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2019 Purim Shpiel  	“Purim Across the Multiverse” 		3/7/2019
By Jim Leffert		Music composed by David Rosenthal

Scene One

Shmulik: 
I’m tired of all the divisions in our society and tawdriness of our political system.  I want to get out of here and go to a better place!

Uri: 
Like where? 
Shmulik: 
Well there’s Tahiti.
Uri: (Indignantly) 
Tahiti? You’d have to be nuts to go there! With pickpockets roaming the capitol, Pape’ete, and moray eels lurking in the coral reefs? And any time you could be in the path of a tsunami!
Shmulik: 
Well, I’ve often thought about relocating to Big Sur in California.

Uri: 
Big Sur isn’t any better. That beautiful, scenic road that goes there -- even in good weather, it’s one of the most dangerous roads in the entire country! And there’s poison oak every place you step in the woods there. Not to mention the mountain lions and black bears!

Shmulik: 
Well, I’m sorry, but the toxic environment we are living in is too much for me. Maybe if I go really, really far away, I can find a better place. I thought it was a bit far-fetched but maybe it’s time for me to look seriously at travel beyond our known universe. After all, if there are an infinite number of alternative universes out there, some of them have to be better than the one we are living in now.  Maybe I’ll even find one without someone like you being around throwing cold water on my every idea!

(Sings)
They say that things will get better if I just hold out for a while
They say I’ll feel start feeling joyful if I make myself laugh and smile
They claim if I plunge into action to make the world a better place
My efforts will somehow gain traction and impact the whole human race

Enough of this unremitting twaddle
Of always having to hope
I’m tired of having to battle
When the news makes me just want to mope

Time to step off this bleak Mobius Strip
And give the whole world the slip….

I know there’s a place out there
Where every day brings a new dawn
Where the lion lies down with the lamb
And there’s no Lyme Disease from the fawn

Where harmony and civility 
Are the norm and no longer surprising
Where people take care of their planet
And there’s no fear that oceans are rising

Yes, I’m sure there’s a place out there
Where people reach out to the stranger
And regardless of how people look or speak
Folks work hard to protect them from danger

No doubt it’s a far location
Someplace really hard to find
Still I’d rather spend my life searching
Than to be left behind!

I’ll probe past a hundred galaxies
Where Uber and Lyft never stray
And I know if I just keep searching
I will find a way!

Shifty (strolls in and says): 
It’s a lot easier than you think!

Shmulik:  
What do you mean?  And—who are you?

Shifty:
I‘m Hezekiah McDougal but my friends all call me Shifty. Shifty McDougal.

Shmulik: 
Shifty McDougal? What kind of name is that?

Shifty
They call me Shifty because I pattern my life after my favorite Psalm, Psalm 27, where it says “Shifty B’vayt HaShem—Let me dwell in the house of the Lord.” They also call me Shifty because I have the knack of always knowing the right time to zig and the right time to zag. Today is one of those times!

As part of my mission to help humanity, I have just the right thing for you—a super-transporter that will take you to another universe, where you will find precisely the other world that you are looking for. All you have to do is press the button and hold it down for 10 seconds, and presto, you’re there!  It does require two double A batteries, which are not included.

Shmulik: 
Amazing!  How much does it cost? 

Shifty:
I got a special deal, government surplus from DARPA, so I can sell it to you way below cost. Only $59.98, plus $4.99 for batteries, if you need them. 

Shmulik: 
Wow, that’s amazing. Just think, I can leave this quarrelsome, pear-shaped planetary hazard zone behind and be transported to the world of my dreams—and for no more than the cost of a typical donation to the Democratic Congressional Campaign Committee! I’ll take it, Mr. McDougal.

(Reaches into his pocket and takes out his wallet and stops.)

Shmulik:
Wait a minute, how do I know that I’ll end up at the right destination and not at one of the quadrillion less desirable places out there?

