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      	"The Pied Piper"
with Music and Lyrics by Cheryl Kemeny and book by Mariner Pezza
(The setting is Hamelin, Germany.  The time is 1284.  Village cottages and shops are located stage right and left around the village square.  Windows are open the shopkeepers sing and place their fare on the window ledges to cool.  Rats are sneaking around and stealing the various foodstuffs.)
Scene 1:   The Village  (Vignettes of village life in the shops and homes)
Butcher:  (The Butcher is cooking and humming to himself, then sings) 				Wiener Schnitzel, Wiener Schnitzel!  Svhat I like to make.
		Wiener Schnitzel, Wiener Schnitzel  Svhat I like to bake.
		First slice ze veal and pound it thin,
		Then taste a bite, you're sure to grin.
		For, I machen zee best, there is nothing finer,
		It's the number one choice of every last diner.  
		What I bake is real good, all readily attest,		
		That my Wiener Schnitzel, or my any Schnitzel 
		Simply surpasses ze rest!
		 (The butcher continues humming to himself then places the tray of Wiener Schnitzel down and turns his back)
Spike:  (watching and listening, then, to the audience)
		Ummm.  Wiener Schnitzel, Wiener Schnitzel!  
		He makes the best, as you may have guessed,
		And no one knows that better than me.
		Because I love Wiener Schnitzel, (thinking) and any Schnitzel ...  			Especially  when it's free!    
(He sneaks and steals the Wiener Schnitzel and goes dancing off)
Milk Maid:  (In the Dairy humming and singing to herself,   with German accent)
		Limburger, Limburger!  I love to machen zee cheese,
		First churn the milk, then stir and squeeze, 
		Then, um, umm good, you know you should
		Buy my delicious Limburger cheese.
		So first try a taste, is what I suggest,
		and you will find I machen zee best.
		It's sure to put your belly at ease,
		When you dine on my tasty Limburger Cheese!  (Humming to herself, she places the cheese down and turns away.)
Whiskers:  (hiding and listening, then to the audience)
		Just try a taste, is what you suggest?
		To see if the cheese you make is the best?
		Why thank you, yes, I'll take that test,  
		Cause Limburger, Limburger is my favorite cheese,
		It's so yum, yum, yummy,  I'll even say please.   (he sneaks in says 'please' softly, then steals the cheese and dances off.)
Baker:  (In the Bakery and sung with German accent)
		(sniffing) Ahh!  Nothing smells better than fresh baked bread
		With one little whiff, it goes straight to your head.
		Everyone agrees I make zee best bread!
		Take it from me, it's fame is widespread.
		Try barley or wheat, feel free to be fickle,
		or maybe a slice of our fresh pumpernickel!
		So whatever you choose, no matter the choice,
		With my sweet smelling bread, you're sure to rejoice!  (he continues to hum, going about his business, then places a loaf on the window ledge)
Nosey:  (hiding and listening, then to the audience)
		(sniffing)  My nose agrees, such a heavenly scent,
		But sniffing and smelling is not my intent.
		Stuffin' my belly is more to my taste,
		a deed to be done, right now in all haste.  (He sneaks in, steals a loaf and dances off.)
(on a stool under a tree Little Willie is making brooms and witnesses Nosey steal the Bakers Bread)
Little Willie:  	Halt thief! Robber!  You can't have that!
			You put down that bread you nasty rat!
(The rats stop their dance of delight, look at Little Willie, and laugh.  More rats join in the fun)
Spike:		Well lookee here, a boy with a crutch.  (surprised)					He says give it back? That's asking too much.
(they all laugh)
Little Willie:	Oh mein Gott!  There's rats everywhere!
			I must tell the village and make them aware!  
(he takes a swat at a rat with his crutch, the rats encircle Willie dancing and taunting)
Rats:  (sung and taunted,)  
			Go ahead, take a whack,
			If you catch us, we'll give it back.
			It's a very simple plan,
			Just catch us if you can.
			 Yumpty  dumpty whoopty  dooo   (gyrating and rubbing their stomachs)
			Chompty, chumpty munchty, chew,
			Umm, umm,  that's all you have to do,
			But you better hurry up,  cause it’s gonna be our sup.	(they laugh and Willie swings again)
Whiskers:	(holding out the cheese)
		Here little boy, want some fresh made cheeeese?  (over exaggerated)
		I'll give it up if you'll just say pleeease.  (they all laugh at their own wit)
Spike:	(singing and taunting)
		Wiener Schnitzel, Wiener Schnitzel it really is first rate,
		Here, just come and get it, you can even take the plate!  
(The rats break out in peels of laughter at their brilliance and Spike takes a mock bow.  Willie swings again and misses.
Rats:			Just catch us if you can,
			It's a very simple plan.  	(rubbing their bellies)
			That's all you have to do,
			Then we'll give it back to you!
