BUGSY MALONE SONG LYRICS – PRODUCTION 2026
Cue: BUGSY Now, as you can see, something kinda fishy is going on. To be perfectly honest, I’m beginning to wonder what’s going on myself! …….Oh by the way, you’re probably wondering who I am. My name’s Malone…..Bugsy Malone. Bugsy sits on the stage near the front steps.
BUGSY MALONE – Everyone sing whole song
Verse 1
He's a sinner, candy-coated
For all his friends he always seems to be alone
But they love him
Bugsy Malone

Verse 2
A city slicker, he can charm you
With a smile and a style all his own
Everybody loves that man
Bugsy Malone

Bridge
Hot-headed Bugsy makes his mind up
Don't mess with Bugsy or you'll wind up
Wishing you'd left well enough alone
He's a man, a mountain, he's a rolling stone

Verse 3
And will he leave you
Sad and lonely, crying?
I couldn't say, but its known
That everybody wants that man
Bugsy Malone

YEAR 5 AND SINGING CLUB SIT DOWN
*** Year 5 and Singing Club*** Your next song to join in with is ‘Fat Sam’s Grand Slam.’ You sing the words in black bold writing.  
Bugsy and Blousey meet for the first time.
BUGSY/ NARRATOR: Now, you might be wondering what kind of crazy place this is, with people disappearing into bookcases. Well, firstly, this neighbourhood ain't for dumb bums and secondly, this bookstore ain't no bookstore. This is Fat Sam's , Fat Sam's grand slam ….the liveliest joint in town!
He and Pop Becker pushes open the bookshelves (or opens curtains) to reveal Fat Sam's bar. Dancers enter the stage. Tallulah, plus 2 singers are poised by the microphone. Bugsy and Blousey sit on edge of stage, Fizzy exits SR.
FAT SAM’S GRAND SLAM 
Yr 5 and Singing Club sing the words in black bold writing.  
Fat Sam: Anybody who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam speak easy
Always able to find you a table
There's room for just one more
At Fat Sam's grand slam speakeasy
… Once you get here feel the good cheer
ALL Girls: Like they say in the poem
Fat Sam ain't humble
But it's your home sweet home
 Plans are made here, games are played here
ALL Girls: I could write me a book
Each night astounds you
Rumours are a-buzzin'
Stories by the dozen
Look around you cousin
At the news we're making here
… Anybody who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam speakeasy
Da da da da da da
Da da da da da da
Da da da da da da da
Hoo yea hoo yea oh da da da da
ALL Girls: See the politician
Sitting by the kitchen
Said he caught his fingers
In the well he was wishing in
Once you get here feel the good cheer
ALL Girls: Like they say in the poem
Fat Sam ain't humble
But it's your home sweet home
Plans are made here, games are played here
ALL Girls: I could write me a book
Each night astounds you
Rumours are a-buzzin'
Stories by the dozen
Look around you cousin
At the news we're making here
Any body who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam         Speakeasy!
Year 5 and Singing Club Sit down as soon as the Splurge scene has happened. 
P9 FAT SAM: (dismissive) Later Fizzy, I'm busy right now. Keep practicing.... I'll see you tomorrow ... I promise you, tomorrow.
FIZZY: (getting braver )  But yesterday you said tomorrow Boss.
She enters from S left, puts on some lipstick. Fat Sam rolls his eyes and huffs.
FAT SAM:  Tallulah! You spend more time prettying yourself up than there’s time in the day.
TALLULAH: Listen, honey, no one can look this good if they don’t devote some time perfecting it in the day!  
FAT SAM:(pointing towards SR exit and starts to usher her off but she pauses at the steps) I'll see you in the car…. SOUND EFFECT KNUCKLES KNUCKLES (Irritated, F. Sam turns round to Knuckles) Don't do that Knuckles.
KNUCKLES:  Sorry Boss…… it just slipped out.
TALLULAH Night Fizzy
FIZZY Night Tallulah.
TOMORROW – Fizzy’s Solo
Tomorrow never comes
What kind of a fool
Do they take me for?
Tomorrow
A resting place for bums
A trap set in the slums
But I know the score

I won't take no for an answer
I was born to be a dancer now, yeah

Tomorrow
Tomorrow, as they say
Another working day and another chore
Tomorrow
An awful price to pay
I gave up yesterday
But they still want more

They are bound to compare me
To Fred Astaire when I'm done, yeah
  Anyone who feels the rhythm
Movin' through 'em
Knows it's gonna do 'em good
To let the music burst out
When you feel assured
Let the people know it
Let your laughter loose
Until your scream
Becomes a love-shout, ah
(Fade music) 


