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MUSICAL THEATRE 

Do Re Mi (1960) 
Lyrics by Betty Comden & Adolph Green 

“Make Someone Happy” 

JOHN HENRY WHEELER:

Verse: 
The sound of applause is delicious,

It’s a thrill to have the world at your feet.

The praise of the crowd is exciting,

But I’ve learned that’s not what makes a life 

complete.

There’s one thing you can do for the rest of 

your days

That’s worth more than applause,

The screaming crowd, the bouquets.


Refrain: 
Make someone happy,

Make just one someone happy,

Make just one heart the heart you sing to.

One smile that cheers you,

One face that lights when it nears you,

One man you’re ev’rything to.

Fame, 

If you win it,

Comes and goes 

In a minute.

Where's the real 

Stuff in life to cling to?

Love 

Is the answer,

Someone to love is the answer.

Once you found him,

Build your world around him,

Make 

Someone happy,

Make just one 

Someone happy,

And you

Will be happy too.


“All of My Life” 

HUBIE:

All of my life

I’ve been dreaming the wrong dream,

Hoping the wrong hope,

Singing the wrong song . . . all of my life.


All of my life

I’ve been picking the wrong horse,

Saying the wrong things,

Making the wrong bets . . . all of my life.

I thought there was nothing to life

But wait for that lucky hunch.

Just land that lucky punch

Wham!

You too can be the champ.

Yesterday you batted zero.

Hit a homer, you’re a hero.

I thought there was nothing to life

But wait for that lucky hunch.

There must be something more to it,

Somewhere along the line I blew it!


All of my life

I’ve been seeing the wrong crowd,

Wearing the wrong ties,

Dancing the wrong steps

All of my life.


All of my life

I’ve been off on the wrong beam,

Backing the wrong team,

Dreaming the wrong dream,

All of my life,

All of my life,

All of my no-good life.


I thought the American dream was:

Wait for your one big break.

Just give the dice a shake.

You too can be on top. Be an overnight 

sensation,

Meet the press and face the nation.

I thought the American dream was:

Wait for your one big break.

There myst be something more to it,

Somewhere along the line I blew it!


All of my life

I’ve been learning the wrong tricks,
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Pulling the wrong strings,

Making the wrong moves,

All of my life.

All of my life

I’ve been off on the wrong beam,

Backing the wrong team,

Dreaming the wrong dream,

All of my life,

All of my life,

All of my whole damn life!


Subways Are for Sleeping (1961) 
Lyrics by Betty Comden & Adolph Green 

“Be A Santa” 

Be a Santa, happy Santa, jolly Santa,

Give the world a merry Christmas.

Be Kris Kringle, bells will jingle,

What you bring will fill the world with joy.


Come on and twink that twinkle, wrinkle your 
eyes,


Buckle your chins, bring out your bell.

Remember wink and giggle, wiggle your 

beard.

Keep up your grins, get out and sell the spell 

of old Noel, Noel!


Be a Santa, roly Santa, holy Santa,

Spread the word of Merry Christmas.

Be so jolly decked with holly, and by golly, 

everyone will love you

If you’ll be a Santa Claus.


Grab your belly, then let go, 

Shake like jelly to and fro,

Hahahahahaha hohohoho!

Roar and bellow in the snow, 

Like a mellow buffalo.

Hahahahahaha hohohohohoho!


Be a Santa, jolly Santa, happy Santa,

Give the world a Merry Christmas.

Be Kris Kringle, bells will jingle,

What you bring will give the world a Merry 

Christmas.


Come on and twink that twinkle, wrinkle your 
eyes,


Buckle your chins, bring out your bell

Remember wink and giggle, wiggle your 

beard.

Keep up your grins, get out and sell the spell 

of old Noel, Noel!


Be a Santa, jolly Santa, happy Santa,

Give the world a Merry Christmas

Be a Santa Claus!


“Comes Once in a Lifetime” 

Verse:

When the pupil’s in love with the teacher,

What are you gonna do?

Your philosophy has rubbed off on on me,

Let me rub it back on you.


Refrain:

Every day, just go along dawn till sundown.

Here's a rundown:

Every day that comes, comes once in a 

lifetime.

Take each day and gather the rosebuds in it,

Fill each minute.

Every day that comes, comes once in a 

lifetime.


Think of now, tomorrow is waiting in the 
wings.


Who knows what it brings?

While the future waits, the present swings.

From day to day, in Brooklyn or China ’cross 

the bay.

Only once comes this particular sky,

Only once these precious hours go by,

Only once in a lifetime the day comes by,

So live, live, live, live today.


Think of now, tomorrow is waiting in the 
wings.


Who knows what it brings?

While the future waits, the present swings.

