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James Garrett Wallace Sings of the Law and Lawyers, 
Association of the Bar of the City of New York, 1957, Harvard 
Law School Library, Historical & Special Collections 

Side 1-Duration 26:28.333 minutes 
Track 1: Introductory Remarks 
[00:00:06.49] Jim Wallace was a great lawyer and a great judge, but what endeared him 
most to the members of the legal profession and made him perhaps the most beloved 
figure at the New York bar during our time was the fact that he was a great human 
being. Wallace loved to sing, and he had a most extraordinary facility for writing songs. 
At every occasion, he would come with a number of parodies and lyrics that he had 
composed, and over the years, there were literally thousands of them. They constitute a 
remarkable record of the legal and the political, the social history of New York.  

[00:00:52.96] For a long time, we talked about recording a number of his songs, but we 
never got around to doing it until one night, it was May 26, 1954, Harris Steinberg with 
his tape recorder and I went to Wallace's house. And we recorded some of the songs 
with which Wallace has been closely identified. Unfortunately as we were just going 
strong, something happened to the machine, and we never finished the job.  

[00:01:25.18] So what are we going to present on this record are the songs that Wallace 
sang that night, and we've also selected some of the songs that he didn't get around to 
doing. And they have been recorded for us by a group of members of the bar 
association who were closely associated with the bar association shows in which 
Wallace played such an important part.  

Track 2: Appellate Division Blues 

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) A wealthy client came to me and told a story, Sam. I pulled down corpus juris 
like the fellow in the end. I said, well, now it's very clear you had a rotten deal. I found 
the case that's right in point. We really must appeal.  

I wrote a brief and then had a case in point on every page. I cited Lawrence versus 
Sparks and Nabler versus Sage. And then I waited patiently 'til Friday afternoon, and 
that is why you hear me now singing this bad tune.  
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I've got the blues. I've got the blues. I've got those appellate division blues. The judges 
listened patiently, and they all seem to agree. How can I face my client now and ask him 
for a fee?  

I've got the blues. I've got the blues. I haven't got the heart to break the news. When I 
think of how they treated me, it couldn't be much worse. I told my client yesterday 
they're to reverse.  

I've got the blues. I've got the blues, those appellate division, reserved decision, 
affirmed without opinion blues.  

Newman Levy having written the song in the first instance, I appropriated a tune when I 
got on the bench, and this is a verse that I wrote after my first reversal by the appellate 
division, which I sung to them at the earliest opportunity.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) A case was tried before me and the lawyer was a pest. I asked a lot of 
questions and got some things off my chest. The jury said he's guilty. The defendant 
went away. The boys on 25th Street then began to have their say.  

Some didn't like my questions while the others thought them cute. Two of the lads were 
with me, but three others used the boot. This black eye that I'm wearing is a thing that I 
deplore. Nobody really hit me. I just struck an open door.  

I've got the blues. I've got the blues. I've got those appellate division blues. It's hard 
enough to get five judges ever to agree. Two of the boys were right, but still I lost out 
two to three.  

I've got the blues. I've got the blues. A poor old judge is always trying to snooze. It 
seems they think a trial judge should be an ornament. If lawyers won't bring out the 
facts, why he must be content.  

I've got the blues. I've got the blues, those appellate division, reversed decision, those 
three to two opinion blues. By the way, the door-- the open door I struck was Edward.  

Track 3: Courtroom Scene from “May it Please the Court” 

[00:06:12.90] We will now have the beginning of the courtroom scene in Mr. Newman 
Levy's celebrated musical play "May It Please the Court," the first play put on by the 
Association of the Bar of the city of New York and may I say the best.  
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[CLEARING THROAT]  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) Kent, may it please the court in these most grave proceedings, the plaintiff 
moves for judgment on the pleadings, and the court will indulge me for six or seven 
hours. I'll briefly state the case to the best of my humble powers.  

