Act 1 songs 1

NAMED AFTER A TURKEY

Some people say I'm a bad boy,

some people say I'm no good.

But judgin' what my ma and pa done to me,

I say I done the best I could.

I try to do all the things that are right,

but it don't seem to matter somehow.

They say anyone named after a turkey, lord,

has gotta be a little bit fowl.

Things have been bad since I was a boy,

and I jumped off a little shack.

Wouldn't you know that I'd get the blame,

when my neighbor had a heart attack!

I try to do all the things that are right,

but it never seemed to matter somehow.

They say anyone named after a turkey, lord,

has gotta be a little bit fowl.

I'm gettin' tired of gettin' put down, 

by a bunch of illiterate finks.

You know, I've lived in this town for nigh onto 18 years,

and I think Pyldhy stinks.

I tell you,

I try to do all the things that are right, 

but I'm surrounded by a bunch of clowns.

I'm the greatest jumper in the whole wide world,

and I'm gonna jump right out of this town,

so righteous, 

Lord, I'm gonna jump right out of this town.

GETTIN' THE JUMP ON YOU

When someone tells me "Sam, you must be out of your head,"

I'm sure I can name a hundred simpler ways to make bread.

I tell them, "Thank you kindly, I will take you advice."

But though I'm actin' politely, I'm not just bein' nice.

I've just got better senses than to tell him that

I'm the only guy in Pyldhy who knows where it's at.

And I tell myself that "Buddy, in a year or two,

I'll be gettin' the jump on you."

Gettin' the jump on the other guy,

is the way that Samuel Patch is plan to leave Pyldhy.

It's all based on a simple little secret I've found,

Nobody will love you if you don't put them down.

And folks will pay to watch somebody jumpin' into the sea

if you convince them it's a place where they would not want to be.

Like the enterprisin' Indian down in old Mexico,

saying "Pay your dollar, come and see Geronimo."

And you'd best keep your eye on that young Abraham Lincoln, 

he's been doing his homework in political thinkin'.

If you don't want high tarrifs and don't really want slaves,

all you got left over is the Whigs and Abe.

The only reason mom and dad I sing you this song,

is that I know you aren't going to remember it long.

Cause Pa won't interfere much with my risin' to fame,

if he hasn't got enough upstairs to say his own name.

And those of you with scripts who have been reading ahead,

know that ma has just one line left that she hasn't yet read.

So I warn you darlin' mammy in a minute or two, 

I'll be gettin' the jump

gettin' the jump

gettin' the jump on you.

PITTSBURG, PA

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, is a city made of lights,

where the big bands play and you sleep all day,

and the sun comes out at night.

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, I heard a young man say,

That the ladies all wear high-toed shoes in Pittsburgh, P-A.

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, where the streets are made of gold,

where the gentlemen smoke 10 cent cigars and the ladies don't grow old.

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, where the skies are never gray,

where I met a man who danced with his wife, in Pittsburgh, P-A.

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, where pianos never sleep,

and soon to be the locale of Sam Patch's latest leap.

Pittsburgh, Pittsburgh, won't soon forget the day,

that Sam Patch made a million bucks off Pittsburgh, P-A (with B.T. Whitehorse)

In Pittsburgh, of the U-S-A.

WHY DON'T WE SING THE BOY A SONG

Why don't we sing the boy a song,

he'll be Niagra's match,

everybody sing: there's no mistake in Samuel Patch.

He'll be jumpin' here in Pittsburgh in just a day or two,

he'll be settin' a new record as he jumps into the blue.

He'll jump into the river and come up without a scratch,

and prove to everyone: there's no mistake in Samuel Patch.

Why don't we sing the boy a song,

he'll be Niagra's match,

everybody sing: there's no mistake in Samuel Patch.

He's the greatest jumper that the world has ever had;

he's been a jumpin' everything since he was just a lad.

Come on and buy a ticket, I guarantee there ain't no catch.

Everybody wants to see the jumper, Samuel Patch.

Why don't we sing the boy a song,

he'll be Niagra's match,

everybody sing: there's no mistake in Samuel Patch.

THE SAME OLD ME
You say that I've changed, Dad,

I'm just not the same, Dad.

But I ask you remember, 

I was always a strange lad.

This music and rhyme will

convince you that I'm still

me.

My clothes are store-boughten,

Plydhy accent forgotten.

But I still remember, 

when my grammar was rotten.

I hope that in time you'll

discover that I'm still me.

Though I haven't written, dear daddy, in a year,

It's not my success that's to blame.

It's just my little way to say, "Daddy dear,

I'm still feel the same."

You're troubles are many,

you've hardly a penny.

I'm loaded with money,

and I won't give you any.

The brain of slime mold,

could tell I'm the same old me.
