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SONG and DANCE 6 – Song Sheet
1 Painting the Roses Red (Alice in Wonderland)


Bob Hilliard/Sammy Fain



We’re painting the roses red


We're painting the roses red


We dare not stop


Or waste a drop


So let the paint be spread


We're painting the roses red


We're painting the roses red



Oh, painting the roses red


And many a tear we shed


Because we know


They'll cease to grow


In fact, they'll soon be dead


And yet we go ahead


Painting the roses red





Painting the roses red


We're painting the roses red


Oh, pardon me


But Mister Three


Why must you paint them red?





*talking*





Huh? Oh! Well, the fact is, Miss


We planted the white roses by mistake


And...





*singing*





The Queen she likes 'em red


If she saw white instead


She'd raise a fuss


And each of us


Would quickly lose his head


[Alice:Goodness!]


Since this is the part we dread


We're painting the roses red





[Alice:Oh, Dear! Then let me help you]


Painting the roses red


We're painting the roses red


Don't tell the Queen what you have seen


Or say that's what we said


But we're painting the roses red


Yes, painting the roses red



(Dance – or sing)



Painting the roses red


We're painting the roses red


Don't tell the Queen what you have seen


Or say that's what we said


But we're painting the roses red


Yes, painting the roses red






Not pink


Not green


Not aquamarine…..




We're painting the roses red! 
[image: image1.png]



2 My Name is Tallulah (Bugsy Malone)



Words and Music by Paul Williams


My name is Tallulah


My first rule of thumb


I don't say where I'm going 


Or where I'm coming from


I try to leave a little reputation behind me


So if you really need to 


You'll know how to find me



My name is Tallulah


I live till I die


I'll take what you give me


And I won't ask why


I've a lot of friends


In some exotic places


I don't remember names


But I remember faces



Lonely


You don't have to be lonely


Come and see Tallulah


We can chase your troubles away, oh


If you're lonely


You don't have to be lonely


When they talk about Tallulah 


You know what they say


No one south of Heaven's


Gonna treat you finer




Tallulah had her training


In North Carolina



Tallulah

3 Steady As The Beating Drum (Pocahontas)


Stephen Schwartz and Alan Menken



[Native Americans]


Hega hega yam-pi-ye-hega


Yam-pi-ye-he-he hega



Hega hega yam-pi-ye-hega


Yam-pi-ye-he-he hega



Steady as the beating drum


Singing to the cedar flute


Seasons Go and seasons Come


Bring the corn and bear the fruit



By the waters sweet and clean


Where the mighty sturgeon lives


Plant the squash and reap the bean


All the earth our mother gives



O Great Spirit, hear our song


Help us keep the ancient ways


Keep the sacred fire strong


Walk in balance all our days



Seasons go and seasons come


Steady as the beating drum


Plum to seed to bud to plum


(Hega hega yam-pi-ye hega)


Steady as the beating drum



Hega hega yam-pi-ye-hega


Yam-pi-ye-he-he hega
       4
Maybe (Annie)


Lyrics by Martin Charnin
Music by Charles Strouse


[ANNIE]


Maybe far away


Or maybe real nearby


He may be pouring her coffee


She may be straighting his tie!


Maybe in a house


All hidden by a hill


She's sitting playing pianah,


He's sitting paying a bill! 



Betcha they're young


Betcha they're smart


Bet they collect things


Like ashtrays, and art!


Betcha they're good -- 


(Why shouldn't they be?) 


Their one mistake 


Was giving up me! 




So maybe now it's time,


And maybe when I wake 


They'll be there calling me "Baby"... 


Maybe. 



Betcha he reads


Betcha she sews


Maybe she's made me


A closet of clothes!


Maybe they're strict


As straight as a line... 


Don't really care


As long as they're mine! 



So maybe now this prayer's


The last one of it's kind... 


Won't you please come get your "Baby" 



[ANNIE AND ORPHANS]


Maybe

      5
Chim Chim Cher-ee (Chitty Chitty Bang Bang)


Richard Sherman/Robert Sherman



Bert: 

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim-in-ey 

Chim chim cher-ee!

A sweep is as lucky, as lucky can be

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim-in-ey 

Chim chim cher-oo!

Good luck will rub off when I shakes 'ands with you 


Or blow me a kiss - and that's lucky too


Now, as the ladder of life 'as been strung

You might think a sweep's on the bottom most rung 

Though I spends me time in the ashes and smoke 

In this 'ole wide world there's no 'appier bloke


All:

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim-in-ey 

Chim chim cher-ee!

