Purim Shpiel 5774
Queen on Queen – A Rockin’ Purim
By Jeff Green

Characters: Achashverosh, Haman, Esther, Mordechai, Narrator
Song List:

	1) Somebody to Love
	Achashverosh

	2) We Modest Girls (Fat Bottomed Girls)
	Esther

	3) Crazy Little Queen I Love (Crazy Little Thing Called Love)
	Achashverosh 

	4) Another One Licks the Dust (Another One Bites the Dust)
	Haman

	5) We Will Rock You 
	Haman

	6) You’re His Best Friend (You’re My Best Friend)
	Mordechai (to Esther)

	7) Under Pressure
	Esther

	8) King’s Stallion (Bicycle Race)
	Mordechai

	9) Babylonian Rhapsody (Bohemian Rhapsody)
	Haman/Esther/Mordechai/King

	10) Killer Queen
	Achashverosh

	11) Read the Megilla (Radio Ga-Ga)
	Esther/Mordechai

	12) We Are the Champions
	Esther/Mordechai


Narrator: Ladies and Gentlemen and rock fans one-and-all! Purim Sameach and welcome to the annual Rambam Shul Purim Shpiel, brought to you once again by the “Not-Ready-for-P(u)rim(e)-Time Players!  Is everybody ready to P-A-R-T-Y??!!! I hope so because this year, we’re going to rock your socks off with the previously undisclosed original lyrics of that unforgettable ‘70’s group named for the Purim story – Queen! Our story takes place in Shushan, capital of an entertainment empire encompassing no less than 127 nations, from Hodu to Kush.  (That’s one hell of a concert tour!)  The empire was ruled by a hard-partying king named Achasverosh who loved to wear lavish, outlandish costumes and throw extravagant celebrations lasting upwards of six months at a time, with groupies everywhere and the liquor flowing like water.  Our concert scene opens with King Achasverosh most distraught after having been embarrassed by his upstart wife Queen Vashti’s refusal to shake her booty for his gathered friends and band mates. He had no choice but to let her go; but her absence left a big hole.
Somebody to Love




Achashverosh
Can anybody find me… somebody to love?
Each morning I wake up all hungover

Can barely stand on my feet

Take a look in the mirror and cry

Vashti look what you’ve done to me

I spend half my time just relieving myself

‘Cause I’m drinking away all my grief

Oh-h-h… Somebody… Somebody…

Can anybody find me-e-e somebody to love?

I play hard every day of my life

And I spend half my time on the “throne”

Now at night I retire to my chamber all alone

I fall on my knees

As the room starts to sway

And wait for a queenly surprise

Oh-h-h… Somebody… Somebody…

Can anybody find me-e-e somebody to love?

Narrator:  The King was desperate to find a new mate and at the advice of one of his roadies, he put out a public casting call, requiring all eligible young ladies to try out for the eponymous role in his group: Queen. The maidens were gathered in the backstage “Harem Room” and each waited their turn to impress the leader of the band – oops, land. The girls tried everything they could in terms of seduction – from skimpy clothes to sultry makeup – but nothing seemed to pique the king’s attention. Until one special Jewish girl named Hadas – with the cool stage-name Esther – took an all new approach.
We Modest Girls (Fat Bottomed Girls)




Esther
A-a-a-are you gonna take me home tonight?
If so-o-o, I’ll put on my thick, black tights

I wo-o-on’t let a single hair hang out

We modest girls, we wear dark stockings all year round.


[7-beat count]
Never been out with a lad

Never did anything bad

I was sheltered in an all-girls nursery  (yeah)

Clingy clothes that show one’s fanny

Are okay for a goyish granny

But a proper woman should be real coy just like me.

All those girls back in the harem 

Said my modest ways would scare him

I should be a simple floozy just like them

But their legs over-exposed

Can’t compare to my opaque hose

My inner beauty is gonna make a queen of me.  (Singin’)
A-a-a-are you gonna take me home tonight?

If so-o-o, I’ll put on my thick, black tights

I wo-o-on’t let a single hair hang out

We modest girls, we wear dark stockings all year round, yeah

Black stockin’ed girls, we make the STOCKIN’ world go round.

Put on your tights and hide!

Yeah… yeah… yeah…

We modest girls, we make the STOCKIN’ world go round.