Judge, counselor, take your time. Talk just as long as you please. Here on the bench, we 
have nothing to do but listen to long-winded fellows like you. Talk if you want to all day 
then send for the rest of your pay. For that's what we know as practicing law here in 
special term--  

I think we ought to go right to do with it, don't you?  

(SINGING) Kent, may I proceed. Proceed.  

Joe, you remember  

(SINGING) Was many, many years ago upon Manhattan Isle, there lived a bold and 
haughty Indian chief. This trusting Aborigine suspected naught of [INAUDIBLE]. His 
innocence was quite beyond belief. Then came a clue of judgment, and they played the 
chief with rum, a crooked trick, your honor, we'll agree. And for four and twenty dollars, 
a most insufficient sum, he deeded them Manhattan Isle in peace.  

So please give it back to the Indians. Please write this sad and cruel wrong. Think of 
those innocent papooses to whom these acres rightfully belong.  

Yes, give back from Manhattan to the Indians. Take pity on those poor confiding men. 
And every redskin and his squaw will sing the praises of the law when you give back 
Manhattan isle again.  

Judge, this cold judicial heart is touched to hear your tragic plea. Forgive me if I'm forced 
to shed a tear. The story of this guileless trusting Aborigine is almost more than I can 
bear to hear. Our judges, too, are human just the same as other men, a fact which 
lawyers sometimes overlook.  

And so I'll give your client back his property again which from him was feloniously took. 
Yes, I'll give it back to the Indians. I'll right this sad and fluid wrong. I'll save those 
innocent papooses to whom these acres that rightfully belong.  
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I'll give back Manhattan to the Indians. Return it to those poor confiding men. And every 
redskin and his squaw will sing the praises of the law when I give back Manhattan isle 
again.  

Track 4: The Reasonably Prudent Man 

We will now do two songs from the second bar association show, both written and 
composed by Mr. Newman Levy, the first of which is entitled-- and probably so-- "The 
Reasonably Prudent Man." The show was entitled Off the Record.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) There's a queer little fellow whom all of you know, and the deal the fates 
hand him is raw. Though his life is a drama of trouble and woe, he's the popular pet of 
the law. He's a chronic unlucky defendant. He's the man the decisions all blame. He's a 
God-given gift to the legal profession, and this is the poor fellow's name.  

The reasonably prudent man. He's the toy of malevolent fate. Though he's gentle and 
kind, you'll invariably find that he'll wind up in the back of the ball known as eight.  

He looks for the lights at each crossing, and his contracts he'll carefully scan. How the 
gods they must chortle to watch this poor mortal. His life is a mishap from portal to 
portal, the reasonably prudent man. The reasonably prudent man.  

When he's closing a contract or signing a lease, his ways are incredibly slack. He reads 
every word that is written in front, but he ignores the fine print on the back. He's the 
fellow who slips on the pavement. He's a target for taxi and van. Though his name is 
enshrined in judicial reports, it's no joy to the reasonable man.  

The reasonably prudent man, he's the toy of malevolent fate. Though he's gentle and 
kind, you'll invariably find that he'll wind up in the back of the ball known as eight.  

He looks for the lights at each crossing, and his contracts he'll carefully scan. How the 
gods they must chortle to watch this poor mortal. His life is a mishap from portal to 
portal, the reasonably prudent man. The reasonably prudent man.  

This curious chap is a romantic at heart, but his love life's a series of shocks. He dreams 
of soft moonlight and marital bliss and invariably lands on the rocks. A Reno divorce is 
the sequel of each tender connubial plan. For the unreasonably imprudent woman alas 
is too much or the reasonable man.  
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The reasonably prudent man, he's the toy of malevolent fate. Though he's gentle and 
kind, you'd invariably find that he'll wind up in the back of the ball known as eight.  

He looks for the lights at each crossing, and his contracts he'll carefully scan. How the 
gods we must chortle to watch this poor mortal. His life is a mishap from portal to 
portal, the reasonably prudent man. The reasonably prudent man.  

