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In 1938 O. C. Cash called a meeting on the roof of a 
hotel for men who wanted to sing the old songs. 
Twenty six men turned up and the modern style of 
Barbershop Harmony was born. One hundred and 
fifty men attended the third meeting. 

Eleven years ago on 9th May 1991, Hilton Amos and 
Graham Murphy called a similar meeting in Hilton’s 
home and The Melbournaires were on their way. The 
initial meeting was attended by seventeen men and 
Will Hart was there “at the creation”. Len Nayler and 
Kingie Teagle were at the next meeting. We cut our 
“11th birthday cake” at our rehearsal on 13th May. 

It’s fantastic to still have Len, Will and Kingie singing 
with us. (Will and Kingie ride out of the west - from 

Altona and Seaholme, respectively - every Monday 
night.) These men have been stalwarts of the chorus; 
they love their singing and rarely miss a rehearsal! Will 
believes we should only have a Monday off when 
Christmas Day falls on a Monday. 

Our current crop of provisional members – Amin 
Rahman, Clifford Loveday, Keith Piper and Stan Beil-
ing - are getting into the swing of singing in the bar-
bershop style. We hope they all progress to become 
chorus members. If YOU know any men who like to 
sing ask them along any Monday night to have a listen 
and have a go. I’m sure they will be hooked. 
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WotsOn         
June 7th       Committee Meeting 7.30pm at the church 

Your committee comprises Roger Archman (president), Mike Thorne (vice-president – chorus 
development), Ian Lushey (vice-president – music), Malcolm Morrison (secretary), Bill Rennie 
(treasurer), Tom Smith (immediate past president), Len Nayler, Bill Bartlett, Don Rice and 
Doug Moody. If you have issues that should be considered by the committee please raise them 
with a committee member. Meetings are held on the first Wednesday of the month. 

July 21st       Chorus and quartet coaching (venue and details to be decided) 

Don Kahl (SPEBSQSA international judge) will coach the chorus and quartets. Don is an ac-
knowledged expert in the barbershop craft and he will attempt to add some polish to our per-
formances. Probably quartets in the morning, chorus in the afternoon. All members of the cho-
rus should plan to be at this special coaching session. 

Sept 14th     Barbershop Music Hall 

At the George Woods Performing Arts Theatre (Yarra Valley Grammar) and featuring Austra-
lia’s top barbershop quartet “Southern Cross”, The Melbournaires, two quartets from the Sweet 
Adelines, Six Foot Four, Jigsaw  and another local quartet PLUS Dave Fuller (ex-Melbournaire 
bass). John Baker is compere. Details of the program are currently being finalised but this 
promises to be a highly entertaining night that your family and friends will not want to miss. 
The theatre holds around 800 people so there will be plenty of tickets to sell. 

Sept            Eastern Region Quartet Competition:  Entry via videotape. Date to be decided. 
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Secretarial Jottings 
There were plenty of agenda items to consider 
at the May committee meeting... 

Finances: The proceeds of the successful Pan-Pacific 
Convention in Melbourne last September have placed 
the chorus in a sound financial position. 

Practices: It is difficult to make real progress with 
new songs if members do not attend Monday night 
practices regularly. We need to make “regular atten-
dance” an objective for all chorus members. 

September Concert: Tom Smith now has all the 
music and the music team will need to review it and 
select items. See WOTSON. 

Practice Venue: Is our practice venue in the Eastern 
suburbs too far from potential members and therefore 
limiting our chorus growth? The committee view was 
that our current location was convenient for most of 
our current members and the venue provided the fa-
cilities we need at reasonable cost. A move could 
prove costly and any location is going to be inconven-
ient for some people. 

Geelong Concert: While we are prepared to help the 
Bay City Conchords with a concert, we are unable to 
do so before our own concert in September. October 
12 might be a suitable date. Ian Lushey will talk to 
them. 

Coaching for the chorus and quartets: Commit-
tee agreed to purchase the services of Steve Ferrick 
from Sydney or the judges who were to judge the 
quartet convention  in Sydney. 

Music Man: Difficult to get good seats and insuffi-
cient interest so we’ll let this one go through to the 
keeper. 

Perth convention October 2003: Mike Thorne will 
investigate various options for travel. 

