(30-33 omitted) [34] The Vatican Rag

First you get down on your knees,
Fiddle with your rosaries,

Bow your head with great respect,
And genuflect, genuflect, genuflect!

Do what ever steps you want if

You have cleared them with the Pontiff,
Ev'rybody say his own Kyrie eleison,
Doin’ the Vatican Rag.

Get in line in that processional,
Step into that small confessional,
There the guy who's got religion’ll
Tell you if your sin’s original.

If it is, try playin’ it safer,

Drink the wine and chew the wafer,
Two, four, six, eight,

Time to transubstantiate!

So get down upon your knees,
Fiddle with your rosaries,

Bow your head with great respect,
And genuflect, genuflect, genuflect!

Make a cross on your abdomen,
When in Rome do like a Roman,

Ave Maria, gee it’s good to see ya,
Gettin’ ecstatic an' sorta dramatic an'
Doin’ the Vatican Rag!
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[1] The Irish Ballad
1 About a maid I'll sing a song,

Sing rickety-tickety-tin.

About a maid I'll sing a song

Who didn't have her family long.

Not only did she do them wrong,
She did ev'ryone of them in, them in,
She did ev'ryone of them in.

2 One morning in a fit of pique,

Sing rickety-tickety-tin.

One morning in a fit of pique,

She drowned her father in the creek.

The water tasted bad for a week,

And we had to make do with gin, with gin,

We had to make do with gin. (more over)

Words printed with the kind permission of Tom Lehrer for
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[1] The Irish Ballad (continued)
3 Her mother she could never stand, sing rickety etc.
Her mother she could never stand,
And so a cyanide soup she planned.
The mother died with a spoon in her hand,
And her face in a hideous grin, a grin, etc.

4 She set her sister's hair on fire, sing rickety-tickety-tin.

She set her sister's hair on fire,
And as the smoke and flame rose high'r,

Danced around the funeral pyre, playing a violin, -olin, etc.

5 She weighted her brother down with stones, sing etc.
She weighted her brother down with stones,
And sent him off to Davy Jones.
All they ever found were some bones,
And occasional pieces of skin, of skin, etc.

6 One day when she had nothing to do, sing rickety etc.
One day when she had nothing to do,
She cut her baby brother in two,
And served him up as an Irish stew,
And invited the neighbors in, -bors in, etc.

7 And when at last the police came by, sing rickety etc.
And when at last the police came by,
Her little pranks she did not deny.
To do so she would have had to lie,
And lying, she knew, was a sin, a sin, etc.

8 My tragic tale, | won't prolong, sing rickety-tickety-tin.

My tragic tale | won't prolong,

And if you do not enjoy my song,

You are to blame if it's too long,

You should never have let me begin, begin, etc.

(28 after no. 12) [29] Who's Next?

First we got the bomb and that was good,

‘Cause we love peace and motherhood.

Then Russia got the bomb, but that’s 0.K.,

‘Cause the balance of power’s maintained that way!
Who's next?

Then France got the bomb, but don’t you grieve,
‘Cause they’re on our side (I believe).

China got the bomb, but have no fears,

'‘Cause they can’t wipe us out for at least 5 years!
Who's next?

Japan will have its own device,

Transistorized at half the price.

South Africa wants two, that’s right:

One for the black and one for the white. Who’s next?

Egypt’s gonna get one, too,

Just to use on you know who.

So Israel’s getting tense, wants one in self defense.
"The Lord’s our shepherd," says the psalm,

But just in case, we better get a bomb! Who's next?

Luxembourg is next to go

And (who knows?) maybe Monaco.

We’'ll try to stay serene and calm

When Alabama gets the bomb! Who's next?
Who's next? Who's next? Who’s next?



(26 omitted) [27] Pollution

If you visit American city, You will find it very pretty.
Just two things of which you must beware:

Don’t drink the water and don’t breathe the air.

Pollution, pollution! They got smog & sewage & mud.
Turn on your tap and get hot and cold running crud.

See the halibuts and the sturgeons
Being wiped out by detergeons.

Fish gotta swim and birds gotta fly,
But they don’t last long if they try.

Pollution, pollution! You can use the latest toothpaste,
And then rinse your mouth with industrial waste.

Just go out for a breath of air

Andyou’ll be ready for Medicare.

The city streets are really quite a thrill,

If the hoods don’t get you, the monoxide will.

Pollution, pollution! Wear a gas mask and a veuil.
Then you can breathe, Long as you don’t inhale.

Lots of things there that you can drink,

But stay away from the kitchen sink!

