A Melo-Dee of Love

(By G. Johnson, C. Strouse & O. Hammerstein II)

Do you remember the way your sainted mother,

Left you asleep on a hotel stage?

You awoke, crowds of people to discover,

You flew into one unhappy rage!

You had siblings, who often liked to tease you,

They said they’d roast you inside a pot! 
Dinnertime they’d stop talking to appease you,

You’d speak two cents worth; that’s all you got…in

Levy Land, Levy Land,

Every space was filled.

Where to stand in Levy Land, 
Without getting killed!

Battle scars you still carry from those first years,

A Shepherd bit you, spills from a bike.

Glad to say they were probably your worst years,

You were an active and playful tyke.

Brother Gary would push you in your walker,

He’d introduce you to every wall.

You grew up into being quite the talker,

Yet we’re surprised you survived at all…..in

Levy Land, Levy Land,

Born the last of six.

Life was grand in Levy Land,

But how you took your licks. 
Ursuline, Ursuline, 
Like all Levy daughters you went there.

Ursuline, Ursuline,

Thirteen of your school years were spent there.

That’s where you became an actress and singer,

The choir’s where you made Soprano noise. 
Who could forget “No No Nanette”,

And how life changed when you discovered boys!

First let’s see, there was Lee,

Pretty thin was your dating history.

Bill McGreal, please get real,

Why you stayed so long is a mystery!

Summers were spent at Loyola,

In plays of Broadway design.

That’s where you headed to, 
When you graduated from…..Ursuline.

The College of Music,

The Choice: Music Ed.

The sounds of  “The Basement” rattled your head. 
Voice lessons with Wyatt, 
McCarty and Bach,

Cambon’s Music History, boy what a crock!

The friendships that started,

They somehow remain,

Though distance and time take their toll. 
The nights making costumes, 
‘Til hours insane,

Before the parade starts to roll,

And hanging at Arabi Bowl.

The mornings with Phyllis,

The Orange Beetle ride,

Discussing her crushes while makeup’s applied. 
The many Chorale tours, 
The games that we’d play, 
We learned you don’t know much about Doris Day!

‘Twas in Broadway Babies,

In Nunemaker Hall, 
Black fishnets adorning your thighs.

You first met a young man,

Whose heartbeat would stall,

The minute he looked in your eyes,

It soon led to marital ties.

Did you dream you’d be leaving Lakeview,

Crumbling streets lining all the blocks. 
Did you dream that before your wedding,

You would get Chicken Pox.

How you looked standing at the altar,

How you shook, was it joy or fright?

On your Disney Honeymoon,

All day long your head would swoon,

Not from feelings of love so bright,

You were sick from that Water Sprite!

At St. George’s School a job came to light, 
Where Orff and songs are taught.

Where year after year you “O Holy Night”,

The French and English part.

Did you dream as you held your babies,

Mark and Steen would turn out so well.

Did you dream of the Monster Truck Show, 
That was your Night from Hell.

Now a star on the stage at Pius,

First a slave then a drunk who’s mean.

You’ve “affairs” in every show,

It all started out with Joe,

Then the handcuffs and that Marine,

No you’re not all pristine…..at

Forty Years, Forty Cheers,

Here’s to the Birthday Queen! 







