Fiddler on the Spoof

(by G. Johnson & J. Bock)
Sung to the tune of “Miracles of Miracles”
Summer 2000, miracle of miracles,

Nancy and Bob, to have some fun,

Put on a show and miracle of miracles

“Fiddler on the Roof” was done.

Called an audition, miracle of miracles,

Seems like the world turned out that day.

Some eighty people, old and young, came and sung,

To be in this Pius play.

“It’s much too hard!” the cynics cried.

“They’ll need a miracle!”.

Bob said “It isn’t!”, later said he lied,

That’s what directors will do.

Cause with all his staff that took the lead,

A Kearney hit was guaranteed.

There was Dee Dee, Corie, Mary Beth and Joe,

“Fiddler” was an awesome show!

Dee took the music, miracle of miracles,

Waving her arms until they’re blue.

Dancing by Corie, miracle of miracles,

Sounding like a big kazoo.

Joe was the tech man, miracle of miracles,

Driving about one million blocks.

Sets were designed by Mary Beth, the very best,

Helped out by one Eddie Cox.

The beards were sprouting everywhere,

That was hysterical.

Some were a Chia, some had makeshift hair,

That was hysterical too.

But of all the miracles large and small,

The most mysterious one of all,

Was that in Anatevka so forlorn,

All those gorgeous boots were worn.

Greg and Joe Murray, miracle of miracles,

Papa to five, all feminine.

Shimmies around and talks to God when things get odd,

Hides from Golde’s rolling pin.

Kerri the Butcher, miracle of miracles,

Thought he would make a marriage vow.

Sits home alone and in his grief he dreams of beef,

Lonesome for his little cow.

Was Gavin Gentile or a Jew,

That was a mystery!

Avram, Mordcha and a Russian too,

His cast of characters grew!

Mary Beth made Golde come to life,

So versatile was Tevye’s wife,

She could act and sing and so much more,

Built a village from foam core.

Paul was the Tailor, miracle of miracles,

Clung to the chair when hoisted high.

Jimbo was Fyedka, quite a gem but one of “them”,

Still he captured Chava’s eye.

Drew handled Perchik, miracle of miracles,

Oh what a radical he was!

Constable Richard, sort of mean in every scene,

Lead the Anatevka fuzz.

When Rose stuck out her Grandma hip,

That was hysterical.

When Terrie’s cane had a flying tip,

That was hysterical too!

When the running time appeared too lean,

Jeff inserted an extra scene.

But no doubt the best “ad lib” of all,

Golde shared her curtain call!

Diane was Yente, miracle of miracles,

Trying to fill that spousal void.

Don’t talk of love cause that’s a word she finds absurd,

It will leave her unemployed!

Denise and Lisa, miracle of miracles,

Screaming with all their ghostly rage.

In Richard’s hands, they did their gig on Frumah’s rig,

Would he roll them off the stage?

When Gary did his Rabbi thing,

That was hysterical.

When Joe adlibbed his “every ting”,

That was hysterical too!

And of all the Jewish customs found,

Like making that “L’Chaim” sound,

There was one that drove us all insane,

Was it “Amen” or “Amain”?

Danielle and Adrienne, miracle of miracles,

Married a man who likes to stitch.

Raegan and Ellen, Tevye’s third, Little Bird,

We just can’t tell which is which!

Jaune’ and Nicole, miracle of miracles,

Danced with a man, was that all right?

Bielke and Sprintze, cheerfully they would be,

Different females every night.

The way the play began to gel,

That was a miracle.

When not a single bottle fell,

That was a miracle too!

But of all traditions large and small,

The ones we cherish most of all,

Is the love shared by this acting brood,

And it’s all that backstage food!

Wonder of wonders, miracle of miracles,

So many people we hold dear,

Put on a show and though it’s through we’ll start anew,

In the summer of next year!