Throw out your breakfast garbage, & I've got a hunch
That the folks downstream will drink it for lunch.

So go to the city, see the crazy people there.
Like lambs to the slaughter, they’re drinking the water
And breathing (cough) the air!

[2] Be Prepared!
1 Be prepared! That’s the Boy Scout’s marching song,
Be prepared! As through life you march along.
Be prepared to hold your liquor pretty well.
Don’t write naughty words on walls if you can’t spell.

Be prepared! To hide that pack of cigarettes,
Don’t make book if you cannot cover bets.
Keep those reefers hidden where you’re sure
that they will not be found,
And be careful not to smoke them
when the scoutmaster’s around,
For he only will insist that they be shared.
Be prepared!

2 Be prepared! That’s the Boy Scouts’ solemn creed,

Be prepared! And be clean in word and deed.
Don’t solicit for your sister, that’s not nice,
Unless you get a good percentage of her price.

Be prepared! And be careful not to do
Your good deeds when there’s no one watching you.
If you’re looking for adventure of a
new and different kind,
And you come across a Girl Scout who is
similarly inclined,
Don’t be nervous, don’t be flustered, don’t be scared.
Be prepared!



[3] Fight Fiercely, Harvard
1 Fight fiercely, Harvard, fight, fight, fight!
Demonstrate to them our skill.
Albeit they possess the might,
Nonetheless we have the will.
How we shall celebrate our victory,
We shall invite the whole team up for tea. (How jolly!)
Hurl that spheroid down the field, and fight, fight, fight!

2 Fight fiercely, Harvard, fight, fight, fight!

Impress them with our prowess, do!

Oh, fellows, do not let the crimson down,

Be of stout heart and true.

Come on, chaps, fight for Harvard’s glorious name,
Won’t it be peachy if we win the game? (Oh, goody!)
Let’s try not to injure them, but fight, fight, fight!
Let’s not be rough, though! Fight, fight, fight!

And do fight fiercely! Fight, fight, fight!

[4] The Old Dope Peddler
When the shades of night are falling,
Comes a fellow ev’ryone knows.
It's the old dope peddler, spreading joy wherever he goes.

Ev’ry evening you will find him, around our neighborhood.

It's the old dope peddler doing well by doing good.

He gives the kids free samples, because he knows full well

That today's young innocent faces will be tomorrow's clientele.

Here's a cure for all your troubles, here's an end to all distress.
It's the old dope peddler with his powdered happiness.

But now they’re trying to take it all away from us unless
We take a stand, and hand in hand

we fight for freedom of the press. In other words,
Smut! Like the adventures of a slut.

Oh, I’'m a market they can’t glut. | don’t know what
Compares with smut. Hip, hip, hooray! Let’s hear it for
the Supreme Court! Don’t let them take it away!

[25] Send the Marines
When someone makes a move
Of which we don't approve,
Who is it that always intervenes? U.N. and O.A.S.,
They have their place, | guess, but first—send the Marines!

We'll send them all we've got,

John Wayne and Randolph Scott;

Remember those exciting fighting scenes?

To the shores of Tripoli, But not to Mississippoli,
What do we do? We send the Marines!

For might makes right, And till they've seen the light,
They've got to be protected, All their rights respected,
Till somebody we like can be elected.

Members of the corps All hate the thought of war;
They'd rather kill them off by peaceful means.
Stop calling it aggression, we hate that expression.
We only want the world to know

That we support the status quo.

They love us everywhere we go,

So when in doubt, Send the Marines!



[24] Smut
Smut! Give me smut and nothing but!
A dirty novel | can’t shut, If it’s uncut, And unsubt-le.

I’'ve never quibbled If it was ribald,

I would devour Where others merely nibbled.

As the judge remarked the day that he

acquitted my Aunt Hortense, "To be smut It must be ut-
Terly without redeeming social importense."

Por-Nographic pictures | adore. Indecent magazines
galore, | like them more If they’re hardcore.

Bring on the obscene movies, murals, postcards, neckties,
samplers, stained Glass windows, tattoos, anything!
More, more, I’'m still not satisfied!

Stories of tortures used by debauchers

Lurid, licentious and vile, Make me smile.

Novels that pander To my taste for candor

Give me a pleasure sublime. Let’s face it I love slime!

All books can be indecent books,

Though recent books are bolder.

For filth (I'm glad to say) is in the mind of the beholder.
When correctly viewed, everything is lewd.

I could tell you things about Peter Pan,

And the Wizard of Oz, there’s a dirty old man!

| thrill To any book like Fanny Hill,

And | suppose | always will If it is swill And really fil-thy.
Who needs a hobby like tennis or philately?