Harold Hill committee: Mike Thorne will look at 
activating a recruitment group. 

Chorus CD: There are three options for making a 
chorus CD. Each will be thoroughly investigated and 
costed. 

Keyboards: Agreed that sectional practices of new 
music would be assisted if a keyboard were available 
for each section. Ian will look at the cost involved. 

TV and video: It would be useful to have TV/video 
facilities available so that the chorus could be recorded 
on tape and played back to show members how the 
presentation was developing. Malcolm will investi-
gate. 

CD player: Mike Thorne will investigate the cost of 
a quality portable unit that can play barbershop CDs 
with hi-fi sound output. 

Certificate of Appreciation: Mike Thorne pro-
duced a certificate for presentation to the amazingly 
skilled Phil Elsbury to mark the chorus’s appreciation 
of Phil’s work on the risers and the riser trolley. 

AAMBS Eastern Region Representative: Doug 
Moody agreed to fill this post. 

Musical Director: Ian Lushey has been Acting Mu-
sical Director since James stepped down as M. D. in 
January. It was enthusiastically agreed that Ian should 
be officially appointed to the position of Musical Di-
rector. 

Leave: Bill Rennie was to be crewing a yacht in the 
Northern Pacific from mid-May until the end of July. 
The late news is that Bill will be having a heart 
by-pass operation instead. Bill Bartlett will be away 
for June/July. Len Nayler and Doug Moody will be 
away for three weeks in June. 

Learning tapes: We will investigate the cost of pur-
chasing quality learning tapes from U.S.A. 

Chorus Birthday May 9th: Roger will ensure that a 
celebratory cake is available following our practice on 
May 13th. 

 

The INALA gig 

Frank Blackham arrived at Inala wearing his eve-
ning suit. He was approached by a little old lady 
who asked, “Is there a funeral? Who died?” 

Perhaps those black jackets should not be worn 
to retirement villages and nursing homes! 

Playboy for the Married Man 
In an effort to gain a broader market Playboy will 
produce a separate edition for married men.  
It will feature the same centrefold every month. 
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Who was Mory? Who was Louis? What is a whiffen-
poof? In this article from the Washington Post website 
(www.washingtonpost.com) Bob Sudyk explains. 

 
Still Singing for their Supper 
By Bob Sudyk Hartford Courant (4/1/00) 
NEW HAVEN, Connecticut: It’s a frosty Monday 
night, and in the cosy, mahogany-panelled atmos-
phere of Mory’s, every table is filled with elegantly 
dressed patrons sipping second cocktails and nibbling 
appetisers. 

At exactly 6.40 p.m., maitre d’ Wayne Nuhn bolts into 
the Main Room, leading 14 young men singing a 
rousing Russian army drinking song that fills the two-
storey house. Perfect multiple harmonies soar forth. 

After the last note fades, one singer briefly greets the 
customers. Then a cheer goes up as the revered 
Tommy McKearny, a waiter of 22 years, places before 
the chorus two silver, double-handled loving cups 
filled to the brim with cakes of ice floating in tangy 
champagne-based potations. The men pass the cups 
from hand to hand and mouth to mouth as patrons 
applaud. 

These are the Whiffenpoofs, descendants of the origi-
nal songsters “off on a spree and damned from here to 
eternity,” who still sing for their supper and cups as 
generations of Whiffs have done every Monday night 
since the turn of the century. 

Throughout the evening, between dinner courses, 
they erupt in lively tunes, travelling from table to table 
and to party rooms upstairs, serenading and quaffing 
free cups earned from appreciative customers. 

In 2000, the Whiffs are scheduled for a world tour 
from South America to the Far East and Europe in ad-
dition to appearances at the White House and on 
Broadway. It’s common for several members of the 
group to “unenroll” from Yale University for the long 
tour. 

This self-perpetuating group numbers fourteen – all 
seniors, all male, tapped in their junior year by the 
senior Whiffs for one year’s duty. Many have gone on 
to entertainment careers. 

Mory’s hallowed halls are in a building that dates to 
the War of 1812. The ground floor is divided into two 
dining rooms, a kitchen and two offices, one of which 
doubles as a taproom. There are five private dining 
rooms upstairs and a library where books and memo-
rabilia about Yale and Mory’s fill the shelves. In all, 

the house can accommodate about 200 people. 