			Hurry, hurry make it quick,
			Furry, scurry, lickety split,
			Chomp chomp crunch crunch,  	(rubbing their bellies)
			Cause soon it's gonna be our lunch.	 (They laugh)
Nosey:  (takes his turn holding out the bread)	
		Here little boy, want a fresh baked bun?
		ooops, (he eats it) too bad, Now there's none.  (They all laugh)  
(With that Willie thrusts out his crutch and trips Nosey who drops the bread. Willie picks it up.  The rats are aghast and slink away.)
Little Willie:  	Take that,
			You nasty rat!
Baker:	(just as this is happening the Baker bellows) 
		My bread, my bread!  Now where did it go?
		It was on the table, this much I do know, (scratching his head and trying to remember then he spies Little Willie with the bread)   			 
		Halt!  You there!   You little thief!
		It's you who brings me all this grief!  (He grabs Willie by the ear)
		I got you waif, now it's off you go to the Square,
		where I'll tell of your crime to all who be there!
(The Mayor is standing on a box in the village square giving a speech, his Councilors are near, and a few  townsfolk are gathered to hear.)
Mayor:	. . . because of me, my fellow citizens of Hamlin,
		The silos are full and so is the corn bin.
		Since I have been Mayor, these are bounteous times,
		I can even say proudly, there have been no crimes!
		Because of my policies . . .
Baker:	(interrupting)
		Your Honor! Your Honor!  If you'll please excuse, 
		I just caught this thief whom I now accuse.
Mayor:	(embarrassed and clearing his throat)
		A thief you say?  Well ah, what did he take?
Baker:	Bread, Your Honor which I recently did bake.
Mayor:	Thievery!  Crime!  Not in my village, we'll have none of that!
Little Willie:	It was not me, Mr. Mayor, the thief was a rat!
(The Milkmaid rushes in shouting and waving her arms)
Milkmaid:  Diebe!  Diebe!  There's thieves about!  And they stole my 				cheese!
		On the ledge did I put it, to cool in the breeze,
		Then gone it was when I turned to look.
		I'm sure in this village, there must be a crook!
Mayor:	There, there my dear.  We know something's amiss,
		(pointing to Willie)
		A suspect we have that will surely solve this.
Little Willie:  	A suspect I'm not but a witness I be,
			We have rats aplenty, just look and you'll see.
(The Butcher comes booming in all panicky)	
The Butcher:	My Wiener Schnitzel! My dear Wiener Schnitzel is gone!  
			I put it upon the window ledge,
			Then stolen it was I must allege!
			So raise the alarm, there 's thieves in the village!'
			here among us to steal and to pillage!  
	(crying)	And they started with my dear Wiener Schnitzel!
Mayor:	Another theft!  Now this one makes three.	
Counselor 2:	I fear, Mr. Mayor, we have a crime spree!
Mayor:	As Mayor, I'll tolerate no thieves, not in my town.
		But we have the culprit, so please all calm down,
		We caught the thief with the bread in his hands,
		He'll pay the price that the crime demands!
Little Willie:	The rats stole the food, you must heed what I say,
			I picked up the bread after I chased them away.
Councilor 1:	But, if I may your Honor,
			And I certainly mean no dishonor,
			How could one little boy with a crutch,
			In one night, possibly do so much?
Little Willie:	That's what I'm trying to tell you,
			The rats are the thieves whom you should pursue.
Mayor:	(looking up at the moon)
		I see the moon is up, so now it's too late,
		To try and decide this little boy's fate.
		Tomorrow's a new day, till then we will wait,  (to Willie)
		But it's in the stocks for you, this night you will spend,
		To see if tomorrow, your story you amend.
(They  take Little Willie away and put him in the stocks)
Councilor 2:  	Sir, as to the boy's guilt there can be no doubt,
			But, just to be safe, should we set some traps about?
Mayor:	All right, all right, just do it, to be safe,
		But tonight, it's still the stocks for the thieving waif!  (They all agree and leave)
(Little Willie's friend Hilde sidles over to Willie and strokes his shoulder) 
Hilde:	Oh Willie, how can they  treat you this way?
		I believe in you and everything you say.
Helga:	(calling)	Hilde, come along now, please don't delay.
Willie:	(softly) 	Go now Hilde, I'll be alright,
				Tomorrow they'll see things in a new light!
(As night approaches they all leave the Village Square. A Bluebird enters singing and dancing mournfully.  The Pied Piper enters and observes the bird)
Pied Piper:		I hear your woe my little friend,
			A soothing strain for you I'll send.  (He pipes a few notes on his recorder, then he spots Little Willie in the stocks)
		Ach du lieber, What do we have here?  (feigning disbelief )
		A master criminal that's obvious and clear, (walking around Willie and observing)
		But a one legged boy of such diminutive size,
		(in jest) Can it be,  methinks, you're wearing a disguise!