I've got a hobby: rereading Lady Chatterley.

[5] The Wild West Is Where | Want To Be
Along the trail you'll find me lopin'
Where the spaces are wide open,
In the land of the old A. E. C.
Where the scenery's attractive,
And the air is radioactive,
Oh, the wild west is where | want to be.

'Mid the sagebrush and the cactus

I'll watch the fellers practice

Droppin' bombs through the clean desert breeze.
I'll have on my sombrero,

And of course I'll wear a pair o'

Levis over my lead B. V. D.'s

I will leave the city's rush,

Leave the fancy and the plush,

Leave the snow and leave the slush

And the crowds.

| will seek the desert's hush,

Where the scenery is lush,

How I long to see the mush-room clouds

'Mid the yuccas and the thistles

I'll watch the guided missiles,

While the old F.B.l. watches me.

Yes, I'll soon make my appearance

(Soon as | can get my clearance),

'‘Cause the wild west is where | want to be.



(6 & 7 omitted) [8] The Hunting Song

I always will remember, 'twas a year ago November,

| went out to hunt some deer on a morning bright & clear.
| went & shot the maximum the game laws would allow,
Two game wardens, seven hunters, and a cow.

I was in no mood to trifle, | took down my trusty rifle

And went out to stalk my prey. What a haul | made that day!

| tied them to my fender, & | drove them home somehow,
Two game wardens, seven hunters, and a cow.

The law was very firm, it took away my permit,
The worst punishment | ever endured.

It turned out there was a reason,

Cows were out of season,

And one of the hunters wasn't insured.

People ask me how | do it, & | say, "There's nothing to it,
You just stand there looking cute,

And when something moves, you shoot!"

And there's 10 stuffed heads in my trophy room right now,

Two game wardens, 7 hunters, & a pure-bred Guernsey cow.

[9] I Hold Your Hand in Mine
| hold your hand in mine, dear, | press it to my lips.
| take a healthy bite from your dainty fingertips.

My joy would be complete, dear, if you were only here,
But still | keep your hand as a precious souvenir.

The night you died I cut it off, | really don’t know why.
For now each time I kiss it | get bloodstains on my tie.

I’'m sorry now I killed you, for our love was something fine,
And till they come to get me | shall hold your hand in mine.

Oh we will all char together when we char, & let there be
no moaning of the bar. Just sing out a Te Deum when you
see that I.C.B.M., & the party will be "come as you are."

We will all burn together when we burn.

There'll be no need to stand and wait your turn.

When it's time for the fallout & Saint Peter calls us all out,
We'll just drop our agendas and adjourn.

You will all go directly to your respective Valhallas.
Go directly, do not pass Go, do not collect 200 dolla's.

And we will all go together when we go,

Ev'ry Hottenhot and ev'ry Eskimo.

When the air becomes uranious, we will all go simultaneous.
Yes we all will go together when we all go together,

Yes, we all will go together when we go.

(21-23 omitted, 24 over) [30] Wernher Von Braun
Gather 'round while I sing you of Wernher von Braun,
A man whose allegiance is ruled by expedience.

Call him a Nazi, he won't even frown,

"Ha, Nazi, Schmazi," says Wernher von Braun.

Don't say that he's hypocritical, say rather that he's apolitical.
"Once the rockets are up, who cares where they come down?
That's not my department,” says Wernher von Braun.

Some have harsh words for this man of renown,

But some think our attitude should be one of gratitude,
Like the widows and cripples in old London town,

Who owe their large pensions to Wernher von Braun.

You too may be a big hero,

Once you've learned to count backwards to zero.

"In German oder English | know how to count down,
Und I'm learning Chinese!" says Wernher von Braun.



[20] We Will All Go Together When We Go
When you attend a funeral, it is sad to think that sooner
o' later those you love will do the same for you.
And you may have thought it tragic, not to mention other
adjectives, to think of all the weeping they will do.
(But don't you worry.) No more ashes, no more sackcloth,
And an armband made of black cloth
Will some day never more adorn a sleeve.

For if the bomb that drops on you
Gets your friends and neighbors too,
There'll be nobody left behind to grieve.

And we will all go together when we go,

What a comforting fact that is to know.

Universal bereavement, an inspiring achievement,
Yes, we all will go together when we go.

We will all go together when we go.

All suffused with an incandescent glow.

No one will have the endurance to collect on his insurance,
Lloyd's of London will be loaded when they go.

We will all fry together when we fry.

We'll be french fried potatoes bye and bye.

There will be no more misery when the world is our rotisserie,
Yes, we will all fry together when we fry.