Walls are covered with pictures of Yale sports teams 
and varsity captains, historic documents and memen-
tos of campus life. In the dining area, students, alumni 
and faculty sit side by side on rickety bistro chairs and 
in booths. Worn tables are covered with carved initials 
of the Eli famous, including Cole Porter, Rudy Vallee, 
Monte Wooley, Vincent Price, Calvin Trillin, Benja-
min Spock, William Wrigley and Paul Melton. 

Some of the carved old tabletops have been retired 
from service and mounted on the walls. From the 
ceiling of one dining room hang oars once pulled by 
victorious Yale crewmen. 

At evening’s end, the Whiffs return to the Main 
Room. After quaffing more cups and tasting the tradi-
tional Indian pudding at their long table, they stand 
and sing their signature score, “The Whiffenpoof 
Song,” leaving many eyes damp. The ritual hasn’t 
changed in nearly a century. 

The passage of time remains irrelevant at Mory’s, 
which moves into the new millennium with the same 
genteel air of the 19th-century English alehouse in 
which it began. Forever there will be the original table 
offerings of rarebit, Baker’s soup, fried sardines, 
broiled calf liver and Mory’s Mud Pie, though the 
menu is now much broader. 

Stresses Radley Daley, ‘48, vice president of the 
Mory’s association: “The honour-bound mission of 
Mory’s house committee forever remains ‘Keep 
Mory’s Mory’s.’” 

It all began in 1861 when Frank Moriarty, a British-
born railway mechanic, and his wife, Jane, opened a 
neighbourhood alehouse. One afternoon, thirsty Yale 
oarsmen returning from crew practice in New Haven 
Harbour happened upon this humble oasis. Almost 
immediately, the stop at Mory’s became the most im-
portant exercise in the crew’s training regimen. Yale 
men came for conversation, the brown ale in pewter 
mugs and Mrs Moriarty’s popular rarebit. 

After Frank’s death in 1876, Jane Moriarty would pre-
pare the specialties of the house – Welsh rarebit 
(melted cheese with beer batter over toast), eggs on 
toast, grilled sardines and Golden Buck (Welsh rarebit 
topped with a poached egg) – then sit in her rocking 
chair knitting at the back of the bar. 

She died in 1885, and sole proprietorship fell to popu-
lar waiter Edward G. Oakley. He launched the tradi-

(Continued on page 4) 

“To the tables down at Mory’s, to the place where Louis dwells…” 
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(Continued from page 3) 

tion of Mory’s cups and extended a $20 line of credit to 
all undergraduates. He served a full round of drinks on 
the house whenever a student paid his bill. Of course, 
students preparing to pay up would spread the word to 
their classmates. 

After Oakley died, an enterprising German immigrant 
named Louis Lindner took over the lease. Lindner re-
named the place “Mory’s” in honour of the founders. 
He loved music and encouraged Yale singing groups to 
come and entertain for free cups. One of them, the 
popular Varsity Quartet, began appearing every Mon-
day night. 

With typical undergraduate ivy-league fancy, Denton 
“Goat” Fowler, ’09, suggested that the group call itself 
the Whiffenpoofs, after a mythical animal in the then-
current Victor Herbert Broadway musical “Little 
Nemo”. The authorship of the group’s signature 
“Whiffenpoof Song”, which became Yale’s anthem, re-
mains a mystery (but see below). In February 1909, the 
Whiffs drew up a constitution and declared themselves 
a corporate body “dedicated to eating, drinking and 
good fellowship.” (Their song became nationally 
known when Rudy Valley, ’27, recorded it in 1936.) 

When Lindner’s ailing health threatened to close the 
landmark in 1896, students and alumni rallied to found 
Mory’s Association, a private non-profit group that 
would give the Yale shrine everlasting life. 

In 1912, the association bought the house that the club 
now calls home and moved much of the furniture, fix-
tures and memorabilia from the old location. 

The management of Mory’s is now vested in a 16-
member board of governors (four of whom serve as 
officers) elected by the membership to rotating three-
year terms. The board oversees the running of the 
club, dedicating itself to preserving all of Mory’s tradi-
tions. 