A sweep is as lucky, as lucky can be

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim-in-ey 

Chim chim cher-oo!

Good luck will rub off when I shakes 'ands with you


Bert:

I choose me bristles with pride, yes, I do

A broom for the shaft and a brush for the flue


(instrumental – 8 bars)

On the rooftops of London coo, what a sight!



(Mary Poppins)

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim-in-ey 

Chim chim cher-ee!

When you're with a sweep you're in glad company 


(Bert)

Nowhere is there a more 'appier crew


(Bert and Mary)

Than them wot sings, "Chim chim cher-ee, chim cher-oo!" 

Chim chim-in-ey, chim chim cher-ee, chim cher-oo!
      6
If My Friends Could See Me Now (Sweet Charity)


Lyrics by Dorothy Fields
Music by Cy Coleman


Charity: 



(1st Verse)


If they could see me now,


That little gang of mine,


I'm eating fancy chow


And drinking fancy wine.


I'd like those stumble bums to see for a fact


The kind of top drawer, first rate chums I attract.


All I can say is "Wow-ee!


Looka where I am.


Tonight I landed, pow!


Right in a pot of jam.


What a set up! Holy cow!


They'd never believe it,


If my friends could see me now!



(2nd Verse)


If they could see me now,


My little dusty group,


Traipsin' 'round this million dollar chicken coop.


I'd hear those thrift shop cats say: 


"Brother, get her!


Draped on a bed spread made from three kinds of fur." 


All I can say is, "Wow!


Wait till the riff an' raff


See just exactly how


He sign this autograph." 


What a build up! Holy cow!


They'd never believe it,


If my friends could see me now!



(DANCE)





They’d never believe it…


They'd never believe it...


They'd never believe it,


If my friends…. Could…. See… me…. now 


Hi, girls it's me, Charity! (Spoken)

      7
Look What Happened To Mabel (Mack and Mabel)


Words and Music by Jerry Herman



[Mabel]


Miss waitress from flatbush get down from up there


Don't you know that you're out of your class


Miss waitress from flatbush I hope you're aware


You're behaving like some little ass


Hey miss


What's this?...



See that fascinating creature


With perfection stamped on ev'ry feature


She was plain little nellie


The kid from the deli


But Mother of God, look what happened to Mabel!





From now on this pile of flesh'll


Be considered somethin' pretty special


And Miss B. L. T. Down


Is the toast of the town


Mary and Joseph, what happened to Mabel!





Ev'ry gesture and position that she takes


Is smart and meticulous


Talk about the magic that the camera makes


But this is ridiculous!





Hold your tongue and hold your snickers


For the new enchantress of the flickers


Is that plain little Nellie


The kid from the deli


So rattle me beads


Look what happened to Mabel!





Someone who was plain as mutton


On the screen is cuter than a button


And the girl with the pickles


Who hustled for nickels


Is somethin' to see. Look what happened to Mabel!




Yesterday a tip collector


But today just turn on that projector


And Miss Avenoo R


Is a regular star


Holy Mother Machree, look what happened to Mabel!


Up to now I really never knew that I


Could be so ambitious


But suddenly I know I have to say goodbye


To bagels and knishes





[Frank, Fatty & Andy]


Oh St. Aloysius (shouted)




[Mabel]


I know that you might think I'm balmy


But the queen of the corned-beef and salami


Is a glamorous goddess


Who's bustin' her bodice


Oh! Jumpin' St Jude





[Frank, Fatty & Andy]


Look! Look! Look!


[Mabel] 


Look what happened to Mabel!





[Men] Look! Look! Look!


[Mabel] 


Look what happened to


All Mabel!



       8
I Cain’t Say No (Oklahoma)


Oscar Hammerstein 2nd & Richard Rodgers



(verse)



It ain’t so much a question of not knowing what to do



I knowed what’s right and wrong since I been ten



I heard a lot of stories and I reckon they are true



About how girls are put upon by men



I know I mustn’t fall into the pit



But when I with a feller, I fergit!



(chorus)



I'm jist a girl who cain't say no,


I'm in a turrible fix 


I always say "come on, le's go"


Jist when I orta say nix!


When a person tries to kiss a girl,


I know she orta give his face a smack.


But as soon as someone kisses me,


I somehow, sorta, wanta kiss him back!


I'm jist a fool when lights are low


I cain't be prissy and quaint


I ain't the type that can faint


How c'n I be whut I ain't?


I cain't say no!