SCENE 9 F. Sam and his gang – need a custard pie ready to hand to Ritzy during this scene


BUGSY (as a narrator)  As you've probably gathered, Smolsky and O’Dreary have about as much chance of solving this case as I have of being President of the United States. Apart from the subway home, the only thing Smolsky ever caught was Asian flu. Meanwhile, back in our story, Fat Sam is definitely getting a little nervous. I mean, if you had a gang of dumb bums like this to rely on you'd be nervous.
Fat Sam’s gang enter from stage right. All are carrying newspapers. 
Year 5 and Singing Club stand
Bad Guys
EVERYONE: We could’ve been anything that we wanted to be! 
But don’t it make your heart glad, 
That we decided, a fact we take pride in,
[bookmark: _GoBack]To become the best at being bad.
 We could’ve been anything that we wanted to be
 With all the talent we had-
 No doubt about it, we whine and we pout it, 
We’re the very best at being bad guys. 
We’re rotten to the core 
And – my congratulations - no one likes you any more,
 Bad guys, we’re the very worst
 Each of us contemptible, we’re criticised and cursed.
 We made the big time, malicious and mad. 
We’re the very best at being bad.
1,2,3,4,
 We could’ve been anything that we wanted to be, 
We took the easy way out. 
With little training, we mastered complaining. 
Manners seemed unnecessary,  We’re so rude it’s almost scary!

 We could’ve been anything that we wanted to be 
With all the talent we had- With little practice, 
We made ev’ry blacklist. 
We’re the very best at being bad (x 3).
Year 5 and Singing Club sit down	
--------------------------------------------------------
P18  CUE
KNUCKLES Ready Boss. The Broad’s ready for her audition. 
BUGSY Oh, hi Blousey, I was looking for you.
BLOUSEY Hush your mouth, wisey.
Fat Sam enters and stands on main stage.
FAT SAM O.K. Honey, I'm all ears.
They sit astride chairs, side of stage while Blousey sits centre-stage and sings to the audience

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KtOuQnav0aY 
I'm feeling fine – Blousey solo
I'm feeling fine
Filled with emotion
Stronger than wine
They give me the notion
That this strange new feeling
Is something that you're feeling too
Matter of fact
I'm forced to admit it
Caught in the act
And maybe we've hit it
Is this strange new feeling
Something that you're feeling too

If this is love it's a rhapsody
I'm gonna sing it like a song
And if you're singing it back to me
Forget about sophistication
Keep it simple
That's my style  (fade) 

Love at its best
A pleasure to say it
A chance and a test
I'm willing to take it
If this strange new feeling
Is something that you're feeling too
If this is love it's a rhapsody
I'm gonna sing it like a song
And if you're singing it back to me
Forget about sophistication
Keep it simple
That's my style

Love at its best
A pleasure to say it
A chance and a test
I'm willing to take it
If this strange new feeling
Is something that you're feeling too
Fat Sam listens for a while.

FAT SAM O.K. Honey, that’s enough. Very nice. Very nice. A little too contemporary for my taste, but all the same, very nice. You’re hired.

Bugsy walks towards Blousey.
BUGSY Great Blousey. That was really swell. I told you you’d make it. That was terrific, really terrific.

Blousey is not listening. She storms off stage and down the middle aisle.



P21
BUGSY Come on Mr. Stacetto, let's get out of here!
FAT SAM (out of breath) You did great, Bugsy. Great. Here’s your 200 dollars, and a hundred extra for your quick thinking.
BUGSY Gee, thanks Mr. Stacetto.
FAT SAM  Think nothing of it. My pleasure. Right now, let's get out of here.
The lights dim as they exit SR. Trees are removed and stage wiped.  Blousey enter SL. Light up on Blousey 

THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL THE INTERVAL 

SCENE 15

Song 12 My Name is Tallulah (Tallulah and the dancers, including Blousey)
During the number, Tallulah and the dancers move forward and the gauze comes in behind. 

My name is Tallulah- Tallulah Solo 
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

Verse 2
My name is Tallulah
I live till I die
I'll take what you give me
And I won't ask why
I've made a lot of friends
In some exotic places
I don't remember names
But I remember faces

(Yr 5 & S. Club join in) Lonely
You don't have to be lonely
Come and see Tallulah
We can chase your troubles away.
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
My name is Tallulah
And soon I'll be gone
An open invitation
Is the road I'll travel on
I never say goodbye
Because the words upset me
You may forgive my going
But you won't forget me
Lonely
You don't have to be lonely
Come and see Tallulah
We can chase your troubles away
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

At the end of the song, Tallulah and the dancers are in their dressing room. We hear a phone ring in F Sam’s office. Tallulah answers it.