Board secretary, Cheever Taylor, ’59, has described 
Mory’s as a place where “the traditions of this college 
are encapsulated…. When you bring people here, 
they’re immersed in what Yale means.” 

Until 1972, it was possible for Yale undergraduates 
(except freshmen), sponsored by a member, to pay $18 
for a lifetime membership. Mory’s cardholders now 
number more than 18000, making it the largest private 
club in the world. Membership now costs $100 a year. 
The restaurant is not open to the public. 

Daly says the biggest difference between Mory’s of to-
day and the Mory’s of Louis Lindner’s time is the 
dwindling presence of undergraduates. They seem to 
prefer pizza and fast food, and are put off by Mory’s 

pricey menu and the requirement that men wear jack-
ets and ties after 5 p.m. 

The dress code is relaxed on nights of football, basket-
ball and hockey games. Nevertheless, the motto of 
board president Herbert Emanuelson, ’51, remains: If 
you’re going to keep Mory’s Mory’s, you’ve got to have 
a jacket and tie.” 

 

The Whiffenpoof Song 
The copyright version of the song credits its author-
ship to Judge Tod B Galloway (music) and Meade 
Minnegerode and George Pomeroy (lyrics). Min-
negerode and Pomeroy were members of the Yale Glee 
Club and certainly wrote the lyrics but there is some 
doubt about Galloway as composer of the music. The 
following is adapted from the Whiffenpoofs website – 
www.whiffenpoofs.com. 

Members of the Yale Glee Club on their Christmas 
trip in the winter of 1907-8 heard someone sing an un-
published version of “Gentlemen Rankers” at a smoker 
after their concert in Columbus, Ohio. While it was 
not unfamiliar to some of those present, to most of the 
Glee Club members it was entirely new and it was an 
immediate hit. Tod Galloway’s setting of another 
Kipling poem, “The Gypsy Trail”, had been on the 
concert program and so many of those there assumed 
that he had also composed the music for “Gentlemen 
Rankers”. 

However, about 1960 it emerged that pretty much the 
same tune was being used by Guy Scull, a Harvard 
man (shock, horror), prior to 1898 for “Gentlemen 
Rankers”.  Sigmund Spaeth in his “History of Popular 
Music in America” declared that “it is now established 
that the tune was probably composed by Scull of Har-
vard, although Galloway is still given credit for it.” 

Later, Marshall Bartholomew in researching music for 
his “History of Music at Yale” turned up a traditional 
Negro spiritual in which the recurring theme in the 
verse of the Whiffenpoof Song is sung with the words: 

          Been a list’nin’ all de night long, 
          (To the tables down at Mory’s) 
          Been a list’nin’ all de day. 
          (To the place where Louis dwells) 
“Gentlemen Rankers” became one of the “songs we 
love so well” and, when Minnegerode and Pomeroy 
produced new lyrics for the music, it was immediately 
accepted with cries of “Gentlemen, this is immense”, 
“This should be our national anthem” and “… to be 
sung at every meeting all reverently standing!” And so 
it was and is to this day.  
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The Lyrics of The Whiffenpoof Song  
The Whiffenpoof lyrics are a parody of the words of Rudyard Kipling’s poem “Gentlemen-Rankers”. The new 
words transmute the cynicism of an old barrack room at some forsaken outpost of the British Empire to the 
genial atmosphere of Mory’s. The whole spirit of the song is changed to a light and playful humour in perfect 
keeping with the name and the mood of the Whiffenpoofs in 1909. 

The Whiffenpoof Song 
 
To the tables down at Mory’s, 
To the place where Louie dwells, 
To the dear old Temple Bar we love so well, 
Sing the Whiffenpoofs assembled, 
With their glasses raised on high! 
And the magic of their singing casts its spell. 
Yes the magic of their singing, 
Of the songs we love so well: 
“Shall I Wasting” and “Mavourneen” and the rest! 
We will serenade our Louis,  
While life and voice shall last,  
Then we’ll pass and be forgotten with the rest. 
 
We’re poor little lambs 
Who have lost our way. 
Baa! Baa! Baa! 
We’re little black sheep 
Who have gone astray! 
Baa! Baa! Baa! 
Gentlemen, songsters, off on a spree, 
Doomed from here to eternity. 
Lord! Have mercy on such as we. 
Baa! Baa! Baa! 

