


1 The Masochism Tango arr. Stephen Carleston [3.12]

2 Oedipus Rex arr. Stephen Carleston [3.12]

3 Poisoning Pigeons in the Park arr. Simon Whiteley [3.48]

4 Pollution arr. Tom Lilburn [2.34]

5 She’s My Girl arr. Daniel Brittain [2.28]

6 The Elements arr. Simon Whiteley [1.29]

7 The Wiener Schnitzel Waltz arr. Stephen Carleston [2.39]

8 My Home Town arr. Tim Carleston [2.57]

9 I Got It from Agnes arr. Ben Sawyer [2.10]

0 Alma arr. Simon Whiteley [4.19]

q The Vatican Rag arr. Daniel Brittain [2.35]

w We Will All Go Together When We Go arr. Tom Lilburn [3.31]

 Total timings  [35.02]
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THE QUEEN’S SIX

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 Masochism Tango. 

At your command 
Before you here I stand, 
My heart is in my hand,
It’s here that I must be. 
My heart entreats, 
Just hear those savage beats, 
And go put on your cleats 
And come and trample me. 

Your heart’s 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. 
I can feel the pain yet, love, 
Ev’ry time I hear drums. 
How I envied the rose 
That you held in your teeth, love, 
With the thorns underneath, love, 
Sticking into your gums. 
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“Lehrer […] has just announced that he is 
surrendering the rights to his songs so that 
everyone can help themselves to his ‘catchy and 
savage musical satire’ without fear of breaching 
copyright. His timing, as ever, is perfect, because 
what the world needs urgently is a strong dose 
of Lehrer.”
Ben Macintyre, writing in The Times, October 2020

The following quotes are taken from the 
introductions given as part of Tom Lehrer’s 
live shows. They are reproduced by his 
kind permission.

1 The Masochism Tango
arr. Stephen Carleston

“Now, I think it’s time for [a] love song. Here is an 
example of the kind where the man asks the girl 
to throw caution to the winds, and to attempt to 
consume him with a passionate kiss of fire… if 
at all possible.”

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. 
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One thing on which you can depend is: 
He sure knew who a boy’s best friend is. 

When he found what he had done, 
He tore his eyes out one by one. Left! Right!  
A tragic end for a loyal son 
Who loved his mother. 

So be sweet and kind to mother, now and then 
have a chat, 
Buy her candy and some flowers or a brand new hat, 
But maybe you had better let it go at that, 
Or you may find yourself with a quite complex complex, 
And you may end up like Oedipus,
I’d rather marry a duck-billed platypus
Than end up like old Oedipus Rex.

3 Poisoning Pigeons in the Park
arr. Simon Whiteley
(Hrólfur Vagnsson accordion)

“Now I’d like to sing a song about spring, and 
about one of the many delightful pastimes which 
we enjoy in the United States.”

Spring is here, spring 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? Of course you do! 

But there’s one thing that makes spring complete 
for me, 
And makes every Sunday a treat for me: 

All the world seems in tune 
On a spring afternoon 
As we’re poisoning pigeons in the park. 
Every 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, 
Everything 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. 
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Your eyes cast a spell that bewitches. 
The last time I needed twenty stitches 
To sew up the gash 
You made with your lash, 
As we dance 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. 
I know too well, 
I’m underneath your spell, 
So darling if you smell 
Something burning, it’s my heart.

Take your cigarette from its holder, 
And burn your initials on my shoulder. 
Fracture my spine 
And swear that you’re mine, 
As we dance to the Masochism Tango.

2 Oedipus Rex
arr. Stephen Carleston

“A few years ago, a motion picture version 
appeared of Sophocles’ immortal tragedy Oedipus 
Rex. This picture played only in the so-called “art 
theaters” and it was not a financial success. And 
I maintain that the reason it was not a financial 

success, […] was that it did not have a title 
tune which the people could hum, and which 
would make them actually eager to attend this 
particular flick. So, I’ve attempted to supply this, 
and here, then, is the prospective title song from 
Oedipus Rex.”