Track 5: St. Ives/Choral 

Another great song in this play Off the Record put on by the Association of the Bar as 
second endeavor was a song to St. Ives, the patron saint of lawyers and they say others, 
followed by a chorale both written by that illustrious composer and librettist Mr. 
Newman Levy.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) St. Ives was a bishop and a man of high degree and a lawyer of great 
discernment. The first word he utters on the day that he was born were, your honor, I'd 
like an adjournment. He asked a week's adjournment. On a motion of a hearing, he 
would always ask for time or the service or an answer or complaint. And this dilatory 
habit so endeared him to the bar that they made him their patron saint.  

St. Ives, St. Ives, St. Ives. St. Ives, who is going to St. Ives. A glass we'll clink to St. Ives. A 
glass we'll raise. A tall drink in praise when lawyers meet, a cheering glass they raise. 
We’ll drink to his praise, St. Ives, St. Ives, St. Ives.  

[INAUDIBLE] Hope, Hadley, and McCloy. Davis Paul Caldwell, Sunderland and Kendall, 
Rosemund, Gold, Margolin, and Kay. [INAUDIBLE] (Coughs) 

Sullivan and Cromwell, White and [INAUDIBLE], Drew Ballentine, Holland, [INAUDIBLE] 
Swain and Wolf [INAUDIBLE] 

(SPEAKING) Newman, while we're here, would you mind telling us a few words about 
how you came to write this song, how it happened to this play, how it happened to be 
put on the shelf for a number of years, and how it eventually came to be produced?  

That's quite a long story, but I was asked by the entertainment committee of the bar 
association back in the 1920s to write a show. They'd never done anything of the sort 
before. And I had two ideas in mind. One was the idea for the show, and one was a 
bright young juvenile actor named James Garrett Wallace, who was perfect for the part 
that I had in mind.  
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So I wrote the show, and we enlisted a cast and went into rehearsal. Among the other 
celebrities in the cast was the honorable Judge Samuel Coleman. While the show was in 
rehearsal, the president of the Association of the Bar, the honorable Mr. William D. 
Guthrie, heard about it and called me up on the telephone and said that he was shocked 
to hear that the Association of the Bar was putting on a theatrical performance. And he 
asked me if there was anything in it that reflected upon the administration of the law or 
upon the judiciary, and I told them that was the general idea of the thing.  

Well, Ponty said that he wanted to look over the script, and a few days later I was told 
that the idea of giving a theatrical performance had been vetoed. And it was not until 
about 20 odd years later when the association was fortunate enough to have Harry 
Tweed as president that we were able to take my show out of camphor and actually put 
it on at the Hotel Astor.  

By this time, Judge Wallace had grown more elderly and more portly, so he was no 
longer suited for the juvenile part. We cast him as the judge, and the juvenile part was 
played by the honorable Arthur Mark, which is now justice of the city court of the city of 
New York.  

Judge Wallace, as long as we're in a reminiscent mood, can you contribute anything to 
the archives as far as your recollection of the show goes?  

My mind is still as clear as a bell. I was that young intelligent handsome young juvenile 
many years ago, and it is true as Father Levy said that we were all set to put on a 
delightful entertainment when it was vetoed by the then president of the bar 
association. It's also true that 20 years later when Mr. Harrison Tweed became the 
president of the bar association, an the idea was revived to get up a show.  

And at that time, still intelligent but not quite so young, I was called upon to enter a 
conference in which it was to be decided what manner of show was to be put on. At 
that time, they were mulling over assorted series of scripts that had been submitted, 
and this bright young man that was an intelligent old man that grew to be suddenly 
came up with the idea and suggested to Newman who was there why don't we dig up 
that old show that he wrote 20 years ago and you can refurbish it and bring it up to 
date, which he did. So I must claim credit not only for playing the old judge but of having 
sense enough to remember the first show and initiating the movement to put it on at 
the Hotel Astor in which Mr. Levy's opus magnus was put on for the first time at a 
dinner of the bar association. Mr. Harrison Tweed played the part of the office boy, 
Harry, and Mr. Lloyd Paul Striker was the court attendant.  
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At the time, Jim Wallace was appointed judge of general sessions by Governor Herbert 
Lehman. We were members of the Committee on Criminal Courts of the Bar 
Association. So the criminal courts committee that year decided to hold a dinner. It was 
the first of a series of annual dinners at the committee has been holding, and it was 
turned into an occasion to celebrate the elevation of our fellow member to the bench.  

