
Food Glorious Food 
 

Is it worth waiting for? If we live ‘til eighty-four, 
All we ever get is gruel! 
Ev’ry day day we say a pray’r, will the change the bill of fare? 
Still we get the same old gruel! 
There’s not a crust, not a crumb we can find,  
Can we beg, can borrow or cadge. 
But there’s nothing to stop us from getting a thrill  
When we all close our eyes and imagine; 
 
Food, glorious food!  
Hot sausage and mustard! 
While we’re in the mood, cold jelly and custard! 
Pease pudding and saveloys! 
What next is the question?  
Rich gentlemen have it boys, indigestion! 
 
Food, glorious food! 
We’re anxious to try it,  
Three banquets a day, our favorite diet! 
Just picture a great big steak, fried, roasted or stewed,  
Oh, food, wonderful food, marvelous (cut off) 
 
Food, glorious food! 
Don’t care what it looks like,  
Burned, underdone, crude,  
Don’t care what the cook’s like,  
Just thinking of growing fat, our senses are reeling, 
One moment of knowing that full up feeling! 
 
Food, glorious food! 
What wouldn’t we give for,  
That extra bit more, that’s all that we live for, 
Why should we be fated to do nothing but brood on food, 
Magical food, wonderful food, marvelous food, fabulous food,  
beautiful food, glorious food! 

 



Christmas Cookies 
 

Melody 1: 
Ooh! I smell a magic smell, a smell that’s really yummy! 
Now I feel a funny kind of rumble in my tummy. 
We’re baking Christmas cookies you can see, 
Stars and bells and fancy shapes for you and me. 
 
Roll them out and cut them out and when they’re finished baking, 
We’ll just take a bite or two of cookies we’ve been making,  
Then wrap them up and give them out to say: 
“Hope you all have a very happy holiday!” 
 
Melody 2: 
First we’ll roll them out! 
Then we’ll cut them out! 
Then we’ll put them in to bake. 
Just ten minutes give or take! 
 
Cool them when they’re through;  
Then we’ll eat a few before we give them out to say: 
“Hope you all have a very happy holiday!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Dinner Bell Carol 
 

Ring! Dinner bell, merrily ring, calling our guests.  
What should they bring? 
Ring! Telephone, Bob’s on the bus, bringing the twins. 

Ding! Dong! Ding! Oh lucky us! 
Ring! Telephone, it’s Uncle Ned. He’s called to say he’s out of bed. 

Ding! Dong! Ding! Dong! 
 
Forks always go left of the plate. Ring! Cousin Jill’s bringing a date. 
Clink goes the ice, crash goes a plate. Sweep up the glass, we can’t be late. 
Somebody quickly go to the attic. There’s extra china packed in a box. 
 
Grab some silverware if you are able. 
Hurry up! It’s time to set the table. 
Ding goes the clock. Buzz goes the bell.  
Dong goes the door. Ring goes the cell. 

Ding! Buzz! Dong! Ring! 
 
Hurry! Hurry! Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry up! 
 
Squack! Goes the bird, chased by the cat. Woof! Woof! Woof!  
Who’s dog is that? 
Ring! Dinner bell. Check with the cook. How is the food? Somebody look! 
Here comes the snow, watch how it blows. Who’s at the door? 
Nobody knows. 
 
Run to the neighbors, we’ve got to borrow 
Four chairs, a table, one booster seat. 
Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry. Hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry.  
Hurry oh, hurry oh, hurry! Hurry! Hurry! 
Ring! Dinner bell, bringing us cheer! Open the door… 
Ding, dong, they’re here! Dong! 



Lots of Latkes 
 

Melody 1: 
Peel potatoes, grate them too, add eggs and flour to the brew. 
Be sure to stir it through and through; yes now we’re on our way! 
Take some batter, pour it down into a fry pan, shape it round,  
And fry until they’re crispy brown and then you’ll hear us day: 
“Give us lots and lots of latkes, ‘cause it;s that time of year, 
Lots and lots of latkes ‘cause Hanukkah is here. 
Lots and lots of latkes, just pile them on our plate, 
(2nd time jump to end here) 
Lots and lots of latkes, it’s time to celebrate.” 
 
Melody 2: 
Applesauce or try some sour cream,  
Makes those latkes taste just like a dream. 
Grab a spoon and dab some on the side, 
Get a fork it’s time to open wide 
And eat latkes, latkes, how we love this time of year. 
Latkes, latkes,  ‘cause Hanukkah is fin’lly here. 
Latkes, latkes, please just pile them on our plate,  
(2nd time jump to end here) 
Latkes, latkes, it’s time to celebrate. 
 
They’re things of beauty to admire, pile them higher, higher, higher! 
One potato, two potato, three potato four. 
We love latkes give us more! 
We can hardly wait.  
Yes it’s time to celebrate, just pile them on our plate! 
 
 
 
 



Hot Chocolate 
 

Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
I can’t get enough. 
Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
It’s my favorite stuff. 
 
When the weather is freezing, and you think you’ll turn to ice. 
There is nothing more pleasing, than a mug of paradise. 
 
Turn up the heat make it steamy and sweet 
With marshmallows on the top! 
Come fill me up to the top of my cup,  
I’m going to drink every drop. 
 
Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
I can’t get enough. 
Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
It’s my favorite stuff. 
 
Hot, hot chocolate! (repeat) 
Ssss. Make it steamy! Ssss. Rich and creamy! (repeat) 
 
Turn up the heat make it steamy and sweet 
With marshmallows on the top! 
Come fill me up to the top of my cup,  
I’m going to drink every drop. 
 
Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
I can’t get enough. 
Hot, hot, hot, hot chocolate. 
It’s my favorite stuff. 
 
I need a fix made from scratch or a mix, hot chocolate! 
Hot! 
 
 
 



No Time to Diet 
 
Christmas time is no time, no time to diet; 
It’s no time for watchin’ your weight. 
You like turkey, you like ham. 
You can’t deny it. 
Now’s the time, to fill up your plate. 
 
Dashing through the mashed potatoes, and the candied yams. 
Don’t forget the rolls and gravy; there’s enough to feed the Navy. 
Christmas time is no time, no time to diet; 
So grab a fork and dive right in! 
 
Christmas time is no time, for exercising; 
It’s the time for cheeses and dips. 
Lift that fork up, lift that spoon; its energizing.  
You’ll workout just smackin’ your lips! 
 
Dashing through the mashed potatoes, and the candied yams. 
Don’t forget the almond dressing; Hurry up and say the blessing! 
Christmas time is no time, no time to diet; 
So grab a fork and dive right in! 
 
Yum, yum, yum,  yum, yum, yum 
No time to diet. 
Counting calories really isn’t fun. (Have another drumstick, honey.) 
Yum, yum, yum,  yum, yum, yum 
You can’t deny it. 
If you want the thigh, thigh will be done. (I want the thigh) 
 
Dashing through the mashed potatoes, and the candied yams. 
You’re so full that you could bellow, but “there’s always room for Jello!” 
Christmas time is no time, no time to diet; 
So grab a fork and roll up your sleeve (roll up your sleeve) 
You can make a resolution, on New Year’s Eve! 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