Narrator:  Yes, Esther eschewed all those skanky, in-you-face displays of her predecessors and opted instead for a reserved, diffident approach. Needless to say, it paid off and the king was absolutely star-struck by her hidden beauty. He immediately signed her on to the royal tour as his full partner and main squeeze. He was smitten.
Crazy Little Queen I Love


Achashverosh 

This Queen I love, I just can’t handle her

This Queen I love, I’d give half my land to her

She’s so heady

Crazy little Queen I love.

This Queen I love, she sleeps

In her own room at night

She cooks delights

Like a yummy, weird thing called gefilte fish

I really like it

That crazy little Queen I love.

Although I’m lazy

She knows how to make me move

She drives me crazy

I’m takin’ lots of cold showers

Because she’s playin’ hard to get

I’ve gotta be cool… relax… and sip

A little more cognac

In my King’s seat preside

And show her that I’ve got good midot inside

I’m walkin’ steady   [Trying unsuccessfully to walk a straight line]

For my crazy little Queen I love.  (yeah, yeah)

Crazy little Queen I love.

Crazy little Queen I love.

Narrator:  Esther wasn’t the only living the jet-setting high life in the palace. The king had many groupies and sycophants who were constantly currying his favor or seeking self-promotion. But there was one particular member of the group named Haman whose egomania far exceeded any other’s and who had no compunctions stepping on anyone who got in his way to the top. Through guile and greed, he became the king’s right-hand-man, ultimately even wearing the king’s own bling! He became so overcome with his role that he even demanded that people bow down in abeyance whenever he walked by.
Another One Licks the Dust



Haman
I strut haughtily down the street

And the people bow down low

I love to see them sprawled at my feet

All prostrate where’er I go
Best be ready, best be ready for this

Best be hangin’ off the edge of your seat

Out of the doorway I begin my trip

And the groveling can’t be beat!

Another one licks the dust

Another one licks the dust

And another bows down, and another bows down

Another one licks the dust

Hey, I’m gonna pass by you!

Another one licks the dust.

[Wanders room singing the refrain and sneering at everyone]
Narrator:  Haman was a nasty bit of work; but because he had the king wrapped around his finger, nobody felt secure in standing up to him. Nobody, that is, except one Jew named Mordechai. Mordechai – who happened to be Queen Esther’s uncle although nobody knew that – saw Haman for the low-life poser that he was and he wasn’t about to afford him the prostrate deference which he knew should be reserved only for Hashem. When Haman saw Mordechai staring him in the eye in front of the gathered, cowering masses, he went berserk. The audacity! The chutzpa! He was writhing in disdain and vowed cruel and overwhelming vengeance!
We Will Rock You




Haman
Mordy, you’re a boy who annoys
Standing up the street, acting like a big man like me

You got up in my face

A big disgrace

I’ll kick your clan all over the place, ranting

We will, we will rock you

We will, we will rock you

Mordy, you’re an old man, dumb man

Standing in my face, want to take on Haman today

Your entire race

Is a big disgrace

No wonder G-d spread you all over the place  (chanting)

We will, we will rock you

We will, we will rock you…

Narrator:  Haman consulted with his agents and advisors and after casting lots decided upon a propitious date to wipe out the Jews. He finagled the king’s approval and sent out a decree far-and-wide calling upon all his like-minded anti-Semites to prepare themselves for the big day. The calamitous news reached Mordechai who immediately entreated Esther to use her royal position and wily womanly ways to persuade the king to retract the edict. 
You’re His Best Friend



Mordechai
Oo-o-o, you’ll make us live!
Up to half of his world he’ll give to you

‘Cause you are all he sees

Oo-o-o, you’ll make us live, now Esty

Oo-o-o, you’ll make us live

You’re the best friend

That he’s ever had

Though you’ve been with him such a short time

Acting refined

And I want you to know

That his feelings are true

He really likes you

You’re his best friend.

Oo-o-o, you’ll make us live, now Esty

Oo-o-o, you’ll make us live.

Narrator:  Needless to say, Esther was not terribly pleased by this unbearable responsibility. Although she held the title of Queen, she still had limited access to the king. And according to court protocol, any attempt to approach the king uninvited was grounds for execution, unless the king offered a personal reprieve.  The stakes were high; but Esther knew that she had to act quickly to save her people.
Under Pressure




Esther
Pressure weighing down on me

Pressed to save the Jews – what I’ll ask for

So much pressure to take Haman down

Figure out what to do

‘Fore my people he defeats

It’s the terror of approaching

The throne unannounced

Hoping the King won’t

Scream, “You get out!”

