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Purim Shpiel for 2020: Impeachment in Persia
By Jim Leffert    Music by David Rosenthal
3/9/2020  
Act I Scene 1:
Everybody gathers on stage

Narrator: Recently, an archeologist made a discovery that is causing great excitement among historians and Biblical scholars. The archeologist unearthed a cuneiform tablet that tells how Haman’s persecution of the Jews affected a remote community far from Shushan.

The discovery took place in a mountainous region of Azerbaijan, where Jewish settlement is believed to date back to the Assyrians’ destruction of the Northern Kingdom in 721 BCE. Back then, everyone in that region, Jews and non-Jews alike, lived in harmony, like this.

(Local villagers stand in a line and they sing while doing “bumping dance” line by line—and continue bumping during musical interludes):

Ensemble:
We live a simple life
We graze our yaks and goats
We’re quick to help our neighbors
We’re not at each other’s throats

It’s been that way forever
As best as we recall
Staying peaceful towards our neighbors
Each person great and small

Solo #1; 
Now s’pose my neighbor’s cart goes by
And drops a sack of pears
And I happen to discover it
And forget that it is theirs

The pears are so delicious
I eat them day and night
Will my neighbor then turn vicious?
We don’t hold on to slights!

Ensemble:
We don’t get into arguments
We’re a mellow group of folks 
To relax we get together
And play music and tell jokes.

(instrumental chorus representing a pastoral Azerbaijani tune)

Solo #2:
Now suppose I get forgetful 
And milk my neighbor’s yak
Will he instantly turn fretful
And demand his yogurt back?

And what if I get in a jam
‘Cause my yogurt didn’t yogue
I take some from my neighbor
Will he treat me like a rogue?

Will he give me the cold shoulder
Or demand I make amends?
No! He’ll shrug the whole thing off
And we’ll go on being friends

(instrumental chorus again)
Ensemble:
It’s been that way forever
As best as we recall
Staying peaceful towards our neighbors
Each person great and small

So now you’ve heard the secret
Of how our folk survive--
The fundamental precept 
That makes our people thrive--
The deepest guiding principle
From which we never budge—
It’s simple but profound 
We never hold a grudge!

Narrator:  Yes, that is the “secret sauce” that’s sustained this community for generations. But the people’s neighborly way of life isn’t as solid as it seems. At any time, a dangerous mutation can arise to threaten their harmony.

According to the tablet’s account, Naftali, a Jewish merchant, has been supplying the local chieftain with military equipment, but now Hursham the Stonemason wants to get in on this line of business.

Act I Scene 2 
(Chieftain engages with Naftali and Hursham in procurement competition).

Chieftain:  Hursham, what are you doing here?  You’re a stonemason, not an arms manufacturer!

Hursham:  Based on my own experience taking up arms on your behalf, I’ve come up with new and innovative weaponry for your militia. 

Like battering rams.

Naftali:  My battering rams have been painstakingly perfected over generations and are proven on the battlefield. We make them from cedar imported from Lebanon.

Hursham: That’s the problem, they’re so heavy, it’s hard to use them. Every few years, some soldiers get hernias from carrying them. I’ve designed a lightweight battering ram made from the finest teakwood imported from India—and what’s more, I can offer something that’s never been offered before--guaranteed same year delivery!

Naftali: That’s a nice marketing gimmick—but lightweight battering rams, that’s a crazy suggestion. Nothing personal, young man, but lightweight battering rams will cause our brave soldiers, in the heat of battle, to suffer from projectile dysfunction! Why you’ll never penetrate a fortress with them--- how can you when they won’t stay rigid—a few poundings and they become flaccid, they’ll be flying at half-mast!  You can count on Lebanese cedar to stay stiff the whole time!


Hursham: Lightweight is better. That’s true for javelins too. A heavy javelin won’t go as far as a light one, and therefore you have to get close to the enemy to use them. My javelins are made of balsa and travel twice as far as Naftali’s.

Naftali: Balsa javelins will be easy to defend against. They will bounce off their targets rather than penetrate them. My javelins, made of the strongest boxwood, with points made from obsidian, are the ultimate in weaponry--which is why the bards rhapsodize about them: 

(Enter singers—townspeople #1 through #4--who launch into the following jingle, sung to the march tune for Adon Olom:)
Naftali’s javelin is tough and true
Just aim it straight give it a lob
It will fly at Mach point two 
And turn your foe into kabob!  