Willie:	I'm not a criminal, I am what you see,
		I did nothing wrong, and I should be free,
		It was the rats who stole all the food,
		And they're all around, I must conclude.
Pied Piper: 	Then, how fortunate it is I came along,
			For I have what's needed to right this wrong.
Willie:		You mean you can free me from all this despair? (motioning to the stocks)
Pied Piper:		Nein, but rid you I can of your rat nightmare.
Willie:		But how, mein herr , can you possibly do that?
			Surely, you won't try to sell me a cat!
Pied Piper:		I'll summon a tune, a song I'll compose,
			That commands the pests, from their heads to their toes,	
			I’ll dance them afar and prance them away,
			And all this I’ll do for a few coppers a day. 
Willie:		Surely you jest, all this with a song!
Pied Piper:		With the right tune in the air, the charm can be strong.
			Just mingle and merge the sounds all about,
			And your woes and troubles, you'll soon do without.
			Don't believe?  Observe yonder Blue Bird so sad,
Pied Piper:		Lost he did, a friend he once had,
			A few notes in the sky, tweedle dee, tweedle die,
			(The Pied Piper plays a happy musical refrain on his recorder, the Blue Bird notices and flutters about, his mate enters, they happily sing and dance together then fly away.)
And together again, my flute brings them nigh.
(Willie is impressed by the Pied Piper’s abilities.  Then the Piper puts a small recorder in Willie’s pocket)
Pied Piper:		Here, take this pipe and keep it near,
Since the need for my talents is obvious and clear,
			Just toot a few notes then soon I’ll appear.
(Willie is dumbfounded, the Pied Piper exits and the rats sneak back into the court- yard.)
Ratso:	Ach Tung everyone! The moon is out and the town’s asleep,
		There’s food’s about and it’s ours to reap,   
(seeing Willie in the stocks)
Ach du liebe! Who’s this I see all stuck in the stocks?
A thief you must be to sit in these locks,
A terrible knave, a naughty bad boy,
Now the fruits of your crime are yours to enjoy.
 (They all laugh and gather around Willie, they taunt him and sing:)
Wiskers:	For a little boy, you’re a big bad thief,
Spike:	We told you that you’d come to grief,
Fudgie:	For being in the stocks, there is no relief,
Nosey:	But we’re kind and generous beyond belief,  (holding out beef)
 Squeekers:	Here, we’ll even share a chunk of this juicy fresh beef.  (He shoves it in Willie’s mouth.  (They all laugh, bow to each other, very pleased with their wit)
Willie:		You’re the thieves, you no good rats,
			You’ll get your due, now scoot and scat!
Brainy:		He refers, I believe, to the traps they have prepared.
Chum Chum:	(sarcastically) Oh, Mein Gott!   I’m sooo sooo scared!  
(The rats take the food, spring the traps, and pile them up around Little Willie and even put one on his head.  Encircling and singing in unison:)
		Poor Little Willie caught in a trap,
		Sittin' and fummin' all in a rage,
		Now who's the one getting his due,
		The bad little thief, they know it's you!
		But we'll scoot and scat, just for you,
		Yumpty  dumpty whoopty  dooo   (gyrating and rubbing their stomachs)
		Chompty, chumpty munchty, chew,
		We're very hungry, and there's much to eat,
		Everywhere we look, there's one more treat!
		Umm, umm, yumedy, yumm,
		
Ratso:	All right everyone, we have a wedding to prepare for,
		Gather what you can, there’s goodies galore.
Winkie:	Hey, lets invite Willie, make him guest of honor!
Ratso:	Well, he’s rather confined stuck in that wood collar.
Porky:	But he took the rap, while we remain free.
Ratso:	Then young Willie here, the guest of honor, he shall be.
(The rats begin running around and stealing food, while Ratso prepares for the wedding)
Willie:	You’ll never get away with this,
		Stealing food the town will surely miss,
		I know a way to make you pay,
		There will come a time,  you’ll rue this day.	
Rats:		(spoken in unison by a few of the rats near Willie.  They hiss and bear their teeth and scare Willie)
		You really don’t want to make us mad,
		We guarantee you’ll be sorry you had. 
Ratso:	All right already, you've had your fun,
		We have a wedding to prepare and it must get done.
Porky:	Well, what can we do, what would be best?
Ratso:	Sausage methinks would make a really nice fest,
		A dish all the guests would love to ingest.
Porky:	I know just the place to fulfill your request.