(trio)


Whut you goin' to do when a feller gits flirty, and starts to talk purty?


Whut you goin' to do?


S'posin' 'at he says 'at yer lips're like cherries, er roses, er berries?


Whut you goin' to do?


S'posin' 'at he says 'at you're sweeter 'n cream,


And he's gotta have cream er die?


Whut you goin' to do when he talks that way,


Spit in his eye?



(final half chorus)



I cain’t resist a Romeo in a sombrero and chaps



Soon as I sit on their laps



Somethin’ inside of me snaps



I cain’t say no!

      9
Let Me Entertain You (Gypsy)


Sondheim/Styne

Newsboys:
Extra!
extra! Extra!
Hey, look at the headline
Historical news
Is being made
Extra! Extra!
They're drawing a red line
around the biggest scoop
Of the decade
a barrel of charm
a fabulous thrill
the biggest little headline
In vaudeville

Presenting...in person...
That 3' foot 3
Bundle of dynamite...
Baby...June!

[applause]

Baby June:
Hello, everybody.
My name is June.
What's yours?

Let me entertain you
Let me make you smile
Let me do a few tricks
Some old and then
Some new tricks
I'm very versatile
And if you're real good
I'll make you feel good
Want your spirits
To climb
So let me entertain you
Oh!
And we'll have
A real good time, yes, sir!
We'll have A real good Time

(DANCE)

So let me entertain you
Oh!
And we'll have
A real good time, yes, sir!
We'll have A real good Time
     10
It’s A Fine Life (Oliver)



Lionel Bart
(verse 1)

Small pleasures, small pleasures
Who would deny us these?
Gin toddies -- large measuress --
No skimpin' if you please!
I rough it, I love it
Life is a game of chance.
I never tire of it --
Leading this merry dance.


(chorus 1)

If you don't mind having to go without things
It's a fine life.

[ALL]
It's a fine life. 

Tho' it ain't all jolly old pleasure outings...
It's a fine life 

[ALL]
It's a fine life. 

When you got someone to love
You forget your cares and strife
Let the prudes look down on us
Let the wide world frown on us
It's a fine, 

[ALL]
Fine life! 


(DANCE 8 bars)

(DANCE or SING)

(verse 3)
No flounces, no feathers
No frills and furbiloes
All winds and all weathers
Ain't good for fancy clo'es 




These trappings, 
These ta'ers 
These we can just afford. 
What future? 
What ma'ers? 
We've got our bed and board. 

(final chorus)

If you don't mind having to like or lump it...
It's a fine life 

[ALL]
It's a fine life! 


Tho' there's no tea-supping and eating crumpet
It's a fine life! 

[ALL]
It's a fine life! 


(SING)
Not for me, the happy home
Happy husband, happy wife
Tho' it sometimes touches me...
...For the likes of such as me...
Mine's a fine... 

[ALL]
Fine... life!

             11
Sailor Medley
(Anchors Aweigh)

Anchors aweigh my boys, anchors aweigh

Farewell to college joys, we sail at break of day, day, day, day

Through our last night on shore, Drink to the foam

Until we meet once more here’s wishing you a happy voyage home

Heave a ho there sailor everybody drink up while you may

Heave a ho there sailor for you’re gonna sail at break of day

Drink away, drink away, for you sail at break of day, hey

Stand Navy down the field, sail to the sky

We’ll never change our course so Army you steer shy –y-y-y

Roll up the score, Navy, anchors aweigh

Sail Navy down the field and sink the army sink the army grey

(The Fleets In)

Hey there Mister you’d better hide your sister

‘cause the Fleets in, the Fleets in

Hey there Mister don’t say nobody’s kissed her

‘cause the Fleets in, the Fleets in

If they do as well on the sea as they do on the shore

Hey there congress you can tax us some more

(get me, I’m always kiddin’)

Hey there rookie you’d better call your cookie

And your sweets in, the Fleets in

They’ll take anything if it isn’t nailed down

She may be dark or fair, those sailors don’t care

As long as she’s wearing a gown

So if you love her keep her under cover,

The Fleets in town.

(Anchors Aweigh)

Stand Navy down the field, sail to the sky

We’ll never change our course so Army you steer shy –y-y-y

Roll up the score, Navy, anchors aweigh

Sail Navy down the field and sink the army sink the army grey

     12
It’s the Hard-Knock Life (Annie)


Martin Charnin & Charles Stroud

[ORPHANS]
It's the hard-knock life for us!
It's the hard-knock life for us!

