Lyrics to Tom Lehrer Songs
Fight fiercely Harvard

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!

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 thru.

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!

And do fight fiercely!

Fight, fight, fight!

The Elements

There's antimony, arsenic, aluminum, selenium,

And hydrogen and oxygen and nitrogen and rhenium,
And nickel, neodymium, neptunium, germanium,

And iron, americium, ruthenium, uranium,

Europium, zirconium, lutetium, vanadium,

And lanthanum and osmium and astatine and radium,
And gold, protactinium and indium and gallium,

And iodine and thorium and thulium and thallium.

There's yttrium, ytterbium, actinium, rubidium,

And boron, gadolinium, niobium, iridium,

There's strontium and silicon and silver and samarium,
And bismuth, bromine, lithium, beryllium, and barium.

There's holmium and helium and hafnium and erbium,
And phosphorus and francium and fluorine and terbium,
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And manganese and mercury, molybdenum, magnesium,
Dysprosium and scandium and cerium and cesium.

And lead, praseodymium and platinum, plutonium,
Palladium, promethium, potassium, polonium,

And tantalum, technetium, titanium, tellurium,

And cadmium and calcium and chromium and curium.

There's sulfur, californium and fermium, berkelium,

And also mendelevium, einsteinium, nobelium,

And argon, krypton, neon, radon, xenon, zinc and rhodium,
And chlorine, carbon, cobalt, copper, tungsten, tin and sodium.

These are the only ones of which the news has come to Harvard,
And there may be many others but they haven't been discovered.

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),
| 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.

| didn't know as | raised that cup,

It had taken two bottles to fill the thing up.

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.

| 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 frimly.

| drank wine, you drank chocolate malts,

And we both turned quite green

To the strains of the wiener schnitzel waltz.

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.

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.



| 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.

We're recording tonight so | have to leave this line out.
In my home town.

| 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,

Because 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.

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 and sewage and 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

And you'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 veil.
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!

The breakfast garbage that you throw into the Bay
They drink at lunch in San Jose.*

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!

Be Prepared

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 it be shared.

Be prepared!

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!

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 tv.

While we're attacking frontally,
Watch brinkally and huntally,
Describing contrapuntally

The cities we have lost.

No need for you to miss a minute
Of the agonizing holocaust. (yeah!)



Little johnny jones he was a u.s. pilot,

And no shrinking vi'let was he.

He was mighty proud when world war three 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 I 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 and a half from now!

Alma (Alma Schindler Mahler Gropius Werfel)

The loveliest girl in Vienna
Was Alma, the smartest as well.
Once you picked her up on your antenna,

You'd never be free of her spell.

Her lovers were many and varied
From the day she began her - beguine.
There were three famous ones whom she married,

And God knows how many between.



Alma, tell us,
All modern women are jealous,
Which of your magical wands

Got you Gustav and Walter and Franz?

The first one she married was Mahler,
Whose buddies all knew him as Gustav,
And each time he saw her he'd holler,

"Ach, that is the Fraulein | must have!"

Their marriage, however, was murdah.
He'd scream to the heavens above,
"I'm writing Das Lied von der Erde

And she only wants to make love!"

Alma, tell us,
All modern women are jealous.
You should have a statue in bronze

For bagging Gustav and Walter and Franz.

While married to Gus she met Gropius,
And soon she was swinging with Walter.
Gus died and her tear drops were copious,

She cried all the way to the altar.

But he would work late at the Bauhaus,
And only came home now and then.
She said, "What am I running, a chow house?

It's time to change partners again!"



Alma, tell us,
All modern women are jealous.
Though you didn't even use Ponds,

You got Gustav and Walter and Franz.

While married to Walt, she'd met Werfel,
And he, too, was caught in her net.
He married her but he was carefel,

'Cause Alma was no Bernadette.

And that is the story of Alma,
Who knew how to receive and to give.
The body that reached her embalma

Was one that had known how to live.

Alma, tell us,

How can they help being jealous?
Ducks always envy the swans
Who get Gustav and Walter,

You never did falter

With Gustav and Walter and Franz.

Lobachevsky (Nicolai Ivanovich Lobachevsky)

Who made me the genius | am today,

The mathematician that others all quote?
Who's the professor that made me that way,
The greatest that ever got chalk on his coat?

One man deserves the credit,

One man deserves the blame,

and Nicolai lvanovich Lobachevsky is his name. Oy!
Nicolai Ivanovich Lobache...



| am never forget the day | first meet the great Lobachevsky.
In one word he told me secret of success in mathematics: Plagiarize!

Plagiarize,

Let no one else's work evade your eyes,
Remember why the good Lord made your eyes,
So don't shade your eyes,

But plagiarize, plagiarize, plagiarize...

Only be sure always to call it please, "research”.

And ever since | meet this man my life is not the same,
And Nicolai Ivanovich Lobachevsky is his name. Oy!
Nicolai Ivanovich Lobache...

| am never forget the day | am given first original paper to write. It

was on Analytic and Algebraic Topology of Locally Euclidean Metrization
of Infinitely Differentiable Riemannian Manifold.

Bozhe moi!

This | know from nothing.**

But I think of great Lobachevsky and | get idea - haha!

| have a friend in Minsk,

Who has a friend in Pinsk,
Whose friend in Omsk

Has friend in Tomsk

With friend in Akmolinsk.

His friend in Alexandrovsk

Has friend in Petropavlovsk,
Whose friend somehow

Is solving now

The problem in Dnepropetrovsk.

And when his work is done -
Haha! - begins the fun.

From Dnepropetrovsk

To Petropavlovsk,

By way of lliysk,

And Novorossiysk,

To Alexandrovsk to Akmolinsk
To Tomsk to Omsk

To Pinsk to Minsk

To me the news will run,
Yes, to me the news will run!

And then I write

By morning, night,

And afternoon,

And pretty soon

My name in Dnepropetrovsk is cursed,
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When he finds out | published first!

And who made me a big success

And brought me wealth and fame?

Nicolai Ivanovich Lobachevsky is his name. Oy!
Nicolai Ivanovich Lobache...

| am never forget the day my first book is published.
Every chapter | stole from somewhere else.

Index | copy from old Vladivostok telephone directory.
This book, this book was sensational!***

Pravda - ah, Pravda - Pravda said:

"Jeel beel kara ogoday blyum blocha jeli,” ("It stinks").
But Izvestia! Izvestia said:

"Jai, do gudoo sun sai pere shcum," ("It stinks").
Metro-Goldwyn-Moskva bought the movie rights for six million rubles,
Changing title to 'The Eternal Triangle’,

With Brigitte Bardot playing part of hypotenuse.****

And who deserves the credit?

And who deserves the blame?

Nicolai Ivanovich Lobachevsky is his name.
Oy!
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