
“EVERYTHING’S COMING UP MOSES” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Everything’s Coming Up Roses” from “Gypsy” by Stephen Sondheim 
& Jule Styne) 

 
 

Things look swell, things look great, 
We’ve got such a divine seder plate. 
Starting here, starting soon, 
Honey, ev’rything’s coming up Moses. 
 
Candles lit, wine cups filled, 
Drink it quick before some of it’s spilled. 
Say a prayer, sing a tune, 
Honey, ev’rything’s coming up Moses. 
 
Now’s our seder – 
Lots of brachas and wine. 
There’s none greater, 
Let’s sing now and we’ll eat later. 
 
Fill the cups, say the prayers, 
We’ll recline like we’re all millionaires. 
Maror’s hot, wine is sweet, 
Matzah tastes like concrete. 
But every bite we eat tonight tastes fine, 
Honey, ev’rything’s coming up Moses – so let’s sing and dine! 
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“FREE ALL MY CHOSEN JEWS” 
Lyrics by Karen Klaparda Shapiro 

(Sung to the tune of “Blue Suede Shoes” by Carl Perkins) 
 
 

Well, you’re one naughty Pharaoh, and stubborn too, 
You’ve had three warnings – let go of My Jews! 
Now won’t you free all My chosen Jews? 
Well, you can keep all your wealth, just free all My chosen Jews. 
 
Well, you can count your money, then count the plagues: 
Immediate justice – this ain’t no Hague. 
Now won’t you free all My chosen Jews? 
Well, you can keep all your wealth, just free all My chosen Jews. 

 

Lyrics © 2004 by Karen Klaparda Shapiro.  All rights reserved. 
  

 



“GET ME TO THE SEA ON TIME” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Get Me to the Church on Time” from “My Fair Lady,” 
lyrics by Alan Jay Lerner, Music by Frederick Loewe) 

 
 
I'm leaving Egypt in the morning, 
I’ll say goodbye to all this grime. 
There’s blood on my doorpost, but I want foremost 
That I get to the sea on time. 
 
I'm going to leave here in the morning, 
No more the slave pits and the slime. 
Grab up the dough now, we’ve got to go now, 
So get me to the sea on time. 
 
If I am straggling, just kick my butt. 
If I am dawdling, drag me from my hut. 
 
For I'm leaving Egypt in the morning 
With my pals David, Ron and Chaim. 
The Angel of Death passed, now we can leave fast, 
So get me to the sea on time. 
 
If I am sleeping, just kick my bed. 
If I am baking, just snatch up the bread. 
 
For I'm leaving Egypt in the morning. 
Freedom is going to feel sublime. 
No one should wail now, let’s hit the trail now, 
And get me to the sea, get me to the sea,  
Be sure and get me to the sea on time. 

 

Lyrics © 2005 by Peter Levitan.  All rights reserved.  

 



“HEBREWS GO MARCHING ALONG” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Caissons Go Rolling Along (U.S. Army Song)” 
by Maj. Edmund L. Gruber) 

 
 

We march toward Yis-ra-el 
As we hit the dusty trail, 
And the Hebrews go marching along. 
 
We saw plagues, we saw lice, 
Egypt didn’t look so nice. 
Now the Hebrews are marching along. 
 
For it’s “Oy!  Oy!  Oy!” 
From every grownup, girl and boy – 
We’re such a whiny, kvetchy throng! 
 
For where e’er we go, 
You will always know 
That the Hebrews are marching along. 
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“I GOT MATZAH” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “I Got Rhythm” by Ira Gershwin & George Gershwin) 
 
 

I got matzah, I got maror, 
I got sweet wine, 
Who could ask for anything more? 
 
I got karpas and haroses, 
No neurosis, 
Who could ask for anything more? 
 
Mom made kugel – let’s oblige her. 
There’s Elijah at our door. 
 
I got urchatz, I got yachatz, 
I got maggid, 
Who could ask for anything more? 
Who could ask for anything more? 
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“MITZRAYIM FAREWELL”

(Sung to the tune of “Jamaica Farewell” by Irving “Lord” Burgie)

Down the Nile where the folks are vile
And the sun beats harshly on the Hebrew slaves,
I’d like to leave, ‘cause I can’t believe
That Egypt has much for us but a bunch of graves.

Now I’m glad to say we’re on our way,
We won’t be back till the Judgment Day.
We’re happy now, we’re leaving here somehow,
And we might just go and build a Golden Cow.

Sounds of laughter everywhere,
And Miriam has the girls dancing to and fro.
But I’ve got fears if we walk forty years
We might just wind up somewhere in Mexico.

Still I’m glad to say we’re on our way,
Employers here really underpay.
My heart is glad, who cares if Pharaoh’s mad?
Perhaps he needs a weekend off in Trinidad.

Down by the seashore you can hear
Folks complaining while Moses heaves a sigh.
The waters part and the people start
To walk across on land that’s somehow dry.

And I’m glad to say we’re on our way.
It looks like we’re set free today.
We’ll cross the sand to reach the Promised Land
In forty years – by which time we’ll be awfully tanned!

Lyrics © 2005 by Peter Levitan.  All rights reserved.



“OUR PASSOVER THINGS” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “My Favorite Things” from “The Sound of Music” 
music by Richard Rodgers, lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II) 

 
 

Cleaning and cooking and so many dishes, 
Out with the hametz, no pasta, no knishes. 
Fish that's gefilted, horseradish that stings – 
These are a few of our Passover things. 
 