Shifty:
That’s easily taken care of. Just hold on to one or more objects that represent the world that you’re looking for. The transporter will guide you to that location. It’s as simple as that!

Shmulik:
Ok, got it! (Takes money out of wallet and hands it to Shifty).

Scene Two

Shmulik is holding the super transporter and Uri is with him.

Uri: 
You’re really going ahead with this?

Shmulik:
Absolutely!

Uri:  
What are you taking with you in that bag?

Shmulik:
In order to guide the transporter to the right place, I brought the U.S. Constitution and the complete works of Abraham Joshua Heschel.

Uri:
Well, aren’t you in for a treat! What’s next—push the magic button and that’s it?

Shmulik:
First I have to agree to the terms and conditions. Hmm…No guarantee that I’ll end up where I want to be—check! Since variation among the worlds out there is infinite, the particular world that I land on may not match up completely with my expectations—check! No guarantee of returning back to Earth--check! Some people experience side effects such as disintegration of their protoplasm—check! I am authorizing the release of location information--so I can be alerted about products and services that are suitable to my location--for example, ads for lead weighted apparel if the planet has low gravity—check! Done--I accept!

(trembles a little)
The big moment is at hand. I press the button and count. 1-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9-10
(He waits but nothing happens.)

I’d better try again
(Pushes button and again counts to 10, but nothing happens.)

Ohhh—I can’t believe it. The super transporter was a scam! Shifty shafted me and I’m still stuck here!

Uri
All is not lost. Here--console yourself with one of these homemade hamentoshen.

 (Shmulik puts down the bag and takes a hamentosh and puts it to his lips.  Suddenly sound and light cues indicate that teleportation is now starting.)

Scene Three

Courtier:
Welcome, I’ve been waiting for you—I’m glad you made it! It was brave of you to come all the way across those treacherous mountain passes.  Come inside. Haman is about to arrive and address his courtiers.

Shmulik:
Haman??? For him I’ve travelled all this distance? And Haman addressing his courtiers? What happened to King Ahashverus?

Courtier:
Didn’t you hear about it out there in Manipur? King Ahashverus saw the error of his dissolute lifestyle and retired--to a monastic life of celibacy and contemplation. He handed over his signet ring to Haman and now he’s in charge.

Shmulik:
Ahashverus leading a life of celibacy? Haman in charge?  What kind of a chazershtelt of a planet have I come to? 

Courtier:
Come, Haman is about to preside.
(They go inside.  We hear a fanfare of trumpets and maybe see a couple of trumpeteers. Seven eunichs are gathered.)

Announcer:
His Excellency, Haman!
(Haman enters. All bow and say in unison;)
Hail, Hail, All Hail Your Excellency! 

(Haman is in an irritated mood. He has a cuneiform tablet in his hand)
Haman:
Hail Hail, eh?  So is the gang all here? Well then…
One of you is a traitor – which of you is it?
Look at this! Which one of you is the shameful, cowardly person that wrote this? That poisonous asp who has been spreading ugly lies about me all over the kingdom. Claiming that I don’t know what I’m doing and have no idea how to run a kingdom.  Claiming that you stop me from promulgating my policies by hiding the decrees to keep me from putting my seal on them. Alright, which of you is the guilty one?

(Grabs one by the wrist and stares in his eyes)
Mehuman, are you that slimy betrayer?

Mehuman:  Oh Diadem of Divinity, absolutely not. 

(Haman moves on to the next one.)
Biztha, then you must be the traitor!

Biztha: 
Oh no, Avatar of Ambrosia, Wellspring of Wisdom!

(Haman moves on from one to another, accusing and receiving emphatic denials.)


Haman:
Then it must be you, Kharbona!

Kharbona:
No--I am totally in awe of your wisdom and leadership, O Right Arm of Ahura Mazda!

Haman (to the other four): 
If it’s not them, then Bigtha, Abagtha, Zetar and Carkas—it must be one of you!

