Purim Shpiel 2015:  Peabody’s Improbable History

Opening:

Our adaptation of the classic opening fanfare, music and parade:

Banners showing “Peabody’s Improbably History”, maybe a young cast member carried in a sedan chair, throwing of confetti on the heroes, and sweepers sweeping it up at the end.
Mr. Peabody wears one of those floppy dog-eared head coverings as a gesture to his canine identity.

Peabody: 
Sherman, it’s time for another historical time-traveling adventure. 
Sherman:  
This time, I can’t be away too long. I have a geometry test on Tuesday, and we are preparing for it by taking a field trip to Logan Airport on Monday.
Peabody:  

A trip to the airport to prepare for a geometry test?

Sherman:  

The test is on plane geometry.  (Trombone sound)
Peabody:  

That pun is making me airsick! Don’t worry, the Wayback machine is in tiptop shape and it will get us back in plenty of time. Besides, I have to be back for the first meeting of our Meah class this Sunday.

So Sherman, let’s get moving. Set the Wayback machine for 389 BCE, for Shushan in Persia. Unless we do something fast, the Book of Esther may never be written.
(Some brief music signaling time travel.)

Peabody:

We landed right in the courtyard of King Ahashveros’ royal palace and hurried toward Queen Vashti’s chambers, where the Royal Chamberlain, Memuchan, was arriving.

(To Memuchan;)  Sire, what’s your hurry?

Memuchan: 
King Ahashveros sent me to summon Queen Vashti to show her beauty to the royal party. 
Vashti:  
It’s about time. 179 days of hell-raising and he finally thinks of me!

Sherman:  
Mr. Memuchan, is this how long the King’s parties usually last? My Bar Mitzvah party only lasted 2 hours and 10 minutes, and that included the hors d’oeuvres!

Memuchan: 
We’ve never had anything like this before. The party was supposed to last only 30 days, but this unbelievable series of snowstorms brought everything to a halt, so the King and his entourage just kept the party going.  We were fortunate that a huge camel caravan bound for Persepolis, carrying one thousand barrels of beer, happened to get stranded here, and thanks to a fortuitous accident, we have a year’s supply of Caspian Sea caviar.
Sherman: What kind of accident was that?
Memuchan: My stupid assistant misunderstood my instructions when I sent him to the market to get food for the party.  He thought I said “Caviar emptor”  
(trombone sound).  
Of course, now they think that I’m a genius.  Anyway, Queen Vashti, you’d better hurry, the king said, and I quote, come to me PDQ…ASAP!

Vashti: 
What do all these letters mean??? The Alphabet was not my strong suit.
Memuchan:

PDQ: Persian Demands Queen!  ASAP: Ahashveros Says Arrive Pronto!
Vashti: 

Well, I better take off these clothes. Can’t keep the ruler of 121 provinces waiting! (Starts to remove her sweater).  
(To Sherman:) 
Can you help me with this zipper? Now this one…
Peabody (to audience): 

So the Queen started frantically removing her garments, so that she could show her beauty to the King. If this continued, there would be no beauty contest, no Queen Esther, no Megillah at all. I had to act quickly.

(to Vashti):

Your majesty (she keeps fiddling with her clothes). YOUR MAJESTY! (Gets her attention) How can you allow a drunken monarch to order you around like that, keeping you waiting for 179 days and then ordering you around like a common servant? That’s an insult to your dignity as queen.
Vashti: 

You must be from some far away place. It’s what’s in my job description:  (recites) “Neither rain nor snow nor gloom of night… “
Peabody (interrupts):

But your health comes first.  You’ll catch pneumonia going out like this! Maybe you’d like some nice hot chicken soup while we talk this over.

Vashti:

No time for that, got to get my kohl applied!

Peabody: (to audience)  
I had to think fast
(To Vashti):  
You’re going to do the Dance of the Seven Veils, right?
Vashti: 

Of course, that’s what most pleases the King.

Peabody:

Well you’d better make sure you have all the veils.

(Vashti urgently starts hunting for the veils and counts,
One….two…three…four…five…six……where is that damned veil???

Keeps looking everywhere.

Vashti:
Well this is a pretty pickle….Only 6 veils. Now what will I do???
Sherman:

How about this life vest?  (Offers it to her)

Vashti:

No, that’s ridiculous! Now what?

Peabody:

You’ve searched and searched, shall I say to no avail (trombone sound). Clearly, someone up in heaven is telling you, this is not a propitious day for entertaining the king.

Vashti:

Memuchan!  Tell the king, I can’t come.  Maybe tomorrow!