Tomorrow… with the sire…

Pressure on my people… bowed down in the streets…

He loves such an old-fashioned girl

I’ll prepare him to care for

My people who are in such a plight

I’ll prepare a meal and set the stage for a way

To defend ourselves

This is our last chance

This is our last chance

To save ourselves

Under pressure

Under pressure

Pressure

Narrator:  Esther concocted a plan. She invited the king to an intimate, candle-light dinner just for him and his closest friend. When he showed up with Haman, Esther plied him with delicious delicacies and intoxicating drink. The more he offered her, the more she demurred, ultimately making but one request – that the two of them return the next day for a feast even more sumptuous and special. The king retired to his chamber, unable to sleep due to the rich food and the fantasies of what was to be the next day. In his sleepless stupor, he had his chamber servant read to him from his diaries and happened upon a record of the time that Mordechai had saved his life. By chance (though not really), Haman was anxiously pacing outside the chamber hoping to propose the hanging of his nemesis Mordechai on the gallows he had built. The king heard Haman’s pacing and invited him in, asking what he thought would be a good way to show the king’s favor to a loyal friend. Haman naturally assumed the king was referring to him and suggested parading the person around town on the royal steed, wearing royal robes. The king was delighted at the suggestion and ordered Haman to immediately do so – for Mordechai! Haman was shocked and disgusted but had no choice. Mordechai, on the other hand, was delighted.
King’s Stallion (Bicycle Race)

Mordechai
King’s stallion, King’s stallion, King’s stallion
I like to ride the King’s stallion, King’s stallion, King’s stallion

I like to ride the King’s stallion

I like to ride his mare

I like to ride the King’s stallion

In royal robes for all to stare.

You say crown, I say King

You say gold, I say ring

You say bold, I say Ha-man

He’s the biggest jerk here

And he likes to start wars…

You say Queen, I say feast

You’ll be shown as a beast

You will soon pay the price

I do believe that Esty can

Put an end to old Ha-man

And now I want to ride the…
King’s stallion, King’s stallion, King’s stallion

I like to ride the King’s stallion, King’s stallion, King’s stallion

I like to ride the King’s stallion

I like to ride his horse

I like to ride the King’s stallion

With Haman leading me, of course.
Narrator:  At the end of the parade, Haman returned to his home despondent and humiliated. He barely had time to bemoan his fate to his wife when the kings courtiers arrived to whisk him back to the palace for Esther’s second banquet. When the king and Haman arrived, they found Esther melancholy and distraught. The king beseeched her to confide in him what was causing her such grief and she pounced! It was the evil Haman, she declared, who was out to destroy her innocent people. The king was irate. He stepped outside to relieve himself and when he came back he found Haman groveling and groping at Esther’s side. The jig was up and Haman knew his time had come.
Babylonian Rhapsody (Bohemian Rhapsody)
Haman/Esther/Achashverosh/Mordechai
Look who’s the King’s wife
This is a tragedy

I fall at the Queen’s feet

Can’t escape from her royalty

Open your eyes

Look down at this guy and see

I’m just a poor goy; I need some sympathy

Because I’m easy come, hard to go

Raised up high, now brought low

All my plans for glory do not seem to matter for me, for me.

Haman, tried to kill a man

Built a pole to hang his head

The tides have turned and now I’m dead

Haman, life had just begun

But now the Queen has thrown it all away

Haman, oo-o-o-oo…

How I hate that Mordechai

My exposed flesh will be eaten by birds tomorrow

Carrion… Carrion…

[Holds up sign with printed word “Carrion”]
So nothing really matters
Too late, my time has come

At the Queen’s feet I was supine

The King came in, said: “Hey! She’s mine!”

So goodbye, everybody, I’m bound to go

They’re gonna hang me way up high

‘Cause of those Jews…

Haman, oo-o-o-oo…

I don’t wanna die

I really wish she’d never been born at all…

[Achashverosh] I see a little, crumbled ego of a man

J’Acuse his abuse, would you like me to hang him?

[Esther] Twenty amot height’s the thing

[Haman] That’s very, very frightening to me!

[Esther] To the gallows! [Achashverosh] To the gallows!

[Esther] To the gallows! [Achashverosh] To the gallows!
[Esther & Achashverosh in unison] To the gallows with this foe!
[Haman, rolling his eyes] Magnifico-o-o…

[Haman] I’m just a poor goy, nobody loves me

Yes, just a poor goy from Amalike’s family

Spare me my life from that tall hangin’ tree

[Haman] Easy come, hard to go… will you let me go?