The Four: (in unison): 
As always, your reasoning is impeccable. 

Bigtha:
It couldn’t be me. I chisel with my left hand

Abagha:	
Don’t look at me. I don’t know how to spell promulgating.

Zetar:
It couldn’t be me. I worship all your policy initiatives!

Carkas:
I swear it’s not me, O Zenith of Zoroaster! You can be certain because every morning, I drink a glass of truth serum for breakfast… It must be an outsider.

Haman:
You are absolutely right. An alien with malevolent intentions must have penetrated the palace.  (He notices Shmulik). Who is this lurking in the court?

Courtier:
The emissary from Manipur, sir.


Shmulik (stammers):
Pleased to be here, uh…you whose renown extends beyond galaxies!

Haman:
Don’t think you can fool me—I can see right through your sycophantic flattery. I can tell from your shifty eyes and demeanor that you are the culprit. Lock him up! 

Eunichs (in unison):
Lock him up! Lock him up!

Haman:
Take him to the dungeon! 

Courtier:
Yes, your excellency! (starts to escort him out)

Shmulik:
This is a travesty! Can’t I appeal to a judge?

Courtier:
With Ahashverus gone, Haman, is both ruler and judge. You’re lucky to get out alive—he’s also the executioner!

Scene Four
(Shmulik is brought in to the dungeon and left with a group of prisoners)

Shmulik:
I can’t believe my luck. Now I’m locked away in a dungeon, possibly for all time! Not only that but instead of going to Otisville, where I could study Talmud together with Michael Cohen and a group of inmate rabbis, I’m in a dingy Persian prison. This isn’t even the same Persia that we heard about in the Megillah. I should have known better than to rely on a $60 government surplus transporter. 

(Several Prisoners approach him).

Prisoner #1
Welcome, Shmulik. We hear you’re from Manipur.

Prisoner #2:
We want to show you the accommodations and help you feel at home. Over here, we have ten square cubits set aside for you—and this blanket. This used to belong to one of our leaders, Pervius, but he passed away the day before yesterday.

Shmulilk: 
Then I guess he wasn’t impervious.

Prisoners (in unison):
No, he was Pervius!

Prisoner #2: 
You’re lucky to be here today, because we’re rehearsing for the show that we put on every year for the prison staff’s annual Nowruz party. You’re just in time to hear our big musical number.

(They sing):
If you have a drafty dungeon
With a population shrinking
And there’s little food to munch on
And the staff morale is sinking
And you wonder how much longer
Before this place gets shuttered
There’s one guy you can count on
To make sure your bread stays buttered

Count on Haman
Current ruler of our nation
He keeps on framing folks
Sends them for incarceration!
As thousands lose their liberty
It’s such a boon for you and me
It’s thrilling, jails are filling
Thank you Haman--
For our large prison population!

Our prisons were so dusty
The cell blocks still and quiet
It had been so many decades
Since we had a prison riot
Now the sound of chains and irons
And the squeaking of cell doors
Enliven our environs
Jails are flourishing once more

Thanks to Haman
Current ruler of our nation
He’s the patron saint of jailers
He’s the cause for your elation
As thousands lose their liberty
You lock us up and toss the key
Our ranks are swelling, the warden’s qvelling
Thanks to Haman
(Spoken: For the courage of our convictions!)
And for our mass incarceration!

Shmulik claps and says:
That’s great! The jailers will love it!

Prisoner #1:
We’re hoping they love it. We want them to get so drunk that they fall into a stupor and we blow this joint!

Esther (steps forward and says):
You can escape with us.  I’m Esther, by the way. 

Shmulik:
Esther?  Your name is Esther? The niece of Mordecai?

Esther:
That’s who I am!

Shmulik:
But aren’t you the Queen?