We had quite a distinguished group on that committee, and those who were there that 
night as I recall included Tom Dewey, Lowell Wardman, Felix Ben Venga, Professor 
Jerome Michaels of Columbia. I can't remember who they all were. Wallace, as you've 
been told, had been writing songs about everybody for many years, and we felt that this 
occasion called for a song about Wallace. So I wrote the song, which you are now going 
to hear, and it was sung by Mr. Lowell Wardman.  

The name of the song is "He's the Pride of General Sessions" and in it references to 
former eminent members of that particular court. I don't know if the illusions will be 
completely intelligible to those who don't remember the judges whose names are 
mentioned. Since I don't sing myself, Judge Wallace will have to sing in celebration of his 
own appointment, so the voice you're going to hear now is that of Judge Wallace.  

Track 6: The Pride of General Sessions 

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) He has the lining of Mancuso, the even temper of McQueen, the tenderness 
of Culligan, and the dignity of Levine, the sobriety of [INAUDIBLE], and the genial wit of 
Crane. And at times when he gets blotto, he's as reticent as Otto. He's the pride of 
general sessions and a man of mighty frame.  

And I don't feel I really desired all these encomiums.  
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Side 2-Duration 25:47.900 minutes 
Track 1: When You are the D.A. 

[00:00:06.72] This is a little song written some years ago. At the time when Tom Dewey 
was elected district attorney. And they were celebrating that re-election at the Williams 
club. Assorted company, of which I was one and Judge Pecora, Judge McCook and 
others were there. And some of us were inspired to add to the gaiety of the occasion by 
writing a little ditty, a tune, doing a few stunts to amuse the guests of the evening. And 
this is one that I did to the tune of I Can't Give You Anything But Love, Baby.  

[00:00:47.56] [MUSIC PLAYING]  

[00:00:51.01] (SINGING) So far you have had the most of the breaks coming. Now folks 
will be watching for mistakes, Tommy. In the picks yet there sticks to slap a boss. You 
can't stall. You can't fall back on that old police force. And keeping step with Johnny D 
and Dew Binsky. You may have to learn to dance, like now. Ginsky and between them 
they may strip you life, Minsky. We may find when you are the DA  

[00:02:04.38] Not each of your followers loves his neighbor. Can you wed with its capital 
and woe labor. AFL, CIO, you'll have to guess. If your toss proves a loss, then it will just 
be SOS and AOH and KKK are less local. When you look ahead through lenses, bifocal. 
Can you please both city chap and rude yokel when you try to be a good DA?  

[00:03:13.36] So far you have had a friendly press, Tommy. what the future holds, no 
man can guess, Tommy. When the krills ask for news and get nay, nays. They can sting, 
they can fling. flick back who once tossed bouquets. And editors will tell you what to do 
Tommy. They admit to no mistakes of you, Tommy. They think they know even more 
than you, Tommy. You'll find out when you are the DA.  

Track 2: America, You Love Me 

On this same occasion, I also wrote another song to the tune of America, I Love You, an 
old ditty which I translated into America, You Love Me, having Tommy being the one 
who was singing this ditty to celebrate his great achievements.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) I came from Owassy, where kids all grow up sassy, a few short years ago. I 
conquered the city, on trips I had no pity. And boy, how I, did grow. I made the front 
pages and stayed alone for ages. They praise me and they're right. The magazines, the 
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laundry, the people applaud me. And I admit tonight, America, you love me. And I can't 
blame you at all. I'm such a sensation. I beat all creation. No wonder, for me, you fall.  