From the Bible to the popular song, 
There’s one theme that we find right along. 
Of all ideals they hail as good, 
The most sublime is Motherhood. 
There was a man, though, who, it seems, 
Once carried this idea to extremes. 
He loved his mother and she loved him, 
And yet his story’s rather grim: 

There once was a man named Oedipus Rex,
You may have heard about his odd complex. 
His name appears in Freud’s index, 
‘Cause he loved his mother. 

His rivals used to say quite a bit, 
That as a Monarch he was most unfit, 
But even so they had to admit 
That he loved his mother. 

Yes, he loved his mother 
Like no other, 
His daughter was his sister, and his son was his brother. 
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Lots of things there that you can drink, 
But stay away from the kitchen sink! 
Throw out your breakfast garbage, and I 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 the air!

5 She’s My Girl
arr. Dan Brittain

“I’m sure you’re familiar with love songs on the 
order of ‘He’s just my Bill’, ‘My man’, ‘My Joe’, 
‘My Max’ and so on, where the girl who sings 
them tells you that although the man she loves 
is antisocial, alcoholic, physically repulsive, or 
just plain unsanitary, that nevertheless, she is 
his because he is hers, and things like that. But 
as far as I know, there has never been a popular 
song from the analogous male point of view, that 
is to say, of a man who finds himself in love with, 
or in this case married to, a girl who has nothing 
whatsoever to recommend her. I have attempted 
to fill this need.”

Sharks gotta swim, and bats gotta fly, 
I gotta love one woman till I 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,
And I love her. 

The girl that I lament for, 
The girl my money’s spent for, 
The girl my back is bent for, 
The girl I owe the rent for, 
The girl I 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 to dinner and get peanut butter stew, 
Or if I’m in luck, 
It’s broiled hockey puck, 
But, oh well, 
What the hell, 
She’s my girl, 
And I love her.
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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 strychnine 
We feed to a pigeon 
(It just takes a smidgin!) 
To poison a pigeon in the park.

4 Pollution
arr. Tom Lilburn

“There was a time when an American, who was 
about to go overseas, would be warned not 
to drink the water. But now, we have such a 
tremendous water pollution problem, […] and 
an air pollution problem also, that if any of you 
are thinking of coming to the United States, I 
would suggest that you heed the warning in the 
following song.”

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! 
We 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 detergents. 
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, 
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! 
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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, I drank some champagne from your shoe. 
I was drunk by the time I got through. 
For I didn’t know as I raised that cup, 
It had taken two bottles to fill the thing up. 

It was I who stepped on your dress. 
The skirts all came off, I confess. 
Revealing for all of the others to see 
Just what it was that endeared you to me. 

Oh, I remember the night 
I held you so tight, 
As we danced to the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz. 
Your face was aglow, but your teeth rather 
yellowish, 
The music was lovely, quite Ivor Novello-ish. 
I drank wine, you drank chocolate malts, 
And we both turned quite green 
As we danced to the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz.

8 My Home Town
arr. Tim Carleston

“Next we have the dear hearts and gentle people 
school of song writing, in which the singer tells 
you that no matter how much sin and vice and 
crime go on where he comes from, it’s still the 
best place in the world, because it’s home, ya 
know? It sorta gets ya.”

I 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,
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6 The Elements
arr. & perf. Simon Whiteley

“Here’s a song I always get requests for, but I 
can’t understand for the life of me why. It’s simply 
the names of the chemical elements, set to a 
Gilbert and Sullivan tune. I think the only reason I 
do it is to see if I still can.”

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 and protactinium and indium and gallium, 
And iodine and thorium and thulium and thallium. 

There’s yttrium, ytterbium, actinium, rubidium, 
And boron, gadolinium, niobium, iridium, 
And 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, 
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 Ha’vard, 
And there may be many others but they haven’t 
been discavard.

7 The Wiener Schnitzel Waltz
arr. Stephen Carleston

“[…] Here we have the Viennese Waltz, of the 
Franz Lehár/Johann Strauss school, conjuring up 
images of gaily waltzing couples, and probably 
stale champagne drunk from sweaty slippers.”

Do you remember the night 
I held you so tight, 
As we danced to the Wiener Schnitzel Waltz? 
The music was gay and the setting was Viennese, 
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Giles got it from Daphne, 
She got it from Joan, 
Who picked it up in County Cork, a-kissin’ the 
Blarney Stone. 
Pierre gave it to Sheila, 
Who must have brought it there. 
He got it from François et Jacques, aha! 
Lucky Pierre! 
 