Esther:
That’s a laugh!  I did enter the beauty contest but while I was preparing, Ahashverus changed his mind and entered a monastery, and the contest was cancelled. Then Haman heard that I was Jewish and he sent me to this prison. My uncle said not to tell anybody but I admit I let it slip out here and there. 

Shmulik:
As long as Haman stays in charge, wielding the King’s powers, these troubles are going to continue, and will likely get worse.  We have to convince the King to come back.

Esther:
Convince the King to come back? That’s a very tall order!

Shmulik:
It’s the only idea I can think of. Can you think of something better?

Esther:
(Thinks)  We can’t poison Haman—he’s got a whole brigade of tasters—and with his ten sons, he’s pretty well protected. So I’m drawing a blank.

Shmulik:
Then will you come with me to the King?

Esther:
It’s kind of risky but--I’ll go with you. If I perish, I perish!

Scene Five
(At the Monastery. Shmulik and Esther enter and approach the King. He is squatting in a lotus position and meditating by mouthing OM, but he’s laboring some—the meditative life doesn’t come naturally to him)

Shmulik (coughs to try to get his attention) 
Your royal majesty. (Esther and Shmulik half bow)

King:
Just a minute.
(He continues without great success to try to meditate)

Alright, I’d better take a break.
(Notices Shmulik and Esther bending over)
You don’t have to stand on ceremony. I’ve cast aside my royal privileges for a life of repentance and contemplation. Fortunately, I saw the error of my dissolute life, hopefully before it was too late, and now I am following the path of self-deprivation, self-denial, withdrawal from worldly pleasures, asceticism, and abnegation of carnal gratifications.

Esther:
It sounds like you also swallowed a thesaurus.

Shmulik:
I’m so surprised that you’ve made such a dramatic life change. You, whose name was synonymous with wine, women, and debauchery.  What happened?

King:
I think it started with my annual checkup. The royal physician gave me a lifestyle questionnaire to fill out. I had no idea that my recreational behavior was unusual—but then he showed me the DSM-V and said I was engaging in unhealthy alcohol consumption and was a compulsive sex addict. That made me feel uneasy. Then, the next time I had a party, I was living it up as usual when—suddenly--on the hundred and twentieth day, the beer tasted flat. And then it struck me that my pursuit of pleasure was endless, and ultimately unsatisfying.  

Esther:
And how has it been since then?

King.
It’s been hard, living a life of self-deprivation, self-denial, withd..

Shmulik (quickly):
Et cetera

King:
Yes, et cetera. I get restless trying to hold the lotus position but this way, I’m leading a more elevated existence.

Shmulik:
Have you ever thought of returning to Shushan--where your subjects need your wise guidance and force of will to keep the kingdom in one piece?



King:
I could never do that. I would be overwhelmed by temptations. Here I have to fight boredom and restlessness, but finally I’m removed from those seductions!

Shmulik:
Here, despite your efforts, you end up instead following the threefold path of idleness, boredom, and inactivity. The monastic life is good for some people but not for you. Your royal physician neglected to tell you that you’ve got a serious case of…shpilkes disorder!

King:
Shpilkes disorder? Is that something that people get in Manipur?

Shmulik:
We discovered it in Manipur but people get it the world over.
It means that you can’t sit still, that you crave activity. It means you have an allergy to monastic life.

King:
What can I do about it?

Shmulik:
Esther here will explain it to you. Take it away, Esther!

Esther (sings):
There’s a middle way
Between addiction and self-abnegation
I can help you stay
Within a zone of moderation
Just pay me a small retainer
And I’ll be your personal trainer
And while your compulsions I’m curing
And no more debauchery enduring
I promise you pleasures alluring
As befits someone of your royal station

King: 
Pleasures---but in moderation?

Esther (continues singing):
Yes, there’s a middle way 
Between deprivation and compulsion
I mean it when I say 
You’ll treat debauchery with revulsion
You can spend your time in the palace
No longer a slave to your phallus
And if you prowl around town
Your libido and your thirst will go down
You’re no longer a clown with a crown
While you and I have a pleasant assignation

King:
A pleasant assignation—but without beer?

