender

Come along . . .


Fly with me, my meadowlark,

Fly with me on the silver morning,

Past the sea where the dolphins bark

We will dance on the coral beaches,

Make a feast of the plums and peaches

Just as far as your vision reaches

Fly with me . . . 


But the meadowlark said no

For the old king loved her so


She couldn't bear to wound his pride

So the sun god flew away

And when the king came down that day

He found his meadowlark had died

Every time I heard that part I cried . . . 


And now I stand here starry-eyed and stormy

Oh, just when I thought my heart was finally 

numb

A beautiful young man appears before me

Singing come, 

Oh, won't you come?

And what can I do if finally, for the first time

The one I'm burning for returns the glow?

If love has come at last it's picked the worst 

time

Still I know

I've got to go


Fly away, meadowlark

Fly away in the silver morning

If I stay, I'll grow to curse the dark

So it's off where the days don't bind me

I know I leave wounds behind me

But I won't let tomorrow find me

Back this way

Before my past once again can blind me

Fly away . . .


And we won't wait

To say good-bye

My beautiful young man

And I!


“Any-Day-Now Day” 

AIMABLE:

Come on and fill up your glasses

Let’s drink a toast

Here’s to the person you love the most

Mine may be missing . . . but let it coast

And on with the beer

And off with the foam

Let’s drink to that 

Any-day-now day

When she comes home . . . 


Oh, it’s probably tomorrow 

I’ll welcome her back

I’m sure it’s so soon that I don’t keep track

I even think this time she might unpack
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So bring me a glass

No, make it an urn

Let’s drink to that 

Any-day-now day

She will return . . . 


I close my eyes and see her climbing the hill

Or scurrying down the steps again

Not for one moment do I doubt she will

But I wish I knew when

So I could be ready . . .


Getting everything sparkling

Everything nice

Cake in the oven, champagne on ice

And much as I hate to, I may shave twice

So what do you know?

Hey, what do you say?

Shall we drink to that

Any-day-now day

Now that’ll be the day


So won’t you join me in a snifter or two?

Won’t somebody match me pound for 

pound?

Wherever she is, she’d worry if she knew

We were moping around

So to keep her happy . . . 


Let’s have one for good measure

And one just for spite

And one for the road that she’s on tonight

We’ll keep the home fires burning bright

With a little more help

From the Beaujolais

As we drink to that 

Any-day-now day

Now that’ll be the day!


“If I Have to Live Alone” 

AIMABLE:

The house seems smaller 

Since she's been gone

The lights stay dim and the blinds stay drawn

But the clock keeps running, and time runs 

on

And there's time enough has flown

If I have to live alone . . .


The leaves still rustle

The wind still whines

The sun shines colder, but still, it shines

I do my living between the lines

Like the silent years I've known

When I had to live alone . . .


Before I knew her, I had my ways

To fill the hours, to pass the days.

Have a meal at the cafe every night at ten

Take a walk, take a nap

Perhaps a card game now and then

I've lived alone before 

And I can do it again . . .


I still hear laughter

I still see stars

So if it's true that a smile comes hard

I guess that’s why they invented scars . . .

To protect us, once they've grown

Let them harden now like stone

Let them harden now like stone

If I have to live alone


“Where is the Warmth?” 

GENEVIEVE:

Look at him

That's a face

That's a profile to admire

Look at him, 

That's a torso that's rare

When I look at him

How I burn to be touching him;

The fire is there

But where is the warmth?


Look at us

Don't you think 

We fit beautifully together?

Look at us

Can't you see how we shine?

When you look at us

Do you notice I'm shivering?

The weather is fine

But where is the warmth?


Since I grow feverish 

With the flush that comes 

Every time he holds me,

Naturally, you'd suppose I'd be warm 
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When I'm hot

Well, I'm not . . . 


And just look at me

You would think this the cruelest of 

Decembers

Look at me

You would think we’d had snow

Then he looks at me

And for a moment I melt again

The embers do glow

But oh, where is the warmth?

The fire is there

But where is the warmth?


With a little laugh

And a smaller sigh

My beautiful young man

Goodbye . . . 


“Finale (Gifts of Love)” 

GENEVIEVE:

How well we know

I’ll never be

The perfect flower

The princess

You try to see in me

All I can do is

What I do

Plus little gifts of love

For you . . .


