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(Words and music: Robin Hill)

Key C
Time sig  4/4

INTRO

2 C G Dm Am
6 F C D F >> G

A  
VERSE 1 / CHORUS 1

10 C G Dm Am
The dimming of houselights, The roll of a drum,

14 F C D F >> G7
Your moment of glory has come, Yet

18 Am F Am G7
after that first Hey Presto! Where rabbits emerge from a hat, There'll

22 C Em Am F >> G7
hardly be time for a curtsey, And that's that

INTRO REPRISE 1

26 C G Dm Am
30 F C D F >> G

A  
VERSE 2 / CHORUS 2 (as Verse 1 / Chorus 1)

34 C G Dm Am
A passionate com-pere etc etc etc

V

38 C Gm Dm Am
barely be time for I Thank Yous, Or the rest

42 Dm Am Dm Am
46 Em Em

INTRO REPRISE 2

50 C G Dm Am
54 F C D F >> G

A  
BRIDGE

58 Dm >(>) Dm maj7 F >(>) F (#11) Am G7
Now you see it, Now you don't, Yes you will, Then no you won't, The

62 C Em Am F >> G7
magic once there in your grasp, Now vanished in smoke with a gasp

INSTRUMENTAL VERSE / CHORUS

66 C G Dm Am



70 F C D F >> G7
74 Am F Am G7
78 C Em Am F >> G7

INTRO REPRISE 3

80 C G Dm Am
86 F C D F >> G

A  
VERSE 3 / CHORUS 3 (as Verse 1 / Chorus 1)

90 C G Dm Am
The track of a spotlight etc etc etc

V

102 C Gm Dm Am
won't be much left but the curtain, And ad- ieu

CODA

104 C G Dm Am
108 F C D F >> G7

FADE

112 C G Dm Am
116 F C D F >> G7

OPTIONAL "TA-DA!"

120 C

v1 A dimming of houselights,
The roll of a drum,
Your moment of glory has come:

ch1 Yet after that first Hey Presto,
Where rabbits emerge from a hat,
There‘ll hardly be time for a curtsey,
And that’s that.

v2 A passionate compere,
Ringing your name,
It’s time for your moment of fame:

ch2 Yet after you’ve shouted Jack Robinson,
And leapt from the chains in the chest,
There’ll barely be time for I Thank Yous,
Or the rest

Br Now you see it, now you don’t,
Yes, you will, then no, you won’t -
The magic once there in your grasp,
Now vanished in smoke with a gasp.

v3 The track of a spotlight,
The thrill of applause,
The fame and the fortune are yours:

ch3 Yet after the Abracadabras,
Where ladies get sawn into two,
There won’t be much left but the curtain,
And adieu.