Gentlemen-Rankers 
 
To the legion of the lost ones, 
To the cohort of the damned, 
To my brethren in their sorrow overseas, 
Sings a gentleman of England 
Cleanly bred, machinely crammed, 
And a trooper of the Empress, if you please. 
Yes, a trooper of the forces 
Who has run his own six horses, 
And faith he went the pace and went it blind, 
And the world was more than kin 
While he held the ready tin, 
But today the Sergeant's something less than kind. 
 
We’re poor little lambs 
Who’ve lost our way, 
Baa! Baa! Baa! 
We’re little black sheep 
Who’ve gone astray, 
Baa – aa – aa! 
Gentlemen-rankers out on the spree,  
Damned from here to Eternity, 
God ha’ mercy on such as we, 
Baa! Yah! Bah! 

There are three other verses to Gentlemen-Rankers. These are appended for the benefit of poetry-lovers and 
empire-loyalists. 

Oh it’s sweet to sweat through stables, 
Sweet to empty kitchen slops, 
And it’s sweet to hear the tales the 
troopers tell, 
To dance with blouzy housemaids 
At the regimental hops 
And thrash the cad who says you waltz 
too well. 
Yes, it makes you cock-a-hoop 
To be “rider” to your troop, 
And branded with a blasted worsted 
spur,  
When you envy, O how keenly,  
One poor Tommy living cleanly 
Who blacks your boots  
And sometimes calls you “Sir”. 
 
 

If the home we never write to, 
And the oaths we never keep, 
And all we know most distant and 
most dear, 
Across the snoring barrack-room 
Return to break our sleep,  
Can you blame us if we soak ourselves 
in beer? 
When the drunken comrade mutters 
And the great guard-lantern gutters 
And the horror of our fall is written 
plain, 
Every secret, self-revealing 
On the aching white-washed ceiling, 
Do you wonder that we drug ourselves 
from pain? 
 
 

We have done with Hope and Hon-
our, 
We are lost to Love and Truth, 
We are dropping down the ladder rung 
by rung, 
And the measure of our torment 
Is the measure of our youth. 
God help us, for we knew the worst 
too young! 
Our shame is clean repentance 
For the crime that brought the sen-
tence, 
Our pride it is to know no spur of 
pride, 
And the Curse of Reuben holds us 
Till an alien turf enfolds us 
And we die, and none can tell them 
where we died. 
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Bill arrived in Australia in 1993 to take up a position 
as head of the Shepparton Preserving Company. Bill 
had been raised in a barbershop family. His father 
sang with the “Sleepless Knights” and his Uncle Dick 
was a music teacher who always had barbershop quar-
tets in his high school shows. Uncle Dick’s quartets 
would often do comedy numbers and for Bill they be-
came an essential part of any barbershop concert. 

In High School Bill formed a quartet consisting of the 
two best tenors and a bass from his school choir. One 
of the tenors was supposed to sing the tenor barber-
shop part but neither could reach the higher notes so 
he used them BOTH as leads and recruited a female 
tenor to form a “quartet” called “The Five Mistakes”.  

After High School, Bill moved to Yale University at-
tracted in part by the many different undergraduate 
singing groups. He joined at least three groups each 
year including the Yale Alley Cats of which he was 
Director in his senior year. In his junior year he was 
nominated for the Whiffenpoofs – an all-senior 
group –and became assistant director. 

After college his employment took him to many parts 
of America – Tenessee, Illinois, Ohio and California - 
he joined choruses in each location and was Assistant 
director to a number of excellent Musical Directors 
from whom he learned plenty. He became M. D. of 
the Hall of Fame Chorus in Ohio. 

When he arrived in Melbourne he took a couple of 
weeks to settle in and then rang Len Nayler to enquire 
about joining The Melbournaires. Len said, ”Where 
do you live?” and Bill replied “Well, I don’t know if 
you know where this is but it is basically on the corner 
of Andersons Creek and Reynolds Roads.” There was 
a long pause on the other end of the phone and then 
Len said, “That’s where we rehearse!” Imagine that - 
one barbershop chorus in the whole of Victoria and 
Bill just happened to be living within walking dis-
tance. 