Down by the old maelstrom,

There'll be a storm before the calm.

And we will all bake together when we bake.

There'll be nobody present at the wake.

With complete participation in that grand incineration,
Nearly three billion hunks of well-done steak. (more)

[10] My Home Town
| really have a yen to go back once again,
Back to the place where no one wears a frown,
To see once more those super-special just plain folks
In my home town.

No fellow could ignore the little girl next door,

She sure looked sweet in her first evening gown.

Now there’s a charge for what she used to give for free
In my home town.

I remember Dan, the druggist on the corner, ‘e

Was never mean or ornery, he was swell.

He killed his mother-in-law and ground her up real well,
And sprinkled just a bit over each banana split.

The guy that taught us math, who never took a bath,
Acquired a certain measure of renown,

And after school he sold the most amazing pictures
In my home town.

That fellow was no fool who taught our Sunday School,
And neither was our kindly Parson Brown.
(hum) In my home town.

I remember Sam, he was the village idiot,

And though it seems a pity, it was so.

He loved to burn down houses just to watch the glow,
And nothing could be done, ‘cause he was the mayor’s son.

The guy that took a knife and monogrammed his wife,
Then dropped her in the pond and watched her drown.
Oh, yes indeed, the people there are just plain folks

In my home town.



[11] When You Are Old and Gray
Since I still appreciate you, let’s find love while we may.
Because | know I'll hate you when you are old and gray.

So say you love me here & now, I’ll make the most of that.

Say you love and trust me, for | know you’ll disgust me
When you’re old and getting fat.

An awful debility, a lessened utility, a loss of mobility

Is a strong possibility. In all probability I'll lose my virility
And you your fertility and desirability, and this liability
Of total sterility will lead to hostility and a sense of futility,
So let’s act with agility while we still have facility,

For we’ll soon reach senility and lose the ability.

Your teeth will start to go, dear, your waist will start to spread.

In twenty years or so, dear, I'll wish that you were dead.

I’ll never love you then at all the way | do today.
So please remember, when | leave in December,
| told you so in May.

[12] The Wiener Schnitzel Waltz
Do you remember the night | held you so tight,
As we danced to the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz?
The music was gay, and the setting was Viennese,
Your hair wore some roses (or perhaps they were peonies),
I was blind to your obvious faults,
As we danced ‘cross the scene
To the strains of the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz.

Oh, | drank some champagne from your shoe.

| was drunk by the time | got through.

For | didn’t know as | raised that cup,

It had taken two bottles to fill the thing up. (more)

| revive by recalling that scene.

And names like Belmonte, Dominguin, and Manolete,
If I live to a hundred and eighte,

| shall never forget what they mean. (For there is surely
nothing more beautiful in this world than the sight of a lone
man facing singlehandedly a half a ton of angry pot roast!)

Out came the matador, who must have been potted or
Slightly insane, but who looked rather bored.

Then the picadors of course, each one on his horse.

| shouted “Olé!” ev’ry time one was gored.

I cheered at the banderilleros’ display,

As they stuck the bull in their own clever way,

For | hadn’t had so much fun since the day

My brother’s dog Rover got run over. (Rover was killed by a
Pontiac. & it was done with such grace & artistry that the wit-

nesses awarded the driver both ears & the tail-but | digress.)

The moment had come, | swallowed my gum,
We knew there’d be blood on the sand pretty soon.
The crowd held it’s breath, hoping that death
Would brighten an otherwise dull afternoon.

At last, the matador did what we wanted him to,
He raised his sword and his aim was true,

In that moment of truth | suddenly knew

That someone had stolen my wallet.

Now it’s fiesta time in Akron, Ohio,

But it’s back to old Guadalajara I’'m longing to go.

Far away from the strikes of the A.F. of L. and C.I.0O.
How | wish | could get back to the land of the wetback
And forget the Alamo, in Old Mexico. Olé!



(15-17 omitted) [18] She's My Girl
Sharks gotta swim, and bats gotta fly,
| gotta love one woman till | die.
To Ed or Dick or Bob she may be just a slob,
But to me, she’s my girl.

In winter the bedroom is one large ice cube,

And she squeezes the toothpaste from the middle of the tube.

Her hairs in the sink have driven me to drink,

But she’s my girl, she’s my girl, she’s my girl, & I love her.
The girl that | lament for, the girl my money’s spent for,
The girl my back is bent for, the girl | owe the rent for,
The girl | gave up Lent for
Is the girl that heaven meant for me.