Matzah and karpas and chopped up haroses, 
Shankbones and Kiddush and Yiddish neuroses. 
Tante who kvetches and uncle who sings – 
These are a few of our Passover things. 
 
Motzi and maror and trouble with Pharoahs, 
Famines and locusts and slaves with wheelbarrows. 
Matzah balls floating and eggshell that clings – 
These are a few of our Passover things. 
 
When the plagues strike, 
When the lice bite, 
When we're feeling sad, 
We simply remember our Passover things – 
And then we don't feel so bad. 
 



“SAM WILL COME THIS EVENING” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Some Enchanted Evening” by Rodgers & Hammerstein) 
 
 

Sam will come this evening, 
So will old Aunt Trudy, 
Cousins Max and Judy – 
O, yes, they’ll all be here 
‘Cause it’s seder night, 
All night we’ll just sit 
And feast on our dinner till our clothes won’t fit. 
 
Sam will come this evening, 
Bringing Aunt Naomi. 
This is just so homey – 
Just twenty-six of us, 
Crammed in like sardines, 
Sardines who can’t breathe. 
Each time someone elbows my ribs, I could seethe. 
 
First comes the Kiddush, everything seems fine. 
Then I discover we won’t eat till nine. 
 
Sam came here this evening, 
So did Uncle Norman 
With his wife, the Mormon, 
And Grandma gave a sigh, 
She sighed and she oy’ed, 
And laid on the guilt. 
Her stare at the shikse could make flowers wilt. 
 
Sam came here this evening, 
He came to our seder, 
But as it got later, 
He said he had to leave. 
He looked very tired, 
Too tired to yawn 
‘Cause we hadn’t eaten and it was near dawn. 
 
We were still reading, and just droning on. 
Drag out the seder till the guests have gone! 
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“STINGIN’ FROM THE CHRAIN” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Singin’ in the Rain,” 
music by Nacio Herb Brown, lyrics by Arthur Freed) 

 
Parody lyrics by Danny Gould 

 
I’m stingin’ from the chrain, 
Still stingin’ from the chrain, 
That inflammable feelin’ 
That lovable chrain! 
I try to resist, 
But my taste buds insist 
That powerful flavor just can’t be dismissed. 
 
So I’ll suffer the pain 
With nothing to gain, 
But the pleasure I treasure 
Will always remain. 
When you’re serving my dish 
Of ge-filte fish, 
Just make sure it’s rainin’ lots of chrain! 

 



“THE BALLAD OF FREEDOM ISLE” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “The Ballad of Gilligan’s Isle,” 
by George Wyle & Sherwood Schwartz) 

 
 

Just recline right back and you’ll hear a tale, 
A tale of a dreadful trip. 
It started with ten plagues God brought, 
Brought on E-E-Egypt. 
 
The boss, he was a Jewish man, 
Raised as a Pharaoh’s son. 
Then God came ‘round and Pharaoh found 
The fun had just begun, 
The fun had just begun. 
 
More blood, such frogs, and all those bugs – 
Pharaoh could barely see. 
The Jews were really scoring points, 
And soon they would be free, 
Soon they would be free. 
 
They shlepped and shlepped for quite some 

time 
Across a desert land. 
Then Moses climbed up Mount Sinai 
And a party soon began, 
A party soon began. 

 

When he came down and saw the scene, 
Ol’ Mose picked a new trail. 
It went in circles for forty years, 
But led to Is-ra-el. 
It led to Is-ra-el. 
 
The path led all the slaves across 
A barren desert land – 
With Miriam 
And Moses too 
And Aharon and his wife, 
With Joshua, the professor and Mary 

Ann, 
Across a desert land. 
 
So recline right back each year, my 

friends, 
You’re sure to think of sand 
Each time you hear this tale retold 
Of the shlep ‘cross desert land! 

 
 

 
 
 



“THERE’S NO SEDER LIKE OUR SEDER” 
 

(Sung to the tune of “There’s No Business Like Show Business,” 
by Irving Berlin, from “Annie Get Your Gun”) 

 
 

There's no seder like our seder, 
There's no seder I know. 
Everything about it is halachic, 
Nothing that the Torah won't allow. 
Listen how we read the whole Haggadah –  
It's all in Hebrew, ‘cause we know how. 
 
There's no Seder like our seder, 
We tell a tale that’s swell: 
Moses took the people out into the heat, 
They baked the matzah while on their feet. 
Now isn't that a story that just can't be beat? 
Let's go on with the show! 
Let's go on with the show! 



“WHERE HAVE ALL THE MATZAHS GONE?” (Version 2) 
 

(Sung to the tune of “Where Have All the Flowers Gone?” by Pete Seeger) 
 
 

Where have all the matzahs gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the matzahs gone? 
Long time ago. 
Where have all the matzahs gone? 
They got eaten, every one. 
When will they ever learn? 
When will they ever learn? 

Where have all the eaters gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the eaters gone? 
Long time ago. 
Where have all the eaters gone? 
They’ve loosened waistbands, every one. 
When will they ever learn? 
When will they ever learn? 

Where have all the waistbands gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the waistbands gone? 
Long time ago. 
Where have all the waistbands gone? 
Gone to tailors, every one. 
When will they ever learn? 
When will they ever learn? 

Where have all the tailors gone? 
Long time passing. 
Where have all the tailors gone? 
Long time ago. 
Where have all the tailors gone? 
Gone to seders, every one. 
When will they ever learn? 
When will they ever learn? 
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