The Truth Behind The Passover Story

Or How the 10 Plagues Came About: A Play
© Frederick Kaimann. Minor modifications by R & M Spiegel; used and modified with permission.
Narrator assigns roles as they are read out.   Cast:  Narrator; Moses; God; The Angel of Death; Chief Executive Officer Angel (Angel for Falsifying Financial Statements); Chief Operating Officer Angel (Angel who is temporarily residing in Mexico); Deputy Angel (Angel for Inter-Angel Relations); Adjunct Angel (Angel for Off-Shore Incorporation); Senior Angel (Angel for Lying to Congress); Vice Angel (Angel in an Undisclosed Location); Managing Angel (Angel who turned State’s Evidence); Angel Who Only Says “What?”; Angel of Divine Communication and Community Relations; Angel Named Randi.
Narrator: It has never been known how the 10 Plagues were chosen.  But now transcripts from the secret meetings held at the time of the Exodus document the selection process and list plagues that did not make the final cut.  This is the first time these transcripts have been published.  A new chapter in the history of the children of Israel can now be written.

Scene I:  On the plains outside of Egypt

(Narrator calls out the names of each speaker.)

God:  (in a booming voice)  I am the Lord.  Tell the Pharaoh of Egypt everything I say to you.  [Exodus 6:29]
Moses:  (meekly)  You know I am a very poor speaker, and the Pharaoh will never listen to me. [Exodus 6:30]
God:  (helpful, but stern)  Sounds like you need more ammo.  I’ll be right back.

Scene II:  Heaven
C.E.O. Angel:  (businesslike)  I’d like to thank everyone for coming to this emergency meeting of the Plague Selection Committee.  I’ll turn it over to God for background on the situation.

God:  Thank you.  As you know, the children of Israel are to leave Egypt immediately.  I’ve hardened the heart of the Pharaoh to resist.  Moses needs some plagues to reestablish credibility.  We need good plagues and fast.  The floor is open to your ideas.

C.O.O. Angel:  Bad hair days.

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

C.O.O. Angel:  All of Egypt gets incredibly bad hair days.

Senior Angel:  How about sock-eating dryers.  That way all of Egypt would wear only mismatched socks.

Adjunct Angel:  Country music.  Shania Twain, Tim McGraw – gag me.

Managing Angel:  Hiccups.  We shall irk them with hiccups.

Senior Angel:  Are you serious?

Vice Angel:  A nation of dead batteries.

Deputy Angel:  Yeah, then fly everyone to Italy for 8 hours with dead DiscMans.

Senior Angel:  The sound of fingernails scratching on a blackboard?

Adjunct Angel:  I hate that.

C.O.O. Angel:  I’ve got it, the new CBS fall lineup.

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

C.O.O. Angel:  All the shows are always the same.  Only the actors change.  Then there’s reality TV.

Adjunct Angel:  Yeah, that’s not only a plague, it’s spreading.  What about Men’s figure skating?

Vice Angel:  I kinda like men in tights.

God:  Um, I don’t mean to be critical, but these suggestions are all rather petty.  In fact, these plagues are downright pathetic!  You can do better.

Senior Angel:  Hmm, snow on opening day casts a pall on the whole baseball season.

Adjunct Angel:  So does being a Mets fan.

C.O.O. Angel:  I know, all the VCRs in Egypt will flash “12:00.”

Managing Angel:  God, I hate that.

God:  What?

Managing Angel:  Huh?

God:  Did you want something?

Managing Angel:  No.

God:  You sure?

Managing Angel:  Yeah.

God:  Positive?  You called me.

Managing Angel:  No I didn’t.  I’m fine.

C.E.O. Angel:  OK, where were we?

Deputy Angel:  Pop-up ads.

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

Deputy Angel:  You know, when you’re logged onto the Internet.  “Great deals on sunny locations at Expedia.com” or “Lonely?  Find that special someone at eHarmony.com.”

Adjunct Angel:  I hate that.

Deputy Angel:  Yeah, I always get ads for herbal Viagra.  “Give your partner the pleasure she’s always wanted!”  And then my mom walks in.  And she’s like, “What are you looking at?”  And I’m all, “No mom, it’s not what you think.  I don’t need this stuff; I’m not even interested in it.”

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  (stunned)  “!?”

C.E.O. Angel:  Um, can we move on?

C.O.O. Angel:  I know, Windows 95.

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

C.O.O. Angel:  All the computers in Egypt would crash all the time.

Senior Angel:  We could return all email.  It could say:  “MAILER-DAEMON: Unable to deliver message to the following address(es)”

Managing Angel:  God, that would suck.

God:  Yes?

