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"Sandwich" i

CHARACTERS

Hillel One of the greatest rabbis.

SETTING

Hillel's kitchen.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I
Scene 1 Hillel's kitchen. Now

"Whoever would make a name loses the name."
-- Hillel the Elder
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ACT I
SCENE 1

The STAGE is set with a table and chair. Upon the 
table is a plate with a whole matzah, a bowl with 
charoset (mashed apple, walnut, wine "mortar" made for 
Passover), and romaine lettuce. To one side of the 
table, near the opposite end of the entrance, is a 
pedestal atop which sits a basin, within which is a 
washing cup (available at any Judaica store). There is 
also a hand towel set by the basin. 

Enter Hillel.
HILLEL: There's no sense of history anymore. Least of 
all today, with all your technology: computers, cell 
phones, the Internet. Certainly, you have access to 
immeasurable tomes of human knowledge and documentation 
of what has occurred in the past but what use is access 
if you do not search it out? Granted, some history is 
miss-documented, so even if your curiosity got the 
better of you, the information is inaccurate.

Hillel seems to notice the table for the first time 
and walks casually to it.
HILLEL: Take, for instance, the sandwich. It is called 
such because one of the Earls of Sandwich requested 
bread be fitted above and below some meat for him to 
eat during a poker game. That's the story at least, and 
the rest is history! Right? Wrong.

Hillel sits at the table.
HILLEL: Bread was invented...ages ago. At the dawn of 
our agricultural awakening. Through trial and error the 
first loaf of bread came to be, in a time almost lost 
to history. You think it took until the 17th century 
for some putz to figure out you could put two slices of 
it together and make a meal? Hell, I made a sandwich - 
do they call it a Hillel? No. Granted, it doesn't have 
the same ring to it - and no one would eat at an Earl 
of Hillel sandwich shop, particularly given the 
contents and the context of my sandwich.

Hillel begins to construct his sandwich by breaking 
the matzah in half (as best he can).
HILLEL: It all began one Passover night, about a 
hundred years before Jesus was born. Not that (MORE) 
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HILLEL (CONT'D): Jesus' birth means something in 
particular to me, I just want to give you a point of 
reference. And before anyone gets all shpilkes and get 
their kishkes all tied up in knots and their arms up in 
the air about what I just said, remember: "do not unto 
others as you would not have them do unto you." That's 
right, I said that eighty years before Yeshua started 
preaching but he had to go and flip it around without 
citing the source. Sure we didn't have collegiate essay 
protocols at the time, but still, why fix a good thing 
that isn't broken? I think people have an easier time 
thinking about what they'd rather not have happen than 
what they'd like other people to do to them. Anyway, I 
digress.

Hillel applies charoset to both halves of the 
matzah.
HILLEL: So, Passover, I think it was the second night. 
I'm sitting there with Shammai and his family and my 
family and I'm thinking, "Uch. Another week of this 
flavorless, cardboard nonsense." Well, I didn't think 
the cardboard part because it hadn't been invented yet. 
But you eat matzah for a week straight and you 
understand why they call it "the bread of affliction." 
Like Jews don't suffer enough gastrointestinal distress 
as it is, we have to eat this crap for a week.

Hillel takes a piece of lettuce and puts it on the 
matzah.
HILLEL: So suddenly, my hands start making business 
with the bitter herbs and the charoset, spread and 
laying and pressing pieces of matzah together. Now 
Shammai, he's in the middle of pontificating about some 
point of halakha - we were in the middle of 
constructing the Mishna at the time, and he was talking 
about some conversation about the laws of Passover, 
which he probably shouldn't have been doing on Pesakh 
but I'm all for leniency - and suddenly he drops dead 
in his discussion and stares at me eating my Hillel. 
No, that still doesn't sound right.

Hillel places the other half of the matzah atop the 
sandwich.
HILLEL: So of course everyone turns to look at me, and 
there I am chewing, and all I can think to say is 
"What, do I have something in my beard?" But Shammai, 
he flies off on a tirade about the spiritual 
implications of what I did and how (MORE) 
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HILLEL (CONT'D): important this thing is and suddenly 
he's making one for himself, he makes everybody at the 
table do it too. The next day, at synagogue, he's 
telling everybody about it. Look, I just wanted my 
matzah to be a little less flavorless, a little more 
tolerable on the tongue, and if some way a bit more 
digestible (which a sandwich does not make it). Before 
I know it, this thing is a tradition writ in the 
Hagaddah, and every Jew everywhere does this twice a 
year at their Seders attributing it to me. Sure, they 
still call it a sandwich, but do you see the look of 
excitement on the kids' faces? Making this thing is the 
most enjoyable part to them, aside from the meal itself 
and the ransoming of the Afikoman.

Hillel gets up from the table, walks over to the 
basin and washes is hands in the traditional way before 
eating bread: three pours on the right hand then three 
pours on the left. 
HILLEL: Barukh Atah Adon-eye, Elo-hey-nu Mel-ekh ha-oh-
lahm, asher kid-ee-shah-nu b'mitz-voh-tahv vi-tzee-vah-
nu ahl neh-tea-lot yo-die-im.

He dries his hands and sits in silence. He holds up 
a finger to the audience, as if to say "just a minute 
please."
HILLEL: Barukh Atah Adon-eye, Elo-hey-nu Melekh ha-o-
lahm, ha-moe-tzee leh-khem min ha-ah-retz.

He takes a bite from the sandwich.
HILLEL: So. It just goes to show - we are not always 
remembered for what we want to be remembered for, and 
sometimes our seemingly most mundane acts and deeds 
have the biggest consequences. We are all capable of 
greatness...in somebody's eyes.

He takes another bite.
HILLEL: What? You're going to sit and watch me eat? You 
have nothing better to do with your life than watch an 
old man eat a sandwich?

He waves the AUDIENCE away.
HILLEL: Get going. Go read a book or something. Or an 
encyclopedia. What do I know?

He points to the booth.
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HILLEL: Hey you! You want to lower the light already or 
wait until I'm too decrepit to feed myself?

The LIGHTS FADE. Hillel takes another bite of his 
sandwich and chews methodically until the LIGHTS go to 
BLACK. END. 