Max got it from Edith, 
Who gets it every spring.
She got it from her Daddy, who just gives her 
everything. 
She then gave it to Daniel, whose spaniel has it now. 
Our dentist even got it, and we’re still 
Wondering how! 
 
I got it from Agnes,
Or maybe it was Sue, 
Or Millie or Billie or Gillie or Willie,
It doesn’t matter who. 
It might have been at the pub, 
Or at the club, or in the loo.
And if you will be my friend, then I might, 
Mind you, said I might,
Give it to you.

0 Alma
arr. Simon Whiteley

“Last December 13th, there appeared in the 
newspapers, the juiciest, spiciest, raciest obituary 
it has ever been my pleasure to read. It was that 
of a lady named Alma Mahler Gropius Werfel, 
who had, in her lifetime, managed to acquire as 
lovers, practically all of the top creative men in 
central Europe. Among these lovers (who were 
listed in the obituary, by the way, which is what 
made it so interesting), there were three whom 
she went so far as to marry: one of the leading 
composers of the day, Gustav Mahler, composer of 
‘Das Lied von der Erde’, and other light classics; 
one of the leading architects, Walter Gropius, 
of the Bauhaus school of design; and one of the 
leading writers, Franz Werfel, author of ‘The Song 
of Bernadette’ and other masterpieces. 
It’s people like that who make you realise how 
little you’ve accomplished. It is a sobering 
thought, for example, that when Mozart was my 
age, he had been dead for two years. 

It seemed to me on reading this obituary, that 
the story of Alma was the stuff of which ballads 
should be made, so here is one.”
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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 us Sunday School
And neither was our kindly Parson Brown.

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.

9 I Got It from Agnes
arr. Ben Sawyer

“For several years [I] toured vaudeville theaters 
with an act consisting of impressions of people in 
the last throws of various diseases. I’m sure that 
many of you here tonight still recall with pleasure 
[my] memorable diphtheria imitation.”

I love my friends 
And they love me, 
We’re just as close 
As we can be. 
And just because 
We really care, 
Whatever we get 
We share! 
 
I got it from Agnes, 
She got it from Jim.
We all agree it must have been Louise who gave 
it to him. 
Now she got if from Harry, 
who got it from Marie,
And everybody knows that Marie 
Got it from me! 
 



- 13 -

q The Vatican Rag
arr. Dan Brittain

“There’s been a great deal of ferment in the 
Roman Catholic church lately, involving certain 
reforms which were taking place. For one thing, 
they are allowing the use of native languages to 
replace Latin in portions of the Mass. They are 
making optional, in certain cases, the eating of 
meat on Friday. That’s a particularly interesting 
one, because I’ve always felt that there was an 
inconsistency in the church dogma. For example, 
it was alright for a soldier to kill a man on 
Friday, but it was a sin to eat him. Also, they are 
permitting the use of secular music in portions 
of the liturgy. I thought it would be a nice idea to 
redo some of the liturgical music in more popular 
song forms. I have chosen the ragtime form.”

(In the year 1962,
In an attempt to make the church more commercial,
The Second Vatican Council decided to replace Latin
With use of the vernacular in portions of the Mass,
And to widen somewhat the range of music 
permissible in the liturgy.
To demonstrate what might have been possible 
using more popular song forms,
Here is a modest example.) *

 

First you get down on your knees, 
Fiddle with your rosaries, 
Bow your head with great respect 
And genuflect, genuflect, genuflect! 
 
Do whatever steps you want if 
You have cleared them with the Pontiff. 
Everybody 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’ 
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[ Soeur Alma, (Sister Alma) 
Dormez-vous? (Are you sleeping?)
Avec quels hommes? (With which men?) 
Quel tabou! (What a taboo!) ] *

 
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, dat is de fräulein I must have!”
Their marriage, however, was murder.
He’d scream to the heavens above,
“I’m writing ‘Das Lied von der Erde,’
Und 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 teardrops 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 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,
She never did falter
With Gustav and Walter and Franz!