Townspeople #1 through #4 exit.

Hursham: Your honor, try my cutting-edge weaponry and see for yourself how well they perform on the battlefield!

Chieftain: (Turns to Sirous, who is standing nearby.) Sirous, you are one of our experienced military officers. Do you see any reason why lighter materials would make for better battering rams or javelins than the ones we have?

Sirous: No, what we have is perfectly fine.

Chieftain: Sorry, Hursham, I appreciate the effort, but I see no reason to deviate from the tried and true. Naftali’s products have proven their worth and I’m going to stick with them.

Sirous and Chieftain exit, leaving Hursham alone on stage. Courier takes horse and bag with tablet in it to back of room.

Act I Scene 3

Narrator: Not long after, exhausted, a man on horseback staggers into Hursham’s cottage, which is on the approach to the town.

Courier comes to the front on horseback, horse makes sound during ride, and courier staggers in and collapses onto chairs.

Courier: Help me, I can’t go another cubit!

Hursham: Relax, sit down, take a few minutes to rest.

Courier:  I’ve been traveling on horseback for 30 days, day and night, with a message from the king!

Hursham:  Can I get you something to drink?  Water, pomegranate juice, perhaps?

Courier:  How about beer?

Hursham:  Of course, drink up! (Brings beer and places it in front of the Courier.  

Courier removes bag, puts it at his side.

Hursham brings oats to the horse—1) places oats on table with label facing audience; 2) puts horse’s face/mouth over top of box of oats, and 3) has horse make a sound indicating satisfaction. 

Courier drinks heartily. Courier puts his head on the table and falls asleep.)  

Hursham, (Seeing the Courier’s bag, looks inside and extracts a cuneiform tablet and looks it over and exclaims:) Oh my! “Destroy, massacre, and exterminate all the Jews, young and old, men and women, on a single day, on the 13th day of the month of Adar—and plunder their possessions.”  Signed by order of the king.  This is incredible good fortune!

And look, there’s a space between the end of the message and the king’s signature and seal—where I can add something. (Hursham brings over a chisel and starts adding to the message. Then he returns tablet to bag.)

Courier wakes up and retrieves bag. 


Act I Scene 4

Participants: Courier, Chieftain, Hursham

Narrator: The courier rose from his slumber, entered the town, and presented the decree to the local Chieftain and townspeople. 

(Pantomime of Courier handing tablet to Chieftain)

Chieftain (reads aloud): “In the 12th year of the reign of King Achashverosh”—Now I find out that Xerxes is no longer King and Achashverosh replaced him 12 years ago. Azerbaijanis are always the last to know!

(Continues reading:) “Destroy, massacre, and exterminate all the Jews, young and old, men and women”—what kind of idiocy is that? The Jews have always lived in harmony with us and we depend so much on them. If we plunder the Jews’ possessions, will we make better jewelry, fashion better farm implements, do better at healing sick people, produce better javelins?  Obviously, we won’t!

And what’s this? (reads:) “I appoint Hursham the Stonemason to be in charge of faithfully executing this decree. Make sure he has all the resources he needs.”  How does the king in far off Shushan even know about Hursham?  Sure, he was a soldier, but he’s never traveled more than a day’s journey from here. 

Hursham (speaks up):  I know that this is unexpected, but the King must have his reasons--and we had better do what he says. I’m honored that he’s chosen me. I promise to faithfully execute---this group of people!

Chieftain:  Back when Xerxes levied a tax on mead, I didn’t see people rushing to follow that decree. As I recall, when the tax collector came, not a single drop of mead could be found.  Let’s take a few weeks to ponder this proclamation—the 13th of Adar is almost a year away. You can take it slow, right, Hursham?

Hursham:  Of course, your honor, as long as we don’t dally too long.   Maybe we will find out more in the meantime about why the King wants the Jewish people to be annihilated.
Act I Scene 5

Narrator: The Chieftain’s son--Ardashir--and Naftali, the weapons maker’s daughter—Maryam--have been close friends practically since infancy. The news of the king’s decree disturbs them greatly. 

Ardashir:  What are we going to do?  And how do we stop Hursham, now that the King has put him in charge of the massacre? 

Maryam:  My father wants to send me all the way to North Africa, so that I’ll be out of harm’s way. Of course, that means that I won’t be back here for years.