[ANNIE]
'Steada treated, 

[ORPHANS]
We get tricked! 

[ANNIE]
'Steada kisses, 

[ORPHANS]
We get kicked! 

[ALL]
It's the hard-knock life!
Got no folks to speak of, so, 
It's the hard-knock row we hoe! 

[ANNIE]
Cotton blankets, 

[ORPHANS]
'Steada of wool! 

[ANNIE]
Empty Bellies 

[ORPHANS]
'Steada of full! 

[ALL]
It's the hard-knock life! 

[ANNIE]
Don't if feel like the wind is always howl'n? 

[KATE AND TESSIE]
Don't it seem like there's never any light! 

[DUFFY AND JULY]
Once a day, don't you wanna throw the towel in?

[NELLY AND PEPPER]
It's easier than puttin' up a fight.

[ANNIE]
No one's there when your dreams at night get creepy! 
No one cares if you grow...of if you shrink!
No one dries when your eyes get wet an' weepy! 

[ALL]
From all the cryin' you would think this place's a sink! 
Ohhhh!!!!!!!

(REPEAT ALL THE ABOVE – Sing or DANCE)


Empty belly life! 
Rotten smelly life! 
Full of sorrow life! 
No tomorrow life! 

[MOLLY]
Santa Claus we never see

[ANNIE]
Santa Claus, what's that? 
Who's he?

[ALL]
No one cares for you a smidge
When you're in an orphanage!

It’s the hard knock life.



[MOLLY]
(Making a whistling sound and imitating Miss. Hannigan) 
You'll stay up till this dump shines 
like the top of the Chrysler Building. 

[ORPHANS]
Yank the whiskers from her chin
Jab her with a safety Pin 
Make her drink a mickey finn
I love you, Miss Hannigan

[MOLLY]
(whistle) Get to work! 
(whistle) Strip them beds! 
(whistle) I said get to work! 

[ALL]
It's the hard-knock life for us
It's the hard-knock life for us 
No one cares for you a smidge
When your in an orphanage 
It's the hard-knock life
It's the hard-knock life
It's the hard-knock life!

13
Good Morning Baltimore (Hairspray)


Lyrics by Marc Shaiman & Scott Wittman
Music by Marc Shaiman

(1st Verse)

Tracy: 
Oh,Oh,Oh
Woke up today 
feeling the way I always do
Oh,Oh,Oh
Hungry for something that I can't eat
Then I hear that beat
that rythm of town 
starts hauling me down
It's like a message from high above
Oh,Oh,Oh
Pulling me out to the smiles and
streets that I love..

Good Morning Baltimore
Every days like an open door
Every noghts like a fantacy
Every sounds like a symphony

Good Morning Baltimore
and some day when I take to the floor
The worlds gonna wake up and see 
Baltimore and Me..


(2nd verse omitted)

(Bridge)
I know every step, I know every song
I know there's a place where I belong
You see all those party lights
shinning ahead, so someone invite
me before I drop dead
Encore:
Before she drops dead


(last verse)

Tracy:
So,Oh,Oh
Give me a chance cause when I start
to dance I'm a movie star
Oh,Oh,Oh
something inside of me makes me move
When I hear that groove

My mom tells me no 
but my feet tell me go
It's like a drummer inside my heart

So,Oh,Oh
don't make me wait more moment
for my life to start..

Encore:
Good Morning
Good Morning
Don't make me wait for my life to start

Tracy:
I Love You Baltimore
Every days like an open door
Every night is a fantasy
Every sounds like a symphony
and I promise Baltimore 
that some day when I take to the floor
The worlds gonna wake up and see
gonna wake up and see

Baltimore and me!
Baltimore and me!
Baltimore and me!
     14
The Rhythm of Life (Sweet Charity)


Lyrics by Dorothy Fields
Music by Cy Coleman

Daddy started out in San Francisco,
Tootin' on his trumpet loud and mean,
Suddenly a voice said, "Go forth Daddy,
Spread the picture on a wider screen."
And the voice said, "Brother, there's a million pigeons
Ready to be hooked on new religions.
Hit the road, Daddy, leave your common-law wife.
Spread the religion of The Rhythm Of Life."