Peabody:

Whew!  That was a close call!
Sherman: 

OK, so can we go back now so I can study my Geometry?

Peabody:

I’m afraid this Purim-ruining fiasco in the making is far from over…..

Announcer:  
Peabody’s Improbably History will continue after this message.
(COMMERICAL BREAK)
Peabody: 

Sherman and I headed over to the home of Mordecai and Esther, where we found Mordecai, looking crestfallen and alarmed.

(To Mordecai:)  Where’s your niece Esther??

Mordecai: 
I don’t know where she is. I looked everywhere and she’s nowhere to be found. I contacted the police and they filed a Missing Persian’s report, but so far there’s no sign of her.

Peabody:

Tell us exactly what happened?

Mordecai:

I was urging Esther to enter the contest to become Ahasverosh’ new queen and she didn’t want to do it. I admit I was a little insistent. Finally, she went off somewhere and now she is missing. 

Peabody:
Don’t worry, I think we can locate her.

(They start walking).

Sherman:
Where are we going to look for her, Mr. Peabody?

Peabody:
Where Jewish teenager are likely to go to get away from overly pushy adults!
Sherman:

You mean Jewbury Comics?

Peabody:

Precisely!

(They enter Jewbury Comics and find Esther listening to music on her smartphone at gyrating to the rhythm.)

Peabody:

Esther?  ESTHER! (gets her attention and Esther removes her earbuds).

Why did you run away from your uncle?

Esther:

Uncle Mordecai’s gone too far this time.  He has this idea that I would want to enter a contest to become Ahasverosh’s latest sex slave. That I did all that work in school and developed my mind and intellect to enter a contest to become the next Royal Bimbo! Well. If that’s how he feels about it, let him come and find me! You won’t tell him I’m here, will you?

Sherman:
Isn’t that what we’re here to do?

Peabody:

Don’t listen to him. Of course we won’t tell. But you have to consider where your uncle is coming from. Being in a minority means that our situation can become perilous at any time. If we could get one of our people into a high position in the palace, it could be a lifesaver at some point.  

Esther:

Ahasverosh doesn’t listen to women. He just thinks of us as sex objects. What am I supposed to do? Jump out in my skivvies and say: “Listen to my plan for how to run the empire?”

Peabody:

You have a lot to learn about how power works. Here let me tell you a story. In the kingdom far away where Sherman here and I live, there was a very bright young woman who wanted to be powerful and do something important.  
Esther:

So what did she do?

Peabody:

She married an ambitious young man from the provinces, a big talker and schmoozer. He spent much of his time chasing skirts and eating the greasiest food in sight. Still he rose to become governor of a province out in the sticks. Eventually, and it took some time, he schmoozed his way all the way to the top and the woman made it to the top with him. He kept up all his old ways, but she ended up taking on more and more important roles, and now Hillary—that’s her name—is the leading candidate to be our Emperor. If it happened to her, with your smarts and good looks, it can definitely happen to you. No question about it!
Esther:  

This is a true story? And you really think this could happen to me?

Peabody:

Absolutely. This beauty contest is a chance for you to get your foot in the door--along with other parts of your anatomy that may be relevant. Take my word for it.

Esther:

OK, I’ll do it.

Peabody:

That’s the spirit! Let’s go tell your uncle. He misses you.

(They go off.)

Sherman:

Mr. Peabody, do we finally get to go home now?

Peabody: 

Not so fast. We’d better check up on Haman, to see what he’s up to.
Sherman:

But I got to get home and study my geometry…..
Peabody:

This won’t take long but I don’t understand why you’re complaining. This whole trip has been one full session of geometry for you.
Sherman:

What do you mean?

Peabody:

Isn’t that what you’ve complaining about, the whole trip, that we’re on a tangent?
(Trombone sound)

Sherman:

Gee, Mr. Peabody.  I didn’t think of it that way. Still….

Peabody:

Shhhh! Let’s listen in on Haman for a moment.

Haman:

How does Mordecai have the gall to disrespect me in front of all those people.  I can’t stand the site of him, and the rest of his people too--with their funny hat and their strange religious practices. I know---I’ll get the king to decree an end to Mordecai and his people. Once I’m finished, there will be no more Yazidis anywhere in our Empire.
Sherman:

Yazidis?? He thinks Mordecai is a Yazidi?

Peabody:

Looks like there’s more work for us to do, or this Megillah will never get written and Purim will never happen.

Sherman:

Well maybe I can ask the teacher for an incomplete…..

Peabody:

I’m sure you’ll come up with some, shall I say, angle.

THE END
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