From day to day, in Brooklyn or China ’cross 

the bay,

Only once comes this particular sky,

Only once these precious hours will fly,

Only once in a lifetime today comes by,
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So live, live, live today!

Let’s live today!


Funny Girl (1964) 
Lyrics by Bob Merrill 

“I’m the Greatest Star” 

FANNY:

Listen, I got thirty-six expressions,

Sweet as pie to tough as leather.

And that's six expressions more

Than all them Barrymores put together.


Instead of just kicking me,

Why don't they give me a lift?

It must be a plot,

’Cause they're scared that I got

Such a gift.

Well, I'm miffed.


’Cause I'm the greatest star.

I am by far, 

But no one knows it.

Wait, they're gonna hear a voice,

A silver flute—ah ah, ah ah—

They'll cheer each toot—

“Yay! She's terrific!”—

When I expose it!

Now, can't you see to look at me

That I'm a natural Camille?

As Camille I just feel

I've so much to offer.

Kid, I know I'd be divine because

I'm a natural cougher [coughs].

Some ain't got it—not a lump—

I'm a great big clump of talent!


Laugh! They'll bend in half.


[spoken] Did you ever hear the story about 
the traveling salesman? 

[sung] 
A thousand jokes:

Stick around for the jokes,

A thousand faces. 

I reiterate:

When you're gifted,


Then you're gifted,

These are facts—

I got no axe to grind.

Hey, what are they, blind?

In all of the world so far.

I'm the greatest star!


Who is the pip with pizazz?

Who is all ginger and jazz?

Who is as glamorous as?

Who’s an American Beauty rose

With an American Beauty nose,

And ten American Beauty toes?

Eyes on the target and wham!

One shot, one gun shot and bam!

Hey, Mr. Ziegfeld, here I am!


I'm the greatest star,

I am by far,

But no one knows it.

That's why I was born.

I'll blow my horn

Till someone blows it.


I'll light up like a light,

Right up like a light

I'll flicker then flare up.

All the world's gonna stare up.

Looking down

You'll never see me.

Try the sky,

’Cause that'll be me.


I can make 'em cry,

I can make 'em sigh,

Someday they'll clamor

For my drammer.


Have you guessed yet,

Who's the best yet?

If you ain’t, I’ll tell you one more time.

You bet your last dime—

In all of the world so far,

I’m the greatest, greatest star!


“People” 

FANNY:

We travel single-o,

Maybe we're lucky, but I don't know.

With them just let one kid fall down,
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And seven mothers faint.

I guess we're both happy,

But maybe we ain’t.


People, 

People who need people

Are the luckiest people 

In the world.

We’re children

Needing other children,

And yet letting our grown-up pride

Hide all the need inside,

Acting more 

Like children 

Than children.


Lovers 

Are very special people,

They're the luckiest people 

In the world.

With one person, 

One very special person,

A feeling deep in your soul

Says you were half, now you're whole.

No more hunger and thirst,

But first, be a person who needs people.

People who need people

Are the luckiest people 

I n the world


“You Are Woman” 

NICK:

You are woman, I am man.

You are smaller, so I can be taller than. 

You are softer to the touch—

It’s a feeling I like feeling very much. 


You are someone I’ve admired, 

Still, our friendship 

Leaves something to be desired. 

Does it take more explanation than this? 

You are woman, I am man—

Let’s kiss. 


FANNY:

Isn't this the height of nonchalance, 

Furnishing a bed in restaurants? 

Well, a bit of dinner never hurt, 

But guess who is gonna be dessert? 

Do good girls do just what mama says 


When mama's not around? 

It's a feeling, 

Oy vey, what a feeling. 


NICK: 

A bit of paté? 


FANNY:

I drink it all day! 

Should I do the things he'll tell me to? 

In this pickle what would Nellie do? 

In my soul I feel an inner lack—

Just suppose he wants his dinner back? 


BOTH:

Does it take more explanation than this? 


FANNY:

Just some dried-out toast in a sliver 

On the top a little chopped liver!


How many girls become a sinner 

While waiting for a roast beef dinner? 

Though most girls slip in ordinary ways 

I got style—I do it bordelaise. 

Well at least you think I'm special—

You ordered à la carte. 

It's a feeling, I like feeling very . . . 

I feel the feeling down to my toes.


Now I feel that there's a fire here, 

Try that once a little higher, dear, 

What a beast to ruin such a pearl! 

Would a convent take a Jewish girl? 


BOTH: 

Does it take more explanation than this? 


FANNY:

Ooh the thrills and chills going through me !

If I stop him now, can he sue me?


NICK: You are woman. 


FANNY: You are man. 


BOTH: Let’s kiss.
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“Don’t Rain On My Parade” 

FANNY:

Don't tell me not to fly, 

I’ve simply got to.