GENEVIEVE and AIMABLE:

If that’s enough

To see us through . . .


AIMABLE:

I have to start the bread for tomorrow . . .


GENEVIEVE:

I’ll light the oven . . .


Working (1978) 
The score includes songs by several 
composers and lyricists. These three songs 
have both music and lyrics by Schwartz.


“All the Livelong Day” 

WOMAN: I hear America singing . . .


ALL WOMEN: I hear . . .


SINGERS:

The varied carols I hear

America singing . . . 


ALL:

The Mason singing

The Waitress singing

The Farm Worker singing

The Car Hiker singing

The Fireman singing

Each one singing

The Checker

The Trucker

The Hooker

The Housewife

I hear

America singing . . .

America singing . . . 


GRACE CLEMENTS: [spoken] I work in a 
luggage factory. We make suitcases. The 
tank I work at is six foot deep eight foot 
square . . . 


TOM PATRICK: [spoken] I always wanted to 
be a fireman. A lot of guys want to be 
firemen . . . 


DELORES DANTE: [spoken] I have to be a 
waitress. How else does the world come to 
me . . .


ANTHONY COELHO: [spoken] It's a pretty 
good day laying stone . . . 


MIKE DILLARD: [sung]

Hey somebody, don'cha wanna hear

The story of my life?
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One of them movie companies

T.V. documentaries

Won’t ya come and ask me please . . .

And pay me a million dollars

To tell you what I do at the store

'Cause if you pay me a million dollars

I wouldn't gotta go and do it no more


MEN:

One . . .Two . . .Three . . .Four . . .

Just like the song say

All the livelong day

Everybody done know that song

Working for a living the whole day long

All the livelong day


WOMEN:

Hey somebody, won’t ya turn your head

Take a look my way

I'm gettin' old and I tell you

Gettin' old ain't nothin' new


MEN: Stuck again with you know who—


WOMEN: You know who—


MEN: Me and my old pal Monday


WOMEN: Monday hey—


MEN: Y’know rain or shine he'll be showin'


WOMEN: It’s back again


MEN: Me and my old pal Monday


ALL:

And another cup of coffee

Get the juices flowin' and it's

One . . . two . . . three . . . get goin'!

Just like the song say

All the livelong day

Everybody done know that song

Working for a living the whole day long

All the livelong day . . .


GROUP 1:Just like the song say

GROUP 2:Just like the song say, now

GROUP 1: All the livelong day


GROUP 2: All the livelong day, now


GROUP 3: All the livelong day


[repeat]


ALL:

Everybody done know that song

Workin' at living the whole day long

All the livelong . . . 

Day!


“It’s an Art” 

DELORES DANTE:

There's some as don't care

When they put down a plate

There's a sound

Not with me

When they move a chair

It'll scrape with a grate

On the ground

Not with me

I will have my hand right

When I place a glass

Notice how I stand right 

As customers pass

Serve a demitasse

With a gesture so gentle

Or do it again 'til

It's near oriental


Da da da da dum dum . . .


It's an art

It's an art

To be a fine waitress

To see that you pleasure each guest

There's a twist

To my wrist

When I bring your steak in

And watch how I take in 

Your liver and bacon

It all needs be stylish and smart

That's what makes it an art


I remember one day 

As I do now and then I had shakes

Down I went

There with my tray

Full of coffees and cordials and cakes

Down I went

But I kept my poise
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Not one guest heard me fall

Never made a noise

Not one noise food and all

If you have to crawl

You give 'em what they like

You carry your tray like

It's almost ballet-like


La la la . . . 


It's an art

It's an art

To be a fine waitress

Each evening I treasure the test


Like the night

Was a fight 

So they hired this busboy

His clothes all a muss, boy

And guests heard him cuss, boy

Did we have a quick heart to heart!

Even that was an art.


[spoken passage]


Tips? HA!

Tips are important 

For people like captains and barmen

For them it's a tip, see?

For me, I'm a gypsy

Just toss me a coin 

And I suddenly feel like I'm Carmen


So on through the ulcer

The backache

The hot, sweaty feet

On you go

Through, "Is your knife dull, sir?"

And, "Madam wants WHAT with her meat?"