It didn’t take The Melbournaires long to discover the 
talent that had fallen their way and Bill soon became 
Musical Director and introduced the chorus to com-
edy songs like “Please Mr Columbus”, “Baggie Face” 
and “My Wife The Dancer”. Naturally, the Melbour-
naires learnt the Whiffenpoof Song during Bill’s reign. 
In mid-1995 he married Kathleen, an Ohio girl whom 
he had met at a Sweet Adelines concert in Ohio. Kath-

leen joined Bill in Melbourne and became M. D. of 
the Melbourne Chorus of Sweet Adelines.  

One event had a profound effect on Bill’s approach to 
barbershop music. When he was a member of the Ar-
lingtones in Chicago, the New Tradition chorus was 
formed from the best singers in each of the Chicago 
choruses. The Arlingtones lost 30 of their best singers 
but a new Musical Director came in and taught bar-
bershop craft and the Arlingtones ended up scoring 
more points than they ever had in their history. Bill 
learnt that if you teach the barbershop craft you can 
bring along the most average of singers and so a fea-
ture of his time in Melbourne was the regular craft 
sessions. 

      Bill and Kathleen at their Melbourne farewell 

Bill Albrecht – a Whiffenpoof AND a Melbournaire (AND a bari-

Two tourists were driving through Wales. As they were 
approaching Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerych-
wyrndrobwllllantysiliogogogoch they started 
arguing about the pronunciation of the town’s name. 
They argued back and forth until they stopped for 
lunch. As they stood at the counter, one tourist asked 
the blonde employee, “Before we order, could you 
please settle an argument for us? Would you please 
pronounce where we are… very slowly?”  

The blonde leaned over the counter and said, 
“Burrrrrrrr, gerrrrrrrr, Kiiiiiiing.” 

Pronunciation problems 
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Brother, Can You Spare A Dime? 

When Bing Crosby recorded this song in October,1932, one out of every four Americans who wanted work 
could not find work. The banking system was near collapse. Record sales had plummeted because Americans 
did not have the money for such luxuries.  

No song captures the dark spirit of the Great Depression more than “Brother, Can You Spare A Dime?” The 
song was written for a Broadway musical, “New Americana.” Jay Gorney’s sombre music and Yip Harburg’s 
poignant lyrics readily capture the mood of these times.  

Bing Crosby and Rudy Vallee each recorded the song shortly before President Roosevelt’s election. Both ver-
sions went to No. 1 in the charts. Bing’s interpretation with his ominous baritone, proved to be the one that 
would stand the test of time. If you have a Real Audio player on your computer you can download Bing’s re-
cording from www.fortunecity/tinpan/parton/2/brother.html or www.kcmetro.cc.mo.us/pennvalley/biology/
lewis/crosby/brother.html. 

The  lyrics are reprinted below with a commentary alongside  that can be found on the fortunecity website  
mentioned above. 

They used to tell me I was building a dream 
And so I followed the mob. 
When there was earth to plow or guns to bear 
I was always there, right on the job. 

They used to tell me I was building a dream 
Of peace and glory ahead. 
Why should I be standing in line 
Just waiting for bread? 

Once I built a railroad, I made it run, 
Made it race against time. 
Once I built a railroad, now it’s done 
Brother, can you spare a dime? 

Once I built a tower up to the sun 
Brick and rivet and lime 
Once I built a tower, now it’s done. 
Brother, can you spare a dime? 

Once in khaki suits, ah gee we looked swell, 
Full of that yankee doodle dee dum. 
Half a million boots went slogging through hell 
And I was the kid with the drum! 

Say don’t you remember? They called me Al. 
It was Al all the time. 
Why don’t you remember? I’m your pal. 
Buddy, can you spare a dime? 

Say, don’t you remember? 
I’m your pal. 
Buddy, can you spare a dime? 

In Born in the USA (Jackson, Mississippi, 1991) Timo-
thy Scheurer comments as follows: 

In “Brother, Can You Spare a Dime?” Harburg creates 
an Everyman narrator for his song, a person who has 
built railroads, skyscrapers, and tilled the fields.  

This person has contributed to the vast bounty of the 
land (through his plough) and kept faith with the prom-
ise of the land by bearing guns for it in times of war.  