If someone takes a spill, it's me and not you.

Don’t bring around a cloud 

To rain on my parade.


Don't tell me not to live, 

Just sit and putter.

Life’s candy and the sun’s a ball of butter.

Who told you you’re allowed to rain on my 

parade?


I’ll march my band out, 

I’ll beat my drum,

And if I’m fanned out, 

Your turn at bat, sir,

At least I didn't fake it.

Hat, sir, 

I guess I didn't make it!


But whether I’m the rose of sheer perfection,

Or freckle on the nose of life’s complexion, 

The cinder on the shiny apple of its eye,

I gotta fly once, 

I gotta try once, 

Only can die once, 

Right, sir? 

Ooh, love is juicy,

Juicy, and you see, 

I gotta have my bite, sir.


Get ready for me, love, ’cause I’m a comer.

I simply gotta march, my heart's a drummer.

Don't bring around a cloud to rain on my 

parade.

I'm gonna live and live now!

Get what I want, 

I know how!

All that the law will allow!

One roll for the whole shebang!

One throw, that bell will go clang!

Though I’m alone, I’m a gang!

Eye on the target and wham! 

One shot, one gun shot, and bam! 

Hey, Mr. Arnstein, here I am!


Get ready for me, love, ’cause I’m a comer.

I simply gotta march, my heart's a drummer.

Nobody, no nobody

Is gonna rain on my parade!


“Who Are You Now?” 

FANNY:

Who are you now,

Now that you’re mine?

Are you something more

Than you were before?

Are you warmer in the rain,

Are you stronger for my touch,

Am I giving too little

By my loving you too much?

How is the view,

Sunny and green?

How do you compare it to

The views you’ve seen?


I know I am better, braver, and surer, too,

But you—are you now—

Who are you now?

Are you someone better for my love?


“The Music that Makes Me Dance” 

FANNY:


Verse: 
I add two and two, the most simple addition,

Then swear that the figures are lying,

I’m a much better comic than mathematician

’Cause I’m better on stage 

Than at intermission.

And as far as the man is concerned,

If I've been burned,

I haven't learned. 


Refrain: 
I know he’s around when the sky and the 

ground start in ringing.

I know that he’s near by the thunder I hear in 

advance.

His words, and his words alone, are the 

words that can start my heart singing,

And his is the only music that makes me 

dance. 
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He’ll sleep and he’ll rise, in the light of two 
eyes that adore him.


Bore him it might, but he won’t leave my 
sight for a glance.


In ev’ry way, ev’ry day, I need less of myself 
and need more him,


More him,

’Cause his is the only music that makes me 

dance.


Funny Girl (Film, 1968) 
Lyrics by Bob Merrill 

“Funny Girl” 

FANNY:

Funny

Did you hear that?

Funny

Yeah, the guy said,

“Honey, you’re a funny girl.”

That's me, I just keep them in stitches,

Doubled in half,

And though I may be all wrong for a guy,

I’m good for a laugh.

I guess it's not funny.

Life is far from sunny,

When the laugh is over

And the joke's on you.

A girl oughta have a sense of humor

That's one thing you really need for sure

When you're a funny girl.

The fella said, “A funny girl.”


Funny,

How it ain't so funny,

Funny girl.


Hallelujah, Baby! (1967) 
Lyrics by Betty Comden & Adolph Green 

“My Own Morning” 

GEORGINA:

I want a door that belongs to me.

I want a bed that belongs to me.

I wanna know when I climb into bed 


I'll wake up in my own morning,

A morning that really belongs to me.

I want a floor that belongs to me.

I want a chair that belongs to me.

I wanna know when I rock in that chair,

I'll look up at my own ceiling.


And oh, what a feeling that's gonna be.

The golden hours waiting in a line. 

I can pick like flowers hanging on a vine.

And on that day that belongs to me,

I'll have a man that belongs to me, 

To share the door and the floor,

And the bed and the chair, 

And my own morning. 

Where every hour is golden,

No one to whom I'm beholden. 

The morning that really belongs to me.


“Being Good” 

GEORGINA:

Being good isn't good enough.

Being good won't be good enough.

When I fly, I must fly extra high,

And I'll need special wings so far to go

From so far below.


Should I try?

Am I strong enough?

Is there time, have I long enough?

Gotta fly and if I fall,

That's the way it's gotta be.

There's no other way for me.

Being good just won't be good enough—

I'll be the best or nothing at all.


Yes, I’ll try, 

Am I strong enough?

Is there time, have I long enough?

Gotta fly and if I fall,

That's the way it's gotta be.

There's no other way for me.

Being good just won't be good enough—

I'll be the best or nothing at all.
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