On you go

Two AM approaches

The curtains descend

There among the roaches

My act's at an end

Every night I tend

To find myself crying

There's no work so trying

Or so satisfying


I tell everybody that I'm a waitress and I'm 
proud. When somebody says, “Hey you're 

terrific. How come you're just a waitress?" 
Ya know what I say to them? I say, "Why? 
Don't you think you deserve to be served by 
me?"


[sings]


DELORES:	 	      GUESTS:

It's an art	 	       Miss!

It's an art	 	       Miss!

To be a great waitress      Please take care

	 	 	 	 	 of this

To do without leisure or rest

	 	 	 	       Could we have our 

	 	 	 	 	 check please?

So I zoom	 	       Miss!

Through the room	       Miss!

With a flair no one else     Bring some more

	 has		 	           of these

Waitress

An air no one else has

I swear no one else has

My lilt	 	 	      Miss!

When I say	 	      Miss!

"A la carte"	 	      And another order 

	 	 	 	 	 to go

You can see it gives me   My plate, miss!

     a glow	 	      My cup, miss!	     

Every time I prove I'm      I'm late, miss!

	 a pro	 	      Hurry up, miss!

Maybe I'm not quite	      Miss!

Michelangelo	 	      And a bag for my

	 	 	  	 	 dog

But I'm not just a 	     You were great

     waitress    		     But I'm late

I'm a one	 	     My check please

Woman	 	     My change please

Show

	 	 	 	      C'mon please

	 	 	 	      Lady, let's go


“Fathers and Sons” 

FRANK DECKER:

I heard a lot of songs say, "Where you goin' 

my son?"

Now I know they're true,

Boy, you never stop to think how fast the 

years run,

Now they've taken you.
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I remember you was three-and-a-half,

Your ma and me would sit there after things 

got quiet then.

We'd laugh at some new word you said,

How tough you were to get to bed,

And we planned the night away,

Planning for our kid.


I was your hero then,

I couldn't do no wrong as far as you were 

concerned,

You thought I was the best of men,

The tables hadn't turned,

You hadn't learned,

How little time it takes,

And daddies make mistakes.


Seems to me that lately I've been thinking a 
lot,


I think about my dad.

Lots of funny things come back I thought I’d 

forgot,

Now they make me sad.

High school and it used to be,

I didn't want him touching me and I 

shuddered if he did.

Further back to summer nights, 

Baseball games beneath the lights and 

sleeping in the car,

My daddy, and his kid.


He was my hero then,

He couldn't do no wrong as far as I was 

concerned,

I thought he was the wisest, and the 

strongest, and the best of men,

The tables hadn't turned,

I hadn't learned,

How little time it takes,

Everybody breaks,

And daddies make mistakes.


I heard a lot of songs say, "Where you goin' 
my son?"


Now I know they're for real,

Boy you never stop to think how fast the 

years run,

And the things they steal.

Now it seems I always knew,

Why I do the things I do and the things I 

never did,


Why I worked my whole damn life,

So's I could give the better life than the one 

my dad could give me,

I give it to my kid.


Working (1978) 
One notable song—frequently “extracted”—
is this one with music and lyrics by Craig 
Carnelia.


“Something to Point To” 

COMPANY:

See that building

I was the one who did the design

I was the one who drafted the plans

Every detail and every line

See that building 

I ran the crane that lifted the beams

I was the guy that worked up above

Look at those bricks, those bricks are mine

See that building

Look how my door hangs in the frame

See that building 

Forty flights up I scratched my name


See that building

I'm on the staff, I work as a guard

I clean the floors and I clean them good

People don't know my job is hard

See that building 

Five days a week I work at a desk

I do the books, I handle the mail

Nine on the dot I punch my card


See that window 

Up by the ledge

Ten from the top

See that window

Count from the left

One, two, three, stop

That's where I work


Everyone should have something to point to

Something to be proud of 

Look what I did 

See what I've done

I did the job

I was the one
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Everyone should have something to point to

Some way to be tall in the crowd

Proud


See that building

Day after day after day after day

That's where I put myself on the line

That's where I sweat to earn my pay

See that building

That's where I put the food on our plates

That's where I've lived a piece of my life

Where I can bring my kids and say


See that building

The lumber was cut

Decisions were made

See that building

The windows are washed 

The site was surveyed

The memos are typed

The concrete was laid

The records are kept

The office is run

The coffee is sold 

The digging was done

The building was built 

For all eyes to see 

By 

Me

Me!
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