( *Not part of Lehrer’s original.)
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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 
And Saint Peter calls us all out, 
We’ll just drop our agendas and adjourn. 
 
We will all go together when we go. 
Every Hottentot and every Eskimo. 
When the air becomes uranious, 
We will all go simultaneous. 
Yes, we all will go together when we go!
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Sorta dramatic an’ 
Doin’ the Vatican Rag!
 
(* Adapted from one of Lehrer’s live song introductions.)

w We Will All Go Together When We Go
arr. Tom Lilburn

“I always like to end on a positive note, so here is 
a rousing, uplifting song, which is guaranteed to 
cheer you up.”

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 adjec-
Tives, 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 someday nevermore 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 by and by. 
There will be no more misery 
When the world is our rotisserie, 
Yes, we all will fry together when we fry.  
 
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. 
 
We will all char together when we char. 
And let there be no moaning of the bar. 
Just sing out a Te Deum 
When you see that I.C.B.M., 
And the party will be “come as you are”. 
 

Tom Lehrer

Born in 1928, Tom Lehrer received his Bachelor’s 
Degree in Mathematics from Harvard by the age 
of 18, and a Master’s by 19. Though he has had 
a distinguished career in academia, it is his 
satirical songs for which he is best known. 

Never afraid to be politically incorrect, his 
signature blend of black humour with popular 
song forms earned him a legion of fans around 
the world in the 1950s and 60s, and up to the 
present day. Far outlasting their topical subjects, 
his songs covered (amongst other things) the 

dangers of nuclear proliferation, climate issues, 
as well as mocking US foreign policy and racism.

His songs have been described by Time magazine 
as “brilliant and coruscating parodies”, and (as 
Lehrer himself used in his album liner notes) 
by The New York Times as “not fettered by such 
inhibiting factors as taste”.
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is the familiarity of living and singing together 
in Chapel every day that lends this group its 
distinctive closeness and blend, as well as an 
irresistible informality and charm.

Individually, members of The Queen’s Six have 
appeared in many of the most prestigious vocal 
ensembles on the circuit, including The Tallis 
Scholars, Tenebrae, and The Sixteen. Their repertoire 
extends far beyond the reach of the choir stalls: 
from austere early chant, florid Renaissance 
polyphony, lewd madrigals and haunting folk 
songs to upbeat Jazz and Pop arrangements.

thequeenssix.com
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The Queen’s Six

Countertenor Tom Lilburn, Dan Brittain
Tenor Nicholas Madden, Dominic Bland
Baritone/Bass Andrew Thompson, Simon Whiteley

Based at Windsor Castle, the members of The 
Queen’s Six make up half of the Lay Clerks of 
St George’s Chapel, whose homes lie within the 
Castle walls. This rare privilege demands the 
highest musical standards, as they sing regularly 
for the Royal family at both private and state 
occasions. In 2018 this included the wedding of 
Prince Harry and Ms Meghan Markle, held in St 
George’s Chapel. Most significantly however, it 



- 18 -

Special thanks to Tom Lehrer for allowing us to make this recording.
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Paul Taylor

Paul Taylor is a professional artist, illustrator and 
teacher based in Cumbria. He is an Associate 
of The Campaign for Drawing, was a founder 
member of the Vaughan Williams Society and 
roams the Lake District fells with his whippets 
Tippett and Finzi. His illustration work has 
included a long creative relationship with a major 
animal rights charity who strongly disapprove of 
poisoning pigeons. 

paultaylorillustration.com
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The Last Rose of Summer
The Queen’s Six
SIGCD598

“Singing together every day at St George’s has clearly given The Queen’s Six enviable quality of tone but it’s 
their late-night-jazz close harmony arrangements that blew me away. This group gets better and better.”

Gareth Malone

Journeys to the New World
Hispanic Sacred Music from the 16th & 17th Centuries
The Queen’s Six
SIGCD626
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5 She’s My Girl [2.28]

6 The Elements [1.29]

7 The Wiener Schnitzel Waltz [2.39]

8 My Home Town [2.57]

9 I Got It from Agnes [2.10]

0 Alma [4.19]

q The Vatican Rag [2.35]

w We Will All Go Together When We Go  [3.31]

 Total timings [35.02] 
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