Like Washington and Lincoln, Teddy and Wilson, too. America, you love me. And I'm 
even thinking kindly of you.  

Track 3: The Old Missouri Plan 

The Missouri plan, as every lawyer knows, is a plan for reforming the method of 
selecting judges. This has been a matter of great controversy. And lawyers who agree 
with the Missouri plan or disagree with it, have made speeches about it. Or have written 
articles for legal magazines.  

Jim Wallis, as was his custom, didn't bother to make speeches or write legal articles. He 
wrote a song about it. And this song was sung in the 1948 Bar Association show. It was 
called The Old Missouri Plan.  

It might be mentioned that was the year in which Henry Wallace was running for 
president. And the name of our show was Wallace's Third Party.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) Oh, the old Missouri plan, oh, the old Missouri plan. When Wall Street 
lawyers, all judicial candidates will scan. You if you're not from fair old Harvard, then 
they'll toss you in the can. And they'll hand the funds to their younger sons, on your 
Missouri plan.  

Oh, the old Missouri plan. Oh, the old Missouri plan. It won't be served with sauerkraut 
nor sauce Italian. There'll be no corned beef and cabbage. And spaghetti, they will ban. 
There'll be no such dish as gefilte fish on the old Missouri plan.  

Oh, the old Missouri plan. Oh, the old Missouri plan. Will just apply to cities that are not 
Republican. But we can't let those old Democrats exalt the common man. We can get 
much more from a governor on the old Missouri plan.  

Oh. the old Missouri plan. Oh, the old Missouri plan. Its backers in the city claim, they're 
quite nonpartisan. But when they get in their polling booth they vote Republican. With 
the double cross you will get a dog from the old Missouri plan.  
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Track 4: The Mug in the Black Silk Robe 

In 1948 The Woman's Home Companion published an article that reflected adversely 
upon the mental and moral qualities of many of our judges. Some of the judiciary were 
highly indignant about the article. And replied according to their fashion. Wallace, 
characteristically, ridiculed. It in one of his songs. Which he called He's Only a Mug in a 
Black Silk Robe. This song too, was sung in the 1948 Bar Association show, Wallace's 
third party.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) A courtroom, the scene of this sad tale. A new judge is sitting there. He 
swapped all his chances for fame and kale. That black silken robe to wear. A sweet lady 
lawyer with rapt jaw sighed. Deep respect, doth a judge command. Then a hard boiled 
reporter with scorn replied, you can be one for 50 grand.  

He's only a mug in a Black silk robe, that covers a wealth of sins. He is just a poor sleeper 
who needs a poke. He'll wake when you kick his shins. The lawyers will tell you, he 
knows no law. His head's just an empty globe. Still don't treat him with scorn. He is so 
forlorn. He's a mug in a Black silk robe.  

The sweet lady lawyer just stood aghast. The scales are falling from her eye. You say he's 
a Joker who has a past. How can such a dope get by? It's easy, the woman's companion 
cried. He's a joiner of clubs and such. And although, twice a week, he gets boiled or 
fried. It don't hurt his decisions much.  

He's only a mug and a black silk robe. He's ripe for an expose. That spread his 
delinquencies round the globe. The public will shout, hooray. Our planning reformers 
will jump for joy, If they cash in on one big drone. Still on him put a no curse, for you 
may get a worse than the mug the black silk robe.  

Track 5: Let’s Have the Photographers in 

Some years ago, J Edward Lumbard became a Justice of the Supreme Court. And Mr 
Lumbard announced that he had no objection to having newspaper photographers in his 
courtroom, to take pictures of what was going on. Wallis had rather straight laced views 
on the subject. Instead of writing a letter to the newspapers or making a speech, he 
again, characteristically, wrote a song. Which was called Let's Have the Photographers 
In.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  
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(SINGING) In America, mugging is King of all sports. Not a robbery, that's a poor guess. 
But the snapping of cameras at folks of all sorts by photographers for our free press. At 
all prize fights and weddings, and funerals they're there. At the ballparks and nightclubs 
they shine. And at big public dinners, they get in your hair. Bobbing up with each course 
like new wine. And says J Edward Lumbard today, in our courtrooms let them have full 
sway.  

