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spot of repartee concerning the queen’s butt,  
faux dragon soup was ladled from a metal 
bucket. 

“They didn’t have celery in the Middle 
Ages,” said my friend Casey, suddenly looking 
for historical accuracy as Squeegee refer-
enced the iPod. 

“How do you know?” I whispered. 
“I was an art history minor.” 
Oh, well there’s no arguing that. Please, have 

some more of the dark. 
It’s all a bit ridiculous, but supping from my 

own bowl, I found it easy to tumble into the 
revelry. Save for a group of stone-faced dunces in 
the front row sipping pink lemonade and looking 
like serfs who’d lost their cows to famine, we all 
were getting into the spirit. The king decreed, 

“Eat, drink and be merry,” and we obeyed. 
Still, it’s not all frivolity. The show hits a low 

point when the wenches gather for an anti-war 
ballad. If anything, it could have used a sword 
fight or two. But the formula must be working, 
as the content and the cast rarely change. I can’t 
commit to a channel, yet here’s a man who’s 
spent 19 years as Squeegee, a man who smiled 
as he shared a post-performance beer with his 
king and accepted a pickled thanks from us. 

“I liked our wench,” said my friend Adam later, 
as we discussed the show’s merits. “I would 
recommend it, as a Bostonian, as something to 
knock off your checklist. But I was looking 
forward to hearing the old English arts, thys 
and thous. That was my one letdown.”

I found the omission a blessing and hereby 
decree: If Chaucer isn’t your thing, the Medi-
eval Manor might be. CCC 
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king me
Nick goes medieval. 

FOr yEArS, I’d SEEn THE 
Medieval Manor as I drove 
down I-93. It’s a roadside 
curiosity like a hitchhiker or 
a hooker—sooner or later, 

you’ve got to pull over and ask for 
directions. 

Since 1972, the Medieval Manor has prom-
ised a raunchy romp through the Middle Ages. 
I’m all for bawdy humor, but I’ve never been 
one for the classics. In school we read The 
Canterbury Tales, a text pretty much designed 
for the teenage boy—all farts and sex. I found it 
mind-numbing. Even the kids who made 
swords out of PVC piping were bored.  

However, I appreciated the tome’s enthusiasm 
for ale. And as my friends and I settled into our 
communal table on a blustery winter’s night, we 
were delighted to learn from our “primary beer 
wench” that flagons came in both light and dark 
varieties: Busch Light or Michelob Amber Bock. 
OK, so there’s no mead on tap. Authenticity isn’t 
what you’re paying for, a point hammered home 
when the court jester introduced himself with a 
penguin masturbation joke and our wench 
removed the lid from our appetizer: medieval 
pita pizza. 

As we merrily crunched away, the festivi-
ties began with a rousing guitar number from 
the minstrel Bill. (The jester calls himself 
Squeegee and there’s an oaf named Sponge, 
but apparently Bill is a proud man.) The show 
proceeds in stages, as the cast, led by a king 
dressed regally in black tights, performs 
songs and skits until it’s time to eat another 
course with your bare hands. After a winning 

TO THE EquInOx CAB drIVEr: On dec. 19, 
my sister, her four girlfriends and I were on 
a mission to celebrate [her] 25th birthday 

at Faneuil Hall.  This should’ve been an easy task.  
However, Boston was hit with a snowstorm that 
day.  At last call, we stepped outside wearing high 
heels and dresses and realized the weather had 
turned for the worst with no cabs in sight. Tears 
began to flow, legs turned red and numb, and 
yelling about what to do ensued. Then you pulled 
up beside me in your Equinox and asked where I 
was headed.  I told you Southie, and you simply 
said, “Get in.”  We all gladly jumped into a car 
with you, a perfect stranger.  you saved our toes 
from frostbite and allowed the birthday 
celebrations to remain unspoiled. Thank you and 
have a great holiday!

The desperate birthday crew

To the mailman (or woman) who found my car 
keys on the corner of Beacon and Charles streets 
and shipped them to Shaw’s:

Thank you so much. Who knew when I applied for 
a rewards card and stuck it on my keychain in my 
freshman year of college, [I’d] benefit in such a 
way? I had to have my spare key sent to me, but 
you saved me from spending hundreds of dollars 
to buy a new backup set. I’d also like to give a 
shout-out to Shaw’s, who still had my cell phone 
on record—I will forever purchase groceries at 
your store. 

The girl whose faith in humanity is temporarily restored

To all radio DJs, especially that oldies 
station:

I don’t want to be a grinch in this time of 
fruitcakes and sugar-plum fairies, but please 
guys, can we chill with the holiday music? It 
seems like it started a bit earlier than usual this 
year. Even before Thanksgiving, you were filling 
my brain with images of falling snowflakes and 
children’s choirs! Is it possible that one person, 
one Christmas nut, actually possesses this much 
freakin’ holiday spirit? I don’t think so. So I’d 
say unless it’s Christmas Eve or Christmas day, 
don’t play “Jingle Bells” in Spanish or “Santa 
Claus Is Coming to Town” performed by golden 
retrievers! Save my sanity and maybe some of 
my Christmas spirit [for next year].
 Your friend, Elizabeth Scrooge (whoops, I mean Smith)

Unrequited crush? Bad hair? Need to vent? Send your e-mails of love 
and spleen to impersonals@improper.com, or fax 617-859-1446.

The kindness 
of sTrangers
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