So though for breakfast she makes coffee that

tastes like shampoo,

I come home for dinner and get peanut butter stew,

Or if I'min luck, it’s broiled hockey puck,

But oh, well, what the hell, she’s my girl, and | love her

[19] In Old Mexico
When it’s fiesta time in Guadalajara,
Then | long to be back once again in Old Mexico.

Where we lived for today, never giving a thought to tomara.

To the strumming of guitars in a hundred grubby bars
I would whisper “Te amo.”
The mariachis would serenade,
And they would not shut up till they were paid.
We ate, we drank, and we were merry,
And we got typhoid and dysentery.
But best of all, we went to the Plaza de Toros.
Now whenever | start feeling morose,

It was | who stepped on your dress.

The skirts all came off, | confess.
Revealing for all of the others to see

Just what it was that endeared you to me.

Oh, | remember the night | held you so tight,

As we danced to the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz.

Your lips were like wine (if you’ll pardon the simile),
The music was lovely and quite Rudolf Frim-I-y.

| drank wine, you drank chocolate malts,

And we both turned quite green

To the strains of the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz.

(13 over) [28] So Long, Mom
So long, Mom, I’'m off to drop the bomb,
So don’t wait up for me, but while you swelter
Down there in your shelter, you can see me on your T.V.

While we're attacking frontally, watch Brinkally & Huntally,
Describing contrapuntally the cities we have lost.
No need for you to miss a minute of the agonizing holocaust.

Little Johnny Jones he was a U.S. pilot,

And no shrinking vi’let was he.

He was mighty proud when World War Ill was declared,
He wasn’t scared, no siree!

And this is what he said on his way to Armageddon:

So long, Mom, I’'m off to drop the bomb,
So don’t wait up for me. But though | may roam,
I'll come back to my home, although it may be a pile of debris.

Remember, Mommy, I’'m off to get a commie,
So send me a salami, and try to smile somehow.
I'll look for you when the war is over, an hour & a half from now!



[13] Poisoning Pigeons in the Park
Spring is here, a-suh-puh-ring is here.
Life is skittles and life is beer.
I think the loveliest time of the year is the spring.
I do, don’t you? 'Course you do!
But there’s one thing that makes spring complete for me,
And makes ev'ry Sunday a treat for me.

All the world seems in tune on a spring afternoon
When we’re poisoning pigeons in the park.

Ev'ry Sunday you’ll see my sweetheart and me

As we poison the pigeons in the park.

When they see us coming the birdies all try an' hide,
But they still go for peanuts when coated with cyanide.
The sun’s shining bright, ev'rything seems all right,
When we’re poisoning pigeons in the park.

We’ve gained notoriety and caused much anxiety

In the Audubon Society with our games.

They call it impiety, and lack of propriety,

And quite a variety of unpleasant names.

But it’s not against any religion

To want to dispose of a pigeon.

So if Sunday you’re free, why don’t you come with me,
And we’ll poison the pigeons in the park.

And maybe we’ll do in a squirrel or two,

While we’re poisoning pigeons in the park.

We’ll murder them all amid laughter and merriment,
Except for the few we take home to experiment.

My pulse will be quickenin’ with each drop of strych'nine
We feed to a pigeon. (It just takes a smidgin!)

To poison a pigeon in the park.

[14] The Masochism Tango
I ache for the touch of your lips dear,
But much more for the touch of your whips dear,
You can raise welts like nobody else,
As we dance to the Masochism Tango.
Let our love be a flame, not an ember,
Say it’s me that you want to dismember.
Blacken my eye, set fire to my tie,
As we dance to the Masochim Tango.
At your command, before you here | stand,
My heart is in my hand. Eech! It’s here that | must be.
My heart entreats, just hear those savage beats,
And go put on your cleats and come and trample me.
Your heart is hard as stone or mahogany,
That’s why I’m in such exquisite agony.
My soul is on fire; it’s aflame with desire,
Which is why I perspire when we tango.

You caught my nose in your left castanet, love,
| can feel the pain yet, love, ev'rytime | hear drums.
And | envy the rose, that you held in your teeth, love,
With the thorns underneath, love, sticking into your gums.
Your eyes cast a spell that bewitches.
The last time | needed twenty stitches
To sew up the gash you made with your lash,
As we danced to the Masochism Tango.
Bash in my brain, and make me scream with pain,
Then kick me once again and say we’ll never part.
| know too well I'm underneath your spell,
So, darling, if you smell something burning, it’s my heart.
Excuse me! Take your cigarette from its holder,
And burn your initials in my shoulder.
Fracture my spine, and swear that you’re mine,
As we dance to the Masochism Tango.