P27
JOE (with interest) What’s your name again, kid?
LEROY Leroy Smith.
BUGSY With you showing him the ropes, Cagey Joe, he could be champion in no time.
JOE O.K. I’ll give him a try. But I’ll tell you now; he’ll be no good unless he’s got ‘it’.
LEROY (confused) ‘It’?......... What’s ‘it’?
(He stares at his hands as if ‘it’ is some kind of disease.)
BUGSY ‘It’ is the difference between being a no-hoper slugger and being a champion.
JOE It’s what makes a fighter special. If you haven’t got ‘it’, you just haven’t got it.
 Yr5 and Singing Club stand 
So you wanna be a boxer Cagey Joe and Bugsy (blue writing)

(Mason hand on shoulder)So you wanna be a boxer 
(point to where boxing ring is) In the golden ring
(punch hands) Can you punch like a south-bound freight train
(point to yourself) Tell me just one thing
Can you move in a word like a humming bird's wing
If you need to (Ooh that's fast)
(Bob and weave) Can you bob, can you weave
Can you fake, and deceive when you need to?
Well, you might as well quit
If you haven't got it
	(Hmm x 4)
	(gestures) So you wanna be a boxer
Can you pass the test?
I can tell if you've got it in you
I've trained the best



When you work and you sweat
And you bet that you train to a buzz-saw (Zing!!)
(touch your heads) Then you near lose your mind
When you find that your boy has a glass jaw
So you might as well quit
If you haven't got it
(Move in and out) Putting him in the ring, Joe
Look at what you found
(Thumbs up) We can use the fun, Joe
(Pushing) Pushing him around
(Climbing a rope)  (EVERYONE) Well show him the ropes
( hand slice across throat) And destroy his hopes
(move in and out) (Everyone) Put him in the ring, Joe
Give the guy a chance
(punch one hand) Let him feel the sting, Joe
(dodge about) We can make him dance
We'll pulp him to bits
Then he'll call it quits for sure, Joe
	(Hmm x4)
	So you wanna be a boxer
Wanna be the champ
There's a golden boy inside you
Not a punched-out tramp




If you listen and you learn
There's an honour you can earn and defend here
When you do see the crown
You're a king not a clown
A contender
But you might as well quit
If you haven't got it
Put him in the ring, Joe
Something new to punch
Let me have a swing, Joe
Then we'll go to lunch
We'll make it quite swift
Then he'll get the drift
Put him in the ring, Joe
(chicken arms) Chicken a la carte
(flap one arm) Let me have a wing, Joe
(tear open across chest) Tearing him apart
(CageyJoe & Bugsy off stage) That chicken will crow
Let me have him Joe
Cagey Joe rings a bell. 
ALL – all start cheering and clapping over 4 ‘ding’ sounds and on the 5th, Leroy punches, Cagey immediately shouts …
JOE He’s got it.
The last two notes of the song happen then…..
ALL He’s got it. He’s got it. He’s got it.
P33
BUGSY Hold your horses. There must be a dozen guards there.
LEROY There are?
BUGSY Two on the roof. Two on the side. Two on the front… it’s no good just the two of us. What are we going to do, Leroy?
LEROY Go home?
BUGSY There must be a way in.
LEROY Don't be silly, Bugsy. We’ll never slug our way through that lot.
BUGSY I guess you're right. We’d need an army to get through.
leroy (looking around him) no armies around here, bugsy.
Year 5 and Singing Club stand
 “Down and Outs” song, very softly, accompanied by the shuffling of their feet in unison.

Down and Out 

(Just Y6 dancers) Down, down, down, down
Down, down, down and out X4 


Verse 1
	Singing Club, Y5 and rest of Y6
Down down down down, down down down and out x 4






                  Ah………
            

Ah…..




	Bugsy and Leroy
You don't have to sit around
Complaining 'bout the way your life has wound up.
Think of all the time you waste,
And time's a precious thing to let go by…..

Sure you've hit the bottom
But remember you'll be building from the ground up…

Every day's another step
That takes you even closer to the sky
So give it a try




Down, down, down, down
Down, down, down and out   x 2 


[Verse 2]
	Down down down down, down down down and out x 4






                  Ah………
            

Ah…..