Managing Angel:  What?

God:  You called me.

Managing Angel:  No I didn’t.  Oh, forget it… (exasperated)… Jesus.

God:  No, not yet.  He’ll be later.

Senior Angel:  Flatulence.

Adjunct Angel:  Oh, that’s a good one.  That’d be one smelly Egypt.

Vice Angel:  Shush-ing.

C.E.O. Angel:  Shush-ing?

Vice Angel:  Yeah, shush-ing.

C.E.O. Angel:  I don’t think that’ll go over—

Vice Angel:  Shhhhhhhh!

C.E.O. Angel:  —very well.  Oh, I see—

Vice Angel:  Zip it!

C.E.O. Angel:  But the—

Vice Angel:  ZIP!

Managing Angel:  I’d just like to—

Vice Angel:  ZIP!

God:  Hey!

Vice Angel:  Shhhhhhhh!

God:  Now hold on a sec.—

Vice Angel:  Zip it.

God:  You can’t shush me!  I’m God.

Vice Angel:  Oops, sorry about that, your un-shush-able-ness.

God:  That’s better.  You know, I’m not sure we’ve reached Biblical proportions with these plagues.

C.O.O. Angel:  How about a dry, itchy scalp for all of Egypt.  It’d be a blizzard of dandruff.

Vice Angel:  The heartbreak of psoriasis.

Managing Angel:  Halitosis?  It’s the reverse of flatulence.

Adjunct Angel:  Splinters?  Three million paper cuts?

Senior Angel:  If we unleashed roaming charges and telemarketers at the same time, that’d convince Pharaoh to let the Israelites go.

Deputy Angel:  Chicken.
Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

Deputy Angel:  Chicken.  McNuggets, tenders, patties.  It all tastes like rubber.

Managing Angel:  Bad diets. We could make all of Egypt eat a diet filled with sodium, partially-hydrogenated vegetable oil and corn syrup.  Total junk food, salty snacks, candy, take-out.

Angel Named Randi:  What about Matzah?  Let them eat only matzah and then see what happens.

C.O.O. Angel:  Food coloring.  Red’s the grossest.

Senior Angel:  Annoying relatives who don’t shut up.

Vice Angel:  A fine mist could rain over all the land.

God:  Alright, we need some resolution here.  OK, some people like chicken.  We’ll go with frogs.  Tastes the same.  I’m liking animals.  Let’s call the relatives beasts.  I’ll throw in some lice and cattle disease.  I liked red; blood’s grosser than food coloring.  And change the mist to hail.

Angel of Death:  Here’s a good one, the slaying of the goldfish.

Angel Who Only Says “What?”:  What?

Angel of Death:  No, it’s perfect.  Everyone will come home and find their goldfish floating on the top of the fish bowl.

Senior Angel:  That is so lame.

Angel of Death:  The slaying of the tropical fish?

Senior Angel:  OK, there’s one: Lameness.  There’ll be a lot of bad jokes.

God:  Come on people, ramp it up.  The plague of lameness has already started—here!  Think big!

C.O.O. Angel:  Two words:  Cher.

Senior Angel:  That wasn’t two words.

C.O.O. Angel:  OK, bad grammar and Cher.

Senior Angel:  Still wasn’t two words.

C.O.O. Angel:  Gnats and Cher?

Managing Angel:  We’ll permanently close the shades on all their homes.

Deputy Angel:  Pokemon.  Thousands of little kids running around talking about the new Picachu card.  Give me a break.  A sub-plague is the product tie-in.

God:  OK, executive decision.  Not dandruff, boils.  Locusts for gnats.  Instead of the curtains, darkness upon all the land.  And not slaying of the goldfish, slaying of the first born.  We’re talking people not pets.  Any disagreement?  How many do we have?

C.E.O. Angel:  Ten.

God:  That’s a round number.  Let’s go with that.  Now, the Angel of Divine Communication and Community Relations, do you have any recommendations on how to sell this?

Angel of Divine Communication and Community Relations:  Yes, I’ve drafted a statement for Your review that can be issued to Moses and the children of Israel under Your signature.  How’s this:  “When Pharaoh does not listen to you, then I will lay My hand on Egypt and bring out My hosts, My people, the children of Israel, from the land of Egypt by judgments.  The Egyptians shall know that I am the Lord, when I stretch out My hand over Egypt and bring out the children of Israel from their midst.”  [Exodus  7:4-5]
God:  Works for me. Any objections?  (pause)  Hearing none, send the word out right away.
C.E.O. Angel:  Unless there is any other business before this committee, we stand adjourned.
Narrator:  We now return you to our regular programming, currently in progress.
