Ol’ Santa fell In Love With a Hot Knish 
(Cuisine Change in Santa Claus Village)

Ol’ Santa fell in love with a hot knish,
it soon would be his favorite Christmas dish;
he’d skate a figure 8,
for knishes on a plate,
“Ho, Ho Ho--I just can’t wait!”. . .
Ol’ Santa fell in love with a hot knish!

Ol’ Santa came alive from a hot knish,
five tasty types would top his Christmas list;
Mrs. Claus caught wind of this, 
and she cooly uttered: “SHHIISSHHH!, 
to hell with gefilte fish!”. . .
they both fell deep in love with a hot knish.
  
Some workshop eves remarked: 
“One thing seems clear:
Knishes could replace our bagels and a schmear!”;
Meanwhile, Santa tossed his spork,
then he grabbed his knife and fork, 
those hot knishes disappeared at warp-speed gear.

Ol’ Santa fell in love with a hot knish,
aromas drew his crew to his chafing dish!
his hungry elves then said:

“Santa, you’ve kept us so well-fed. . .
but we’re tired of jelly donuts, potato latkes 
with applesauce, cookies, jelly rings,
candy canes and gingerbread. . .
We don’t need a whole spread--just a knish;
it smells delish!”

“Ho, ho, ho!
Kasha, broccoli, spinach, cabbage, or. . .potato-potato,
[bookmark: _GoBack] I down a knish in tempo allegro apassionato!”

Ol’ Santa fell in love with a hot knish,
a squeeze of mustard made them taste so rich!
As the scent spread through the shop,
elves dropped their tools. . .kerplop!
all work came to a. . .stop…in the name of love;
They rushed to Santa by his chafing dish. . .
So Kris gave each a piping-hot knish.


The elves took their first bite without a hitch,
they smiled--then made quick work of their knish.

Elf tummies yelled;
“It’ll be hard to stay svelt”,
“We’ll need bigger belts!”. . .
“Hey, The Knish Sled is nearly here! (Oy Vey ist mir)”

Santa preached in his gown: 
“You’ll pile on the pounds
from knish squares and rounds. . .
Like me, wear bigger pants every year!. . .
Order through the Reindeer!”

The whole North Pole soon got a hot knish,
It would become their favorite Christmas dish;
bibs and napkins was their fate,
such a feast was theirs to take,
the whole North Pole just loved their hot knish.
 
Most everyone enjoys a hot knish,
for some, a knish is a year-round favorite dish;
Split a knish on your plate, 
More smiles will be your fate. . .
With hot corned beef or sliced turkey,
It’ll make you feel quite perky!. . .
skip hot motzoh balls, skip split pea,
they might just get a “B”,
grade “A” goes to the piping hot knish.

“Well, Ho, Ho, Ho! Kiss me beneath the mistletoe!
I’m Knish Kringle. . . Whoa, whoa, whoa!” 

When we arrive at heaven’s gate,
endless joy will have been our fate. . .
from savoring a piping hot knish;
because Santa once fell in love 
with a hot…k--nish!

“I’ll bring PEACE ON EARTH, lots of toys. . .
and every type of hot knish!”
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