So let's have the photographers in. There's a silly old coot on the bench The dead man 
they say, had been living in sin. And was shot by that luscious young wench. So lets have 
the photographers in. All the people we must educate. This will teach our girl children to 
handle a gat. And how to get money from stockbrokers fat. Educational, what could be 
better than that. Let's have the photographers in.  

So lets have the photographers in. More publicity, everyone's wild. that foxy the old 
lawyer is wearing a grin. He withdrew, the defendants with child. So lets have the 
photographers in. Don't let justice be prim and sedate. Stop that chorus, girl witness. 
Ain't her leg of pip. There's a lad with five fingerprints, right on his hip. See the district 
attorney there, curling his lip. Lets have the photographers in.  

So lets have the photographers in. So the non-reading public may gloat. They merit a 
share of the town's gaudy sin. And remember, some morons can vote. So let's have the 
photographers in. And Dame justice will let down her hair. Let's have music and 
billboards in bright neon lights. We'll broadcast the court's oratorical plights. Women 
jurors and lawyers will dress up in tights. Let's have a photographer in. Let's have the 
photographers one in.  

Track 6: Costello 

Frank Costello, is a name that is familiar to all readers of the New York newspapers. He 
has appeared in the public prints, over a great many years. Wallis, as a commentator on 
the current scene, felt that Mr. Costello's activities deserved to be recorded in song. So 
he wrote the following song to the tune of Gilbert and Sullivan's Tit Willow.  

[MUSIC PLAYING]  

(SINGING) In the town of New York, lived a bright little lad, called Costello, Costello, 
Costello. As kindly a friend as a man never had, was Costello, Costello, Costello. If you 
needed some liquor, he'd send you a case. He could tell you the horse that would win 
the fourth race. And he might, on the bench, help you get a good place. Might Costello, 
Costello, Costello.  
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Now really, quite healthy, with cheeks all aglow, was Costello, Costello, Costello. Till 
modern invention, one day, laid him low. Poor Costello, Costello, Costello. For he was 
persuaded to put in a phone. And he thought that the service was for him alone. A 
thought which thereafter made him weep and moan. Poor Costello, Costello, Costello.  

Now, the moral of all this is made very plain, by Costello, Costello, Costello. Your 
modern invention is really no gain, says Costello, Costello, Costello. And of all of the 
underworld, you held in thrall. You should never respond to a telephone call, just jump 
in a taxi and ride to the Hall, says Costello, Costello, Costello.  

Track 7: Bones Davis 

(SPEAKING) Each year, the Association of the Bar has a Twelfth Night party. And in 
recent years, it has been the practice for the Association on Twelfth Night, to pay tribute 
to some member of the Association. The first guest of honor, the Twelfth Night parties 
was Harrison tweed. And the following year, Jim Wallis was chosen as the guest of 
honor. The next year John W. Davis, the acknowledged leader of the American Bar, was 
honored as the guest of honor. And Jim Wallis, as was his custom, wrote a song about 
Mr. Davis. Unfortunately, the recording is not very good. Wallace was reading the lyric 
in a bad light. And there may be some fumbling and stumbling. But this is the song that 
Wallace sang, in honor of John W. Davis.  

[APPLAUSE]  

Mr. Toastmaster, I may say that this tune which you're about to hear is the result of a 
corruption of Mr. Sir Arthur Sullivan's tunes. And not entirely agreed upon between 
myself and my well-known accompanist (Clears throat),  

[LAUGHTER]  

The words were written (clears throat) rather recently. I haven't had time to get that 
one typewritten yet. And I sincerely trust we'll (clears throat), at least, begin and end on 
the one note (clears throat). But this is more or less a little biography of our hero (clears 
throat).  