And The Rhythm Of Life is a powerful beat,
Puts a tingle in your fingers and a tingle in your feet,
Rhythm in your bedroom,
Rhythm in the street, 
Yes, The Rhythm Of Life is a powerful beat,
To feel The Rhythm Of Life, 
To feel the powerful beat,
To feel the tingle in your fingers, 
To feel the tingle in your feet,

(4 bars instrumental)


Daddy, spread the gospel in Milwaukee,
Took his walkie talkie to Rocky Ridge,
Blew his way to Canton, then to Scranton,
Till he landed under the Manhattan Bridge.
Daddy was the new sensation, got himself a congregation,
Built up quite an operation down below.
With the pie-eyed piper blowing, while the muscatel was flowing,
All the cats were go, go, go-ing down below.
Daddy was the new sensation, got himself a congregation,
Built up quite an operation down below.
With the pie-eyed piper blowing, while the muscatel was flowing,
All the cats were go, go, go-ing down below.


Flip your wings and fly to Daddy,
Flip your wings and fly to Daddy,
Flip your wings and fly to Daddy,
Fly, fly, fly to Daddy,
Hit the floor and crawl to Daddy,
Hit the floor and crawl to Daddy,
Hit the floor and crawl to Daddy,
Crawl, crawl, crawl to Daddy,

To feel The Rhythm Of Life, 
To feel the powerful beat,
To feel the tingle in your fingers, 
To feel the tingle in your feet,
Flip your wings and fly to Daddy,
Take a dive and swim to Daddy,
Hit the floor and crawl to Daddy,
Daddy we got The Rhythm Of Life, 
Of life, of life, of life.
Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!
Man!

     15
Little White Bull (Tommy the Toreador)

Michael Pratt, Lionel Bart & Jimmy Bennett
Once upon a time there was a little white bull

Very sad, because he was a little white bull

(Little white bull)

All the black bulls called him a coward

Just 'cause he was white

Only black bulls go to the bullring

Only black bulls fight

When he asked his mama if a little white bull

(Little white bull)

Ever had a chance of turning black

His mama said, you silly little bull

You're a pretty little bull

You're my little bull

So please don't ask me why, little bull

You just ain't black!

But this did not satisfy that little white bull

(Little white bull)

He was an exception to that little white rule

(Little white rule)

Everyday alone in the meadow, he'd find things to charge

Till one day he really imagined, that his horns were large

Bold as brass right then and then, the little white bull

(Little white bull)

Quickly found the nearest road to town

And people said, what a funny little bull

What a fluffy little bull, he's our little bull

He marched along, a proud little bull

And hit the town!

It was the day of the bullfight, all the town were there

Waiting to see the famous matador

Trumpeters sounded a fanfare, tam-ta-da-dam-tam-taaa!

Out from the throats of the crowd came a mighty roar

Into the ring to the shout of a great olé (olé!)

Came the parade, all prepared for a mighty fray

Matadors and picadors and toreadors

And who do you think as well?

Trotting right behind them came the little white bull

(The little white bull)

How they laughed out loud to see the little white bull

(Little white bull)

Trotting 'round the giant arena, with his head up high

Till the matador in the centre caught his tiny eye

Charging right up to him went the little white bull

(Little white bull)

Charging twice and charging once again

The matador cried, torro little bull!

You're not a little bull, you're a brave little bull

You're gonna be a great little bull

The best in Spain!

Then the crowd all shouted, torro little bull!

You're not a little bull, you're a brave little bull

You're gonna be a great little bull

The best in Spain!

So if you got a little bull, that's a white little bull

It's quite possible that it might be the bull

That's the best in Spain
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Everything Old is New Again (Viva La Diva)


Peter Allen/Carole Bayer Sager
When trumpets were mellow 
And ev'ry gal only had one fellow
No need to remember when
'Cause ev'ry thing old is new again

('Cause ev'ry thing old is new again)

(Dancin' at) Your Long Island Jazz Age parties
Waiter, bring us more Bacardis
We'll order now what they ordered then
'Cause ev'ry thing old is new again

Get out your white suit, your tap shoes and tails
Let's go backwards when all else(forward) fails
And movie stars you thought were long dead
Now are framed beside your bed

Don't throw the past away
You might need it some rainy day
Dreams can come true again
When ev'ry thing old is new again

('Cause ev'ry thing old is new again)

DANCE - repeat chorus  (inc. stop time – Steady tempo)

DANCE continued (quicker) – drum backing only 32 bar

DANCE continued (quicker still) – drums and orchestra 32 bar

DANCE continued (slower swing)

(song)
Get out your white suit, your tap shoes and tails
Put it in backward when forward fails
But leave Greta Garbo alone
Be a movie star on your own

(change key)
And don't throw the past away
You might need it some rainy day
Dreams can come true again
When ev'ry thing old is new again

I said ev’ry thing old is new again


