
“All Those Jews” 

 

 

       

Come on, bubby, why don’t we have some matzo? 

And all those Jews 

 

I’m gonna play mahjong with the girls from Hadassah 

And all those Jews 

 

Start the car, I know a kosher spot, 

Where the Manischewitz is cold but the pastrami’s hot 

 

It’s just a noisy hall 

Where there’s a full-time mohel 

And all those Jews 

 

CHORUS:  

Oy vey! 

 

And all those Jews 

 

CHORUS:  

Hoo ha!  Veysmere 

 

And all those Jews 

 

CHORUS:  

Oy!  Oy!  Oy! 

 

Slick your peyis and put your prayer shawl on 

And all those Jews 

 

I hear that Rabbi Stein is gonna blow the shofar 

And all those Jews 

 

Hold on, bubby, we’re gonna take a dance lesson 

I bought some chicken soup from the Stage Delicatessen 

 

In case you get in the mood, 

We’ll have some food 

And all those Jews 

 

Find the Mogan David, we’re gonna get real loose 

In the kitchen cupboard, I have prune juice 

And all those Jews 

 

Come on, bubby, we’re gonna get meshugah, 

It’ll be so sweet, like a glass tea with sugar 

And all those Jews 

 

Oh, you’re gonna see your Aunt Sadie shake 

And all those Jews 

 

Oh, she’s gonna doven till her corset breaks 

And all those Jews 



 

Oy, just like back in the shtetl 

Oy, my stomach, will it ever settle? 

And all those Jews 

 

I’m gonna play mahjong with the girls from Hadassah 

And all those Jews 

 

Start the car, I know a kosher spot, 

Where the Manischewitz is cold but the pastrami’s hot 

 

It’s just a noisy hall 

With a matzo ball 

And all those Jews 
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