Ardashir:  As it happens my father wants to send me away too—to Uzbekistan to study medicine. 

Maryam: That would be a shame. I would miss you very much!

Maryam (sings to a tune adapted from the Armenian song Nune, Nune):
Things used to be so innocent
How we used to play
And when I fell and scraped my knee
You’d wipe my tears away.

And we had such a pleasant time
As students in the academy
I remember how you made me smile
When the teacher would get mad at me
	Nune, Nune, Oh how I miss my school days!

Now my people are in danger
And I must go far away
Gone are all those peaceful times
When you and I could play!

Now we’re on the brink of doom
Is my only hope to flee?
We must find a way out through the gloom
Somehow stop this cruel decree!
	Nune, Nune, help us escape these cruel days!

Oh God, help stop this horror that is threatening us!
Return the viper of hate to his cage.
Oh, God, make sure my people are protected
From the King and from Hursham’s rage!
	Nune, Nune, show us the way to new days! (Repeats this line)

Maryam (spoken): Ardashir, I don’t want you to leave me now.  We must find a way to stop this nightmare from happening!

Ardashir:  I won’t leave you, no matter what, I promise! There’s still hope--tonight a group of us will be meeting by the fishpond to see if we can come up with a plan to prevent it.  

Act I Scene 6

Narrator: Meanwhile, Hursham pays a visit to Sirous, the military officer.

Hursham: I can’t believe that you told the Chieftain that my lightweight weapons are unreliable and not worth purchasing!

Sirous:  What do you mean?  I said no such thing.  In fact, I kept my opinions to myself! I could have mentioned that your materials are flimsy, your supply chain’s uncertain, and that you’re a novice in the weapons trade. You should be grateful that I simply told the truth—we’ve been relying on Naftali’s armaments for a long time, we’re comfortable with them, and they work perfectly fine. 

Hursham:  That’s tantamount to badmouthing my products! What you should be saying is that you’ve discovered that Naftali’s saddles are made from inferior materials--and you need to investigate our entire arsenal, piece by piece--to find out what else Naftali’s been skimping on.

Sirous:  But that’s totally untrue. The saddles have excellent materials and workmanship!

Hursham:  Listen, Sirous… Remember last fall when I did repairs at your house?  I noticed that you have a crate lying around that has 144 of the Chieftain’s fine arrows in it—with his insignia!

Sirous:  What are you suggesting?  I use them for target practice!  

Hursham:  You need one hundred and forty-four arrows for target practice? And those arrows are in pristine condition—they were never used! That makes no sense to me--and I’m sure it will make no sense to the Chieftain when I tell him about it. He’ll realize that you’ve been pilfering his precious military equipment--and he’ll be grateful to me for reporting it!

(Sirous is distressed--his body language shows that he realizes that he’s in big trouble.)

If you want me to keep mum about your criminal activity--which is a big ask--- then do me this favor. Tell the Chieftain that you’ve discovered that Naftali’s saddles are defective--and that you’re going to have to examine our entire arsenal, item by item, to find out what other slipshod items he’s sold you.

Sirous: But that’s not true, and if Naftali is discredited, it will compromise our military preparedness! I can’t say something like that! 

(Pause, Sirous sees Hursham looking obdurate—Hursham stares him down, one hand on hips, half points at him with finger of other hand to signify resolve) 

Sirous: At the very least, I need to think long and hard about it.

Hursham:  Naftali is going to be gone anyway, no matter what you do.  You heard about the King’s decree. You’d better think fast and loosen your tongue--or else! You have until the end of this week!

Act I Scene 7

Narrator: That night, at the fishpond…

Townsperson #1: How about if the Jews renounce their identity just for that one day and take on a different nationality—like Armenians or Abkhazis? Then there will be no Jews to massacre. The next day they can go back to being Jews. 

Townsperson #2: I don’t think that will work. A leopard simply can’t change his spots for one day -- they’ll still be identifiable as Jews

Townsperson #3: Maybe the Chieftain can buy us some extra time at least--- by declaring a Leap Year and adding an extra month between now and Adar. 

Townsperson #1: Maybe he can even do that twice!

Townsperson: #4: I don’t understand how the King knows about Hursham to put him in charge of the massacre.  If it wasn’t for Hursham, protecting the Jews would be a lot easier.

It’s true that he’s an experienced soldier, but he doesn’t have any kind of reputation that would reach the King.