	You don't have to sit around
Depressed about the way that luck deceived you
Fortune sailed away, you missed the boat
And found that you'd been left behind

 Fight and fight some more
Until you know the world is ready to receive you
Lady Luck is fickle
But a lady is allowed to change her mind




Drumming solo  (Rest for 8 groups of 4)
	                SINGING CLUB ONLY
Ah………
            



Ah…..


	YEAR 5 JOIN IN WITH THIS
You don't have to sit around
Complaining 'bout the way your life has wound up.

So be a man, you know you can't be certain that you'll lose until you try



Drumming solo  (Rest for 8 groups of 4)
	YEAR 5 AND s CLUB Ah………
            



Ah…..





We as one shout, "Up, up, up and out!" x 7
	YEAR 6
You don't have to sit around
Complaining 'bout the way your life has wound up


So be a man, you know you can't be certain
That you'll lose until you try
(wave arms x2) So give it a try

We as one shout, "Up, up, up and out!" x 7



BUGSY (shouting to the D & Os)  Are you with me?
D&O Yeah!
Bugsy Then let’s go…!
They charge down the middle aisle and out through playground doors. Guards enter from SL carrying boxes marked “Splurge Imports Inc.” They stack them to form a wall towards the end of the middle aisle. The guards then patrol up and down the middle aisle. Then some of the D & Os enter SR, led by Bugsy (who is carrying a baseball bat) and Leroy and a form a line across the stage.

********************************************************************************************************************
FAT SAM’S GRAND SLAM 
Yr 5 and Singing Club sing the words in black bold writing.  
Fat Sam: Anybody who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam speak easy
Always able to find you a table
There's room for just one more
At Fat Sam's grand slam speakeasy
… Once you get here feel the good cheer
ALL Girls: Like they say in the poem
Fat Sam ain't humble
But it's your home sweet home
 Plans are made here, games are played here

Give a Little Love  Singing Club to sing words in bold black writing. 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sA_0cvd1EUM
[Verse 1]
FIZZY:  We could have been anything
That we wanted to be
And it's not too late to change
I'd be delighted to give it some thought
Maybe you'll agree that we really ought
Two, three, four

[Verse 2]
Year 6: We could have been anything
That we wanted to be
Yes, that decision is ours
It's been decided we're weaker divided
Let friendship double up our powers

[Verse 3]
We could've been anything
That we wanted to be
And I'm not saying we should
But if we tried it, we'd learn to abide it
We could be the best at being good guys

[Bridge]
Flowers of the earth
Who can even guess how much
A real friend is worth? (Good guys)
Shake an open hand
Maybe we'll be trusting
If we try to understand
No doubt about it, it must be worthwhile
Good friends do tend to make you smile
EVERYONE
We could've been anything
That we wanted to be
Yes, that decision is ours
It's been decided we're weaker divided
Let friendship double our powers

[Chorus]
You give a little love
And it all comes back to you
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You know you're gonna be remembered
For the things that you say and do
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You give a little love
And it all comes back to you
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You're gonna be remembered
For the things that you say and do
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)

[Chorus]
You give a little love
And it all comes back to you
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You know you're gonna be remembered
For the things that you say and do
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You give a little love
And it all comes back to you
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You're gonna be remembered
For the things that you say and do
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
[Outro]
You give a little love
And it all comes back to you
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)
You're gonna be remembered
For the things that you say and do
(Da-da-da-ra-da-da-da)...


FAT SAM’S GRAND SLAM 
Yr 5 and Singing Club sing the words in black bold writing.  
Fat Sam: Anybody who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam speak easy
Always able to find you a table
There's room for just one more
At Fat Sam's grand slam speakeasy
… Once you get here feel the good cheer
ALL Girls: Like they say in the poem
Fat Sam ain't humble
But it's your home sweet home
 Plans are made here, games are played here
ALL Girls: I could write me a book
Each night astounds you
Rumours are a-buzzin'
Stories by the dozen
Look around you cousin
At the news we're making here
… Anybody who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam speakeasy
Da da da da da da
Da da da da da da
Da da da da da da da
Hoo yea hoo yea oh da da da da
ALL Girls: See the politician
Sitting by the kitchen
Said he caught his fingers
In the well he was wishing in
Once you get here feel the good cheer
ALL Girls: Like they say in the poem
Fat Sam ain't humble
But it's your home sweet home
Plans are made here, games are played here
ALL Girls: I could write me a book
Each night astounds you
Rumours are a-buzzin'
Stories by the dozen
Look around you cousin
At the news we're making here
Any body who is anybody
Will soon walk through that door
At Fat Sam's grand slam         Speakeasy!