[Esther] ‘Chashverosh! No, you must not let him go.


[Haman] Let me go!

[Esther] ‘Chashverosh! No, you must not let him go.


[Haman] Let me go!
[Esther] ‘Chashverosh! No, you must not let him go.


[Haman] Let me go!
[Esther] Do not let him go!

[Esther] Never, never let him go


[Haman] Please do let me go!

[Achashverosh] No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no!
[Esther, waving in Mordechai] Oh, Mordechia, Mordechia!

[Haman] Mordechia, let me go!

[Esther] The Amalekites have a devil for a spawn in thee,
In thee, in thee, in thee-e-e-e!

[Mordechai, to Haman] So you thought you could bend me ‘cause I looked in your eye?

So you thought you could end me and hang me up high?

Oh, Hamie! Can’t do that to me, Hamie.

It’s time you got out, permanently right out of here.

[Esther] I can straighten matters

That’s why I’m the Queen

I can straighten matters…

I can straighten matters, count on me.
Narrator:  Realizing he had be duped by Haman, the king took back his signet ring and gave it to Mordechai, together with a promotion and raise. After entreating the king, Esther and Mordechai sent a decree to all the Jews throughout the land that on the fourteenth of Adar they should rise up and slaughter their enemies in a pre-emptive strike. When news reached the palace of the carnage, the king summoned Esther and Mordechai, figuring they would be mollified. But to his surprise, Esther’s only request was for permission to allow the killing to continue for another day in Shushan in order to wipe out all remnants of their implacable foes and also to hang all ten of Haman’s sons in a public display of retribution. The king acquiesced, though he was clearly surprised by this different side of his sweet, little Esty.
Killer Queen




Achashverosh
She kept her little secret
Hidden by her intellect

Then arranged a soiree

A lavish, little banquet

All part of her strategy

To get rid of the Agagi

By offering an invitation

He couldn’t decline…

Gefilte on fresh brouchette

Served with proper etiquette

She seemed so very nice

But she’s a killer Queen

Took power from the one so mean

Hung him from the highest beam

Born to lead yet so refined

All the time.

Her enemies will pay the price

Not realizing her avarice

You don’t wanna try…

Narrator:  Their enemies vanquished and their place firmly ensconced in the echelons of power, Esther and Mordechai proceeded to chronicle the story of their victory and issued religious decrees for the Jews throughout the generations to come, in order that the Purim story should always be remembered and celebrated.
Read the Megilla (Radio Ga-Ga)


Esther (+ Mordechai)
[Esther] We watched our foes prepare for war

To wipe us out both near and far

They played upon our greatest fears

And hunted us throughout the years

But then the King became our friend

By his decree we’d self-defend

We took up arms and slew our foes

And hung them up on the gallows

So now it’s time to assert our power

And canonize our finest hour

Read it so… read it so…

[Esther & Mordechai together] 

All we need is to read the Megilla
Give out some good food

Then have a seudah

All we need is to read the Megilla

Give out some good food

Then have a seudah

Read it so, you Jews…

Read it so, ‘cause Hashem loves you!

Narrator: Esther and Mordechai had their megilla translated into every language and sent to the Jews in every land so that they would always remember how they were saved from what seemed like certain peril and emerged victorious.
We Are the Champions



Esther + Mordechai
[Esther] The fate of the Jews
Through all the times

Is wandering homeless

For our long-ago crimes

And mortal enemies

Have been far from few

There have been many who tried to destroy us

Be we’ve pulled through

We just wander on and on and on and on…

[Esther & Mordechai together] 

We are the champions, my friends,

And we’ll keep on thriving ‘til the end

We are the champions, we are the champions

Treated like losers

But ultimately champions of the world.

[Mordechai] 

He made us bow

At his feet fall

He abused his fame and fortune

And everything like the King’s signet

Put himself above all

But when his cronies rose up

To wipe out the Jews

He joined others who tried to wipe out our race

But were destined to lose

‘Cause we just carry on and on and on and on…

[Esther & Mordechai together] 

We are the champions, my friends,

And we’ll keep on thriving ‘til the end

We are the champions, we are the champions

Treated like losers

But ultimately champions of the world!

Narrator: Yes, the tides had turned and the Jews were able to celebrate as we are doing here today! So raise a glass and join us in the final refrain!

We Are the Champions (Reprise)


Whole Cast
We are the champions, my friends,

And we’ll keep on thriving ‘til the end

We are the champions, we are the champions

Treated like losers

But ultimately champions of the world!
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