Townsperson #2: And the bards have never rhapsodized about him!
That can change now—I can hear it already: 

Townsperson #1 (Raps): 
As a mason there is no one greater
Now that Hursham’s also an exterminator
The king gave him this exalted station:
To take charge of the Jews’ elimination!

Townsperson #2 (immediately):
Funny how he wanted to replace Naftali’s
Rams with a type that turn to jelly
Naftali’s heavyweight, Hursham ‘s just a bantam
But now Hursham has a chance to supplant him!

Townsperson #3 (immediately):
Could it be just a random thing
That Hursham was appointed by the King
To put an end to Naftali’s folk
When he profits by causing the Jews to croak? 




Townsperson #4:
That’s sensational--and it gives me an idea! How about if the Chieftain appeals to the Governor to remove Hursham from this position because he stands to profit personally from it. That’s no way to carry out justice!

Ardashir:  It’s certainly not our way. That’s an inspired idea and it might work!  I’m sure my father will agree and when he does, I will be happy to deliver the appeal to the Governor in person.

Act I Scene 8

Narrator: The very next morning, Ardashir set out to appeal to the Governor. 

(Ardashir rides on horseback toward the Governor and talks, in pantomime, to Governor.)

Narrator: The Governor was now placed in a vexing situation. He’s always had peaceful relations with this locality, they hardly ever complain, and they are clearly deeply troubled by this. On the other hand, this is a royal decree. The governor thought it over and consulted with his chief advisor, that is to say, his wife, who came up with a wise solution.

Governor: In response to the Chieftain’s complaint, starting the day after tomorrow, we will have an impeachment trial—here--to determine whether Hursham should be removed from his position--or if he should be allowed to continue in it as the decree says.  Each side will present arguments and evidence and I will reach a judgment.

Act II Scene 1

Narrator: Two days later….

Governor:  I call this trial to order.  Today we will have opening arguments, Tomorrow, we will examine evidence and hear from witnesses. Then, I will render a judgment.  The petitioners’ representative, Ardashir, will speak first.

Townsperson #1 (speaks to his neighbor): Do you think Ardashir can pull this off? 

Townsperson #2: I don’t know. The Governor can be impatient and Ardashir has a flowery way of expressing himself. Once, in elementary school, it took him ten minutes to ask for a piece of chalk.

Ardashir (sings): Your Excellency--
We are full of gratitude that you’ve allowed us latitude
To petition for a ruling in this case.
The king’s decree speaks loud and clear that he’s had it up to here
And he says exterminate the Jewish race!

Far off in Shushan city, the Jews receive no pity
As a group they must be nasty, we infer
But in our land Azeri, it’s clear we should be wary
Of vastly generalizing here from there

Chorus:
O Your Excellency! Hear our plea! 
“One size fits all” is a kingdom’s downfall!

Ardashir (continues):
Since the empire is gigantic, it would drive the ruler frantic
If he tried to micromanage every space
Folks would view him as despotic and his dictates idiotic 
Since conditions are so different place to place

That’s why each borough’s local - officials are quite vocal
In directing how a mandate is applied
I refer, of course, to you sir, to adjustments that you do, sir
Since a Governor has leeway that is wide!

Chorus:
O Your Excellency! Hear our plea!
You fashion plans to suit Azerbaijan!

Ardashir (continues):
Since you know local conditions and are steeped in our traditions
You make sure that every nuance is considered
So we’re certain, to a man, that when you implement your plan
The people of your state won’t be embittered.

It’s because you are directed by a rule that’s well-respected
When justice is the aim of your decree
Strict justice is unbending – for this reason it needs mending
Add some mercy for a proper policy!

Chorus:
O Your Excellency! Hear our Plea!
Justice is sound and strong when alloyed with mercy! (Repeat line)

Ardashir (speaks):
Your Excellency, when you, in your wisdom, balance justice and mercy, it ensures that we continue to live in peace, prosperity, and well-being.  

Governor: Hursham, how do you respond to this? 

Hursham:  Your Excellency, the King’s proclamation says to exterminate the Jews. Where in the decree does it say that we ought to show the Jews mercy? Nowhere--the King says to wipe them out.

Governor: Go on, Ardashir.

Ardashir: The King knows what goes on in Shushan but in Azerbaijan, the Jews and the rest of us live in harmony and we have benefited immeasurably from their presence. This decree from Shushan will inflict a calamity on these valued local people. That’s why we ask you to use your authority, which allows you to adapt a decree to fit local conditions. 