(SINGING) We're here tonight to greet a man, born down in West Virginia. Who when he 
entered school found out that no one there was skinnier. This school was known as 
Pantops, which in Greek, just means all seeing. And the other pupils strained their eyes 
to lamp this slender being. Bones David soon they called him. This compliment 
enthralled him. For none could ever rattle bones. No, kidding. They're appalled him.  
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At home he played the violin, but he left that behind him. Reflecting that this secret sin, 
to concert stage, might bind him. But soon he joined the glee club. And his voice o'er 
hills went bounding. Which fought to find his vocal chords with net results astounding. 
Thus laid he the foundation of a voice that charms the nation. And echoes through the 
appellate courts in many a dissertation.  

At 19 he taught school, got law degrees at 2 and 20. And soon went into public life and, 
boy, he went in plenty. First, legislator for his state. To Congress then, he traveled. And 
only when he left the house, did all laws get unraveled. Then Woodrow Wilson called 
him, that record had enthralled him. And as Solicitor General, the president installed 
him.  

Appearing in the Court Supreme, his manner was felicitous. And no Solicitor General 
was ever more solicitous. Ambassador to Britain he, when World War I was ending. Both 
countries' interests he whipped out in one successful blending. (Speaking)That should 
have been up. (SINGING) A Middle Temple bencher. Complete with port and trencher. In 
Britain when the toasts go round, Sir John, he rates a quencher.  

[LAUGHTER]  

From Britain to Manhattan, and its crowds and mighty towers. He camed and joined a 
law firm that rakes in the golden showers. A welcome change, our hero felt, for he'd 
been on short rations. It's really quite expensive paying court to foreign nations. His 
famous lawyer won him-- well-- but no. (SPEAKING) Pardon, we'll start that again.  

(SINGING) But no setback could stun him, his famous lawyer won him, the title leader of 
the bar and fortune did not shun him.  

(SPEAKING) We'll have a couple more.  

[LAUGHTER]  

We have to complete this word picture  

(SINGING) In 1924, the Democrats held a convention. The delegates got in a row, and 
said things I'll not mention. More than 100 ballots passed, then they agreed on Davis. 
And went right out, and ask the Lord, oh, please let Davis save us. But the donkey kept 
on braying. And Coolidge did some praying. So any chance to grab the crown right up 
Salt Creek when straying. [LAUGHTER]  
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Now the voters sometimes makes mistakes. That's one thing we agree on. Which makes 
it hard to pick the ticket that one ought to be on. But though they failed to call John 
Davis forth to lead the nation. He was elected president of this association.  

[LONG APPLAUSE]  

Merits so alluring. High honors chip securing. And some of them, I've noted here, in the 
song that you're enduring. Now in these halls, we have a bust, that shows his classic 
features. His portrait beams down from our walls, upon his fellow creatures. So may 
these symbols of the right, from all purpose save us. And tonight, let's drink a toast to 
the one once called just bone Davis. Still youthful is his prancing. An eye to the future 
glancing. Can see a ballroom which our hero answers, yes, tap dancing.  

[APPLAUSE]  

 


	Side 1-Duration 26:28.333 minutes
	Track 1: Introductory Remarks
	Track 2: Appellate Division Blues
	Track 3: Courtroom Scene from “May it Please the Court”
	Track 4: The Reasonably Prudent Man
	Track 5: St. Ives/Choral
	Track 6: The Pride of General Sessions

	Side 2-Duration 25:47.900 minutes
	Track 1: When You are the D.A.
	Track 2: America, You Love Me
	Track 3: The Old Missouri Plan
	Track 4: The Mug in the Black Silk Robe
	Track 5: Let’s Have the Photographers in
	Track 6: Costello
	Track 7: Bones Davis


