One for my baby (from duets)

Writer(s): johnny mercer/harold arlen

It's quarter to three,
There's no one in the place except you and me
So set em up Joe
I've got a little story I think you oughtta (ought to) know

We're drinking my friend
To the end of a brief episode
So make it one for my baby
And one more for the road

I know the routine
Put another nickel in the machine
I'm feeling so bad
Won't you make the music easy and sad

I could tell you a lot
But you gotta (got to) be true to your code
So make it one for my baby
And one more for the road

You'd (you would) never know it
But buddy I'm a kind of poet
And I've got a lot of things I wanna (want to) say
And if I'm gloomy, you gotta listen to me
Until it's talked away

Well, that's how it goes
And Joe I know you're gettin anxious to close
So thanks for the cheer
I hope you didn't mind
My bending your ear

But this torch that I found
It's (it has) gotta be drowned
Or it soon might explode
So make it one for my baby
And one more for the road, 
The long, long, road

Notes:

The text is Johnny Mercer, of course. But did you know he wrote it about Judy Garland? They'd been having one of those affairs that are born doomed. And, just as Mercer had finally decided to ask his wife Ginger for a divorce, Walter Winchell came on the radio and announced that Judy had eloped to Vegas with the composer and bandleader David Rose.
Mercer's affair colors his approach to the lyric. Garland's rising star would have been badly dented by revelations of an affair with an older married man, so Mercer was unable to talk about his great lost love - even in a song about getting a load off your chest. Instead, he wrote a song about talking about a lost love that never does actually talk about it.