Shmulik:
No more beer—you’ll be sadder, Budweiser!

Esther: continues singing):
Yes, There’s a middle way
Between addiction and self-abnegation
So you can stay and play
Within a zone of moderation
You will find me witty and bright
I will show you the path to delight
You’ll find me perfect company indeed
There’s 100 percent chance you’ll succeed
My program’s guaranteed

Come with me
And I’ll show you the middle way!

King:
I’m with you on this! What do I owe you for a retainer?

Esther: 
Special rate for royalty—only five gold darics.

King (reaches into his pocket and hands it to her):
Here.

Esther (Turns to Shmulik):
Shmulik, thanks for your help and your companionship. I never got to hear from you what life is like in Manipur—but I have to leave you now—the King and I have work to do.

Shmulik:
I travelled a long distance looking for a place that is more pleasant and peaceful than Manipur, but alas, Persia and Manipur are not all that different! 

Esther:
So long—and enjoy the rest of your stay!
(Esther and the King depart.)

Scene Six

Shmulik:
Now I’m all alone—and a fugitive in a foreign land, no less! Now what?
(Pulls a slip of paper out of his pocket)
What is this?  A receipt from Starbucks!
He notices the super transporter lying on the ground and picks it up and moves it around a little, looking at it.

Shmulik:
Dare I take the risk?  If I try it again, will it really take me home—or to another cockamamie destination?
Maybe I should say a prayer. What does it say in Shifty’s favorite psalm?
“Hear O Lord, my voice when I call—be gracious and answer me!
Hand me not over to the will of my adversaries
For false witnesses have risen against me.”
Hope in the Lord—let your heart be firm and bold and hope in the Lord!”

(Holding the receipt in his hand, Shmulik pushes down the button and holds it for ten seconds. There’s a pause and then sound and light cues indicating interplanetary teleportation. Uri strolls in, carrying a newspaper.)

Uri: 
Shmulik, I haven’t seen you in a while!

Shmulik:
I’ve been travelling. What’s been happening while I was gone?

Uri (reads from the paper):
Congress unanimously approved a path to citizenship for undocumented immigrants. They also approved a cap and trade system to reduce greenhouse gas emissions, and the President plans to sign both bills tomorrow. Austria, Poland and other European countries are returning artworks stolen during the Holocaust to the families that owned them--and the Department of Agriculture has officially reclassified stuffed derma as a vegetable!


Shmulik:
Wow--Shifty came through and transported me to the alternative universe I was looking for!

(sings) 
Esther’s hanging with the King
The Megillah’s back on track
And I’ve landed in a better world
I wasn’t just sent back
I’m grateful to old Shifty
That things turned out so nifty
My story proves that things can turn around!

So be happy it’s Adar
Be happy it’s Adar
Soon the cold of winter will be gone!
Be happy it’s Adar
‘Cause springtime isn’t far
It’s always darkest just before the dawn!

There are times when things look bleak
When life seems oh so hard
And there’s no end in sight, or so it seems;
But here’s a ray of hope
I’ll give you Shifty’s card 
He might show you the way to live your dreams!

So be happy it’s Adar
Be happy it’s Adar
Soon the cold of winter will be gone!
Be happy it’s Adar
‘Cause springtime isn’t far
It’s always darkest just before the dawn!

So--swing your partner round and round
And lift your feet right off the ground
And turn your graggers ‘til the building shakes!
Let go of life’s frustrations
Like you’re on a long vacation
Off to a brighter world--that’s all it takes!
(Encourage everyone to sing the chorus together).
So be happy It’s Adar
Be happy it’s Adar
Soon the cold of winter will be gone!
Be happy it’s Adar
‘Cause springtime isn’t far
It’s always darkest just before the dawn!

T H E  E N D
