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I can’t pinpoint when I first fell in love with Broadway musicals. It certainly wasn’t because my 
parents took me to see shows. They never did. Perhaps it was the many 78 RPM versions of 
early Rogers & Hammerstein albums my mother owned that got me started. My favorite Rogers 
& Hammerstein album then, and still today, was the original Broadway cast album of 
“Carousel” starring John Raitt and Jan Clayton. To this day, whenever I hear the “Carousel 
Waltz,” the show’s version of an overture, I instinctively get up to queue the next song; 
remember, those 78’s contained only one song per side. (And, in case you forgot, the next song 
was “You’re a Queer One, Julie Jordan,” followed by one of the greatest Rogers & Hammerstein 
songs, the heartfelt “If I Loved You.”) 
 
Many, many years later I attended a revival performance of “Carousel” at the NY State Theater 
in Lincoln Center. I was in the last row of the highest balcony (I was in college at the time and 
couldn’t afford great seats). It was a terrible seat but for one saving grace – the last scene. Billy 
Bigelow, looking down from heaven, but invisible to his wife, Julie, and the daughter he had 
never known, Louise, whispers an admonition into Louise’s ear and as the great inspirational 
song “You’ll Never Walk Alone” was sung by the entire ensemble, the music swelled and the 
curtain came down to complete silence…except for the hundreds of sniffles from the audience, 
amplified up to my seat in that last row of the highest balcony by the vast theater’s great 
acoustics.  
 



Maybe my fascination with Broadway started with my mother’s younger brother, my Uncle 
Aaron. Uncle Aaron taught me the lyrics to songs from many Broadway and Hollywood 
musicals. I remember “The Donkey’s Serenade” by Rudolf Friml from the film “The Firefly,” was 
one of his favorites. Uncle Aaron was probably the reason I became adept at writing parody 
lyrics to famous tunes. My favorite of his parody songs, way before it was sung by Bart Simpson 
on the Simpsons TV show, was this send-up of the famous Carmen tune:   
 
Toreador-ā 
Don't spit on the floor-ā 
Use the spitor-ā   
That's what it’s for-ā 
 
By the time I got to high school, I had joined the Macy’s Broadway Theater Club with my friend, 
Howard Rubin. The club offered students the opportunity to attend Broadway shows, both 
musicals and plays, for as little as fifty cents. Can you imagine, on one weekend we saw Harold 
Pinter’s “The Caretaker” (a little too heavy for a 15-year old) and on another, the musical “Do-
Re-Me” starring the incomparable Phil Silvers. With music by Jule Styne, but overshadowed by 
Styne’s blockbuster from the year before, “Gypsy,” “Do-Re-Me” did have one big hit, “This 
Could Be the Start of Something Big.” 
 
I guess for me, it was. 