Governor: Hursham?

Hursham:  Ardashir is mistaken, thinking that the King only knows what’s happening in Shushan. Unlike the rest of us, kings are a special breed---like soaring eagles they see far and wide--even as far as Azerbaijan.  And here’s the proof--if the King only knows what’s going on in Shushan, how come he sent us very specific instructions appointing me to be in charge of carrying out his decree here in Azerbaijan?

Our King recognizes that he needs to protect us not just from external threats, but from also from dangers within our communities. He sees that our local Jews intend to cause us harm and has issued this decree to protect us from them. And the King is right--Tomorrow I will present a reputable witness who will testify that the local Jews are threatening our safety.

Ardashir: Your Excellency, I highly doubt that any such testimony will be credible. I appeal to your sense of morality and good governance by beseeching you to remove Hursham and appoint someone else to carry out this decree. Hursham is in commercial competition with one of our local Jews, Naftali, who supplies our militia with arms. Because of Naftali’s fine reputation and track record, he poses an immovable obstacle to the expansion of Hursham’s business. 

Since Naftali is a Jew, Hursham stands to realize windfall profits by exterminating the Jewish people. How can he provide justice, tempered with mercy and good judgment--and implement the king’s decree wisely--when personal profit conflicts with public duties? Clearly, his conflict of interest corrupts the administration of justice.

Governor: Hursham?

Hursham: Your Excellency, Ardashir’s argument is complete poppycock!
Let me be absolutely clear, I serve the King and follow his commands out of duty. However, if I accomplish the task that the King entrusted to me--to protect the safety of our community--why shouldn’t I be rewarded for my labors? 

Besides—doesn’t the King pay bounty hunters for capturing or executing criminals? Aren’t soldiers entitled to booty in return for risking their lives against our foes? Does Ardisher think that because bounty hunters and soldiers get rewards, they should be disqualified from chasing criminals and fighting our enemies? 

Finally, Ardashir claims I’m carrying out the King’s decree because of base personal motives while his opposition is rooted in noble principles of justice and good governance. Actually, it’s Ardashir who is acting corruptly--for his personal gratification--not me! Why is Ardashir turning his back on the King’s decree and our community’s safety? It’s because he has a close personal relationship with one of the Jewish women! This is what’s behind all his fine talk!

Governor: Ardashir, my stomach tells me that we are about to adjourn for lunch. Do you have anything to say in conclusion?

Ardashir: Just this: I learned once that there is a river near Shushan, the Karun, that produces clear pure water that is ideal for drinking. However, one of the Karun’s tributaries, the Rud I Shur, produces salty water. 
The Rud I Shur’s salty water mingles with the Karun’s flow and renders the Karun water distasteful. 

Similarly, Your Excellency, if the pure, pristine water of justice is mingled with the foul, brackish water of personal gain, then true justice cannot be served. That’s what will happen if Hursham, with his obvious conflict of interest, is allowed to carry out the King’s decree. We beseech you to render a fair and wise verdict.

Governor: Final words from you, Hursham.

Hursham:  Your Excellency, here is a written copy of my arguments.  Hands it to the Governor) And here’s one for you, Ardashir. (Hands it to him.)  I don’t have the silver tongue or the bellows-like lungs that young Ardashir has. I am a simple stonemason. Still, just as I build solid walls out of stone, I have offered arguments, one on top of another, that stand solid against this young man’s windstorm. 

We’ve seen that every one of Ardashir’s arguments collapses when examined in light of the facts. So, You Excellency, there is no reason why you should remove me from the role that the King, in his wisdom, has assigned to me.

Governor:  We will now adjourn until tomorrow, when you can present evidence and call witnesses—and then I will make a decision.

(Maryam approaches Ardashir and takes Hursham’s arguments from him.)

Townsperson #1: Who do you think made a better case?

Townsperson #4:  Ardashir did his best but Hursham gave a strong defense. I’m seriously considering moving to Mongolia.

(Suddenly there’s a loud noise—Maryam is now sawing away at Hursham’s arguments with serrated knife.)

Townsperson #4: Look, Maryam is destroying Ardashir’s copy of Hursham’s speech!

Hursham:  Your Excellency, stop this Jewish woman! She’s demolishing my arguments! 