There is even a veiled allusion to the theme of manifest 
destiny when the narrator tries to understand how, after 
he has helped build a dream of “peace and glory ahead” 
he can now be standing in a breadline.  

And there is a somewhat ironic allusion to the patriot’s 
theme in the lines where he describes the half a million 
boots that “went sloggin’ through hell” full of that 
“Yankee Doodle-de-dum.” This last line would remind 
listeners of the old Revolutionary War song, and also of 
George M. Cohan’s “Yankee Doodle Dandy” and his 
“Over There.” The allusion is veiled enough that Har-
burg wouldn’t necessarily bring down the wrath of the 
man who once “owned Broadway” but the line serves as 
a mild indictment of the patriotism that swept us into 
war but seems not to be reciprocal.  

Harburg has said of his narrator that he isn’t bit-
ter, “He’s bewildered. Here is a man who had built 
his faith and hope in this country… Then came the 
crash. Now he can’t accept the fact that the bubble 
has burst. He still believes. He still has faith. He 
just doesn’t understand what could have happened 
to make everything go so wrong.” 
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E. Y. “Yip” Harburg (1896-1981) 

Edgar Y. (Yip) Harburg (1896-1981) was born of Rus-
sian-Jewish immigrant parents of modest means on 
Manhattan’s Lower East Side.  

He attended the City University of New York. In high 
school (Townsand Harris High) he met his lifelong 
friend, Ira Gershwin, and discovered that they shared a 
mutual love for the works of Gilbert and Sullivan. Yip 
and Ira were frequent contributors of poetry and light 
verse to their high school and college papers. 

The years after college found Yip slipping further away 
from writing and eventually into the world of business. 
After the electric appliance business Yip had helped 
develop over seven long years was decimated by the 
stock market crash of 1929, Yip turned his attention 
back full time to the art of writing lyrics. His old friend 
Ira Gershwin became a mentor, co-writer and pro-
moter of Yip’s. 

Harburg’s Broadway achievements included Blloomer 
Girl, Finian’s Rainbow, Flahooley and Jamaica. 

His most noted work in film musicals was in The Wiz-
ard of Oz for which he wrote lyrics, was the final editor 
and contributed much to the script (including the 
scene at the end where the Scarecrow, Tinman, and 
Cowardly Lion are rewarded for their efforts by the 
Wizard). He also wrote lyrics for the Warner Bros 
movie Gay Purr-ee. 

Yip was blacklisted during the 50’s by film, radio 
and television for his liberal views. 

In all, Yip wrote lyrics to 537 songs including: “Brother 
Can You Spare A Dime?”, “April In Paris”, “It’s Only A 
Paper Moon”, “How Are Things In Glocca Mora”, “Old 

Devil Moon” and of course his most famous…  “Over 
The Rainbow”. 

The Harburg Foundation was  created to ensure the 
continued influence of Yip Harburg’s work and social 
outlook. The major aims of the foundation are to: 

Promote social and economic justice 

Work towards world peace 

Work toward reducing economic and social dis-
crimination, exploitation, racial and ethnic con-
flicts and civil injustices 

Advance and promote new works of American 
political art, especially those efforts which speak 
to cultural and societal issues 

Over The Rainbow (Parody) 
Yip Harburg’s lyrics have not been immune from parody. 
Here are some alternative lyrics to this popular song from The 
Wizard of  Oz. 
 
When all the world is a hopeless jumble 
And the rain drops tumble all around 
Heaven opens a magic lane. 
When all the clouds darken up the skyways 
There’s a fast food highway to be found 
Leading down a bright blue lane. 
A place where eating’s fun (YUMmmm) 
And there’s never any gain. 
 
Somewhere overweight people just like me 
Must have some place where folks don’t count every 
calorie 
Somewhere overweight people have a ball 
In a land where they never heard of cholesterol. 
Where folks can eat just what they want 
And still be trim and slim and gaunt 
You’ll find me. You’ll find me. 
Where every little thing I taste 
Won’t end up showing on my waist 
Or worse… behind me. 
Somewhere overindulging is so divine 
If their waistline’s not bulging 
Why then oh why is mine? 
 
If bluebirds weighed as much as I 
You’d see some big fat bluebird in the sky. 
Why oh why can’t I. 
 