Governor:  Stop, young lady. Maybe this is the way things are done in your district but here your behavior is unladylike and disrespectful! 

Maryam:  My apologies, Your Excellency, but please notice how easily Hursham’s supposedly solid arguments can be smashed into smithereens—in fact, they are merely rationalizations for his evil intentions! 

Act II Scene 2  

Narrator: Soon after….

Townsperson #3: What you did in there was really bold—clearly you are destined for a career in politics -- but we hustled you out because it was also dangerous. You could have ended up in prison!

Maryam:  When Hursham was speaking, I wanted so much to take the King’s decree and smash it over his head--but I held back because I knew no good would come from it. Finally, I couldn’t sit there quietly any longer and took out my frustrations on Hursham’s speech. Even now, I’m still trembling with agitation.

Townsperson #4: Understandably--we’re all agitated -- and worried that Hursham will get his way.

Maryam: It’s alarming. Hursham claims to have witness testimony about Jewish treachery. What can he mean?

Townsperson #5: No use fretting—it’s just more of his blather. Let’s go to the hot springs and mellow out there for a while--decompress. That way you’ll sleep soundly tonight, wake up rested in the morning, and apply your brain power to the details of the case—that will accomplish more than bashing Hursham’s speech. Ardashir can use your help, that’s for sure!

(Sings)
When there’s injustice it makes our blood boil
We want to lash out like a snake from his coil
But there’s something more potent with which we were born
Rely on your brains--they’re much better than brawn! 

Yes, rely on your brains that’s the way to contend
Rely on your brains and injustice you’ll end
A wild bull, it’s true, gores foes with sharp horns
But your brain is much sharper, it’s better than brawn!

You might think a muscular guy will prevail
That he’ll knock out the stuffing of his foe without fail
But even a miniscule flyweight is strong
If he uses his brains, he will win over brawn!

Don’t let your emotions dictate your next move
Give it some thought, that way you’ll find your groove
When you have a queen, why attack with a pawn?
Rely on your brains—they’re much better than brawn! 

So:
If you get attacked, stay calm--don’t slug back 
Try a cleverer tack, let your wits take a whack---‘cause your brains have the knack, They’re much better than your brawn!

Maryam: Sounds good, let’s go!  

Act II Scene 3:  

Governor: Good morning. We will resume this trial with evidence and witness testimony, beginning with the petitioners.  Ardashir?
(Maryam strides in and whispers animatedly to Ardashir).
Governor (tries to get his attention): Ardashir… Ardashir?

Ardashir:  My apologies. Yes, I have a witness. I would like to call Maryam.

(Maryam steps forward)

Hursham: Your Excellency, I object to this witness—it’s the Jewish woman I mentioned yesterday—Ardashir’s lady friend--who also was disrespectful to the Court. Allowing her to testify would make a mockery of these proceedings. The King has ordered that we exterminate the Jews. Are we supposed to rely on their testimony—when deciding who should be in charge of the extermination? Do we call on criminals to testify about who is best qualified to carry out their sentences? When we choose our rat-catcher, do we seek testimony from rodents? 

Ardashir: Your Excellency, Hursham is trying to prevent you from hearing critical testimony. Hursham, what are you afraid of? Are there questions that you are afraid that this witness will answer?  Do you think that His Excellency is too naïve to distinguish between truth and fiction? Your Excellency, please make your judgment on the basis of all the information, not a narrow, preselected, set of witnesses.

Governor: Should I let her testify—it’s a difficult decision. You both have raised strong arguments.  Unfortunately, my wife’s not around today –she’s at a faraway location and I can’t even send a pageboy to her palanquin! Instead, I will have to utilize the tried and true judicial method of flipping a coin.  (Audience gasps, seems tense. Governor takes out a coin and looks at it.) Hursham, in deference to the King’s decree, you get to choose, heads or tails?

Hursham:  Heads, Your Excellency.

(The Governor tosses the coin and inspects how it landed.)
Governor: Tails. (Audience gives a sigh of relief.) The witness may testify.

(Maryam steps forward.)

Governor:  Raise your right hand.  
Do you solemnly swear that you will tell the truth--knowing that if you lie, serpents will clamp down on you with viselike claws, tear you into little pieces, and feed your remains to the vultures?

Maryam:  Yes, I swear. 

Governor:  State your full name for the record.

Maryam:  Maryam, daughter of Naftali and Devora.

Governor:  And you are testifying today in what capacity?

Maryam:  As an expert in forensic crime scene investigations.
Your Excellency, I would like to examine the clay tablet that has the King’s decree inscribed on it.

(The Governor takes it in his hand and holds it out to Maryam so she can examine it. Maryam takes out a magnifying glass and examines the tablet intently.)

Maryam: Your Excellency, Just as I expected--if you look carefully, you will see that two different people engraved this tablet. The first part, ordering the extermination of the Jews, is inscribed in an even hand—but the part at the end about Hursham being in charge is written by a different person.  See—the markings are deeper. (The Governor looks at it through the magnifying glass held by Maryam.)  

Governor: I see what you mean. 

Hursham:  What’s the big deal about?  The King must have a whole staff of scribes.

Maryam: Still, it’s strange that only the sentence about Hursham is different. Notice, Your Excellency, these marks have a little elevated point in the middle. Whoever inscribed this one sentence has a little nick in the center of his chisel. You wouldn’t object, Your Excellency, if we have a look at Hursham’s chisel?

Governor: Not at all. Hursham (sternly) Hand it over.

(Hursham hands it to her).

Maryam (dramatically displays the chisel and drums up suspense):  Here’s Hursham’s chisel, the most faithful of witnesses. Now remember--if Hursham’s chisel edge is straight, him we can exculpate; but if in the middle there’s a nick, then we must convict!

(She holds up the magnifying glass and invites the Governor to take a look.)

Governor: There’s a nick in the middle. Bailiffs, seize this man!
(Bailiffs come forward and seize him). You committed fraud by altering a decree that was signed by the King himself. I can’t imagine a more serious crime! 

Hursham: Your Excellency, this is a frame up. This is not my chisel! Someone must have switched mine with this one to make me look like a criminal. Jews must have done it.

Governor:  I’m sure that we can find other examples of your inscriptions for a comparison. (Announces:) This man is going to prison for a long, long time. Regarding the royal decree--your local Chieftain may replace Hursham and implement it as you see fit. 
As for you, Ardashir, I foresee a bright future. If you’d like, I would be pleased to offer you a position on my legal staff.

Ardashir: Thank you Your Excellency, but the credit most of all goes to Maryam. Maryam, dearest, you kept your wits about you even though your life was in danger. You literally saved our petition—and our community—in the ”nick” of time! Therefore, I can think of no better time to celebrate--and for the two of us to have a serious conversation about our future. 

Maryam: Yes, let’s devote our considerable combined brain power to this conversation, I’m all for it.

Ardashir: In fact, if we tie the knot quickly, we may qualify for…

Maryam (interrupts:) I know.
Ardashir and Maryam together: Guaranteed Same Year Delivery!

Narrator: And so, despite their different ethnic and religious backgrounds, Maryam and Ardashir ended up getting married. Ardashir chose to become Jewish, like many people did around that time, according to the Book of Esther. In addition, the Chieftain put Ardashir in charge of implementing the King’s decree in Hursham’s place. This way, when the 13th of Adar came around, the Jews were well protected. Azerbaijan went back to being an easy-going, grudge-free community. The people celebrated for a week and then they recorded the whole story for posterity.

(The entire cast comes out and nine have chisels. Again, they do the bumping dance. Also they make motions with chisel on the “write it down” lines and during the musical interlude.)

Townspeople sing:
Hursham 
Accused Jews of sedition
He plotted their perdition
With an edict from the Crown

As
Judgment was perverted
The danger was averted
Relief came to our town

Now 
Amid our celebration
We must leave documentation
For a future generation
We’ve got to write it down!

Musical Interlude – Keep making chisel motions and bumping throughout!)

Hursham
Greatly overreached
He ended up impeached
We won’t see him around!

Once more
We resume our normal labors 
Be friendly to our neighbors -
Which brings us much renown!

Gone are:
Hatred and divisions
Let’s record it with precision
We’ve got to write it down

So 
Get your chisels ready
Be sure to hold them steady
Slap together verb and noun

There’s a brief musical interlude. Continue the bumping and do forward downward motions with the chisels.

Cast speaks this verse:
Tell folks 
When you face the worst
And you’re feeling that you’re cursed
Still, your fate can be reversed—
Now it’s time to write it down!
Yes, it’s time-to-write-it-down!   
THE END