(sneaking over to the the Butcher Shop, then to the audience)
		Oooo!  I spy on the ledge, what the Butcher has got,
		Umm, umm.  Fresh made sausage still sizzling and hot,
		At the feast it’s sure to hit the spot,
		A great gift it will make when they tie the knot.  (He steals the sausage and brings it to the Wedding)
Song:  The Party Song
Ratso:		Now Snow-Flake you'll stand here as the bride,
			And Scuffles as groom, you'll stand by her side,
Snow-Flake:	(asking) The flower girls my sisters, want to be,
Ratso:		Not enough flowers in the village is the problem I foresee. 
(Porky enters and places the sausage on the table)
			Good, sausage, now what can we use for the Wedding Toast.
Whiskers:		The brewery in town, the best beer they boast.  
Ratso:		Gut! Schon, there's nothing better than a well made 					beer,
			Then sneak over there and bring some here!  (Whiskers sneaks off to the nearby brewery and observes an open door)
Whiskers:		Hmmm, what can this mean, the door was left open?
			Did they forget to close it, or perhaps it's broken.
			Or maybe they drank too much of their beer,
			If that's the case, then I have nothing to fear,
			I'll just take one small keg and make it disappear,
			And then at the Wedding Fest, it will be most dear!   
			 (He sneaks in the door and takes a small keg and brings it to Ratso's table)
Ratso:	Good, now we have beer, but there's still something amiss,
		A certain item to give that special touch of bliss.
Brainy:	(intellectually) I believe you must be referring to a cake of the 			Wedding variety,
		A commodity the village Baker makes with some notoriety.
Nosey:	Do you mean a Wedding Cake?  And the Baker,
		My nose knows he's a gifted cake maker.
		I'll take a stroll and sniff sniff around,
		Then sneak and peak with nary, darry a sound. 
(He goes off to the baker's shop)  (Meanwhile Ratso is having difficulty organizing all the flower girls.  They're acting unruly, pulling each other's tails, and trying to eat the flowers.)
Ratso:	Oh, meine liebe, my whiskers I'm ready to pull out!
		Politeness and manners you shamefully flout.
		Now gather together and stand nice and straight,
		Hair pulling and biting will make me irate,
		And don't eat the flowers, there're just for design.
		Down the aisle you'll march when I give you the sign.	
(Nosey sneaks near the Baker's Shop and sniffs the air)
Nosey:	(sniffing)  Again in the air a heavenly scent,
		A cake it must be for a wedding event.
		Everyone agrees he makes the best cake,
		I'm sure he won't mind if one I do take.  (he steals the cake and runs back to the Wedding)
Ratso:	Gather round everyone, it's time to wed,
		The hour is late and the feast is spread,
		Do you Snow-Flake and Scuffles agree to pair,
		(they hold hands and look into each other's eyes fondly)
Snow-Flake and Scuffles:	Yes, we do, we lovingly swear,
Ratso:	Then so, I pronounce you,  man and wife,
		May you multiply often and have a great life.
		OK everyone, please take a seat, 
		There's many a treat, so let's all eat!
Pepper:	It's so nice to see such a loving twosome,
Spike:		Then come back tomorrow their marrying a foursome,
Fudgie:		And the next night I hear it's to be a 'sixsome'.
Pepper:		Ach du liepestrum.  Where're they all coming from!
(They all sit at the tables and begin to eat voraciously and with no manners)
Scuffles:	To Great King Ratso I'd like to make a toast,
		To say the least, you are the most,
		For having the brains to lead us all here,
		Where our plates are heaping and our cups full of beer,
		So please raise your arms! For joy give a shout,  (they all cheer wildly)	
		Now let's eat and drink till we all pass out.
Ratso:	(clinking his cup)  Listen all, before you sprawl,
		You've made short work of all this food,
		But there's still one thing more till we conclude,
		The Bride and Groom must cut the cake,
		And then our sweet tooth we all can slake.
		Let's all join in song, please follow me,  
		In merry tune and revelry.
Song:		The Bride cuts the cake, The Bride cuts the cake,
		Hi Ho just gobble and gorge, The Bride cuts the cake.  (She cuts the cake and daintily feeds the Groom)
Ratso:	Now for the Groom!  (They all sing)
		The Groom cuts the cake, The Groom cuts the cake,
		Hi, Ho just scarf and stuff,  The Groom cuts the cake!  (He cuts the cake and daintily feeds the Bride)
Squeekers:		Hey, what about our honored guest?
			Sitting in the stocks, he looks so depressed,
			I'm sure some cake he'd love to ingest.
			Invite him we should to our most happy fest?
Willie:		I don't want any of your stolen cake,
			You'll get your due, when the townsfolk wake!
Ratso:		All right everyone, sing, 
			Let's hear your voices ring!
			The guest cuts the cake, the guest cuts the cake,
			(spoken) For him the cutting we'll have to fake,
			Hi, Ho, just smash and mash, (they smash the cake in his face)
			The guest cuts the cake!  (they all laugh uproariously)
Willie:		You have a lot of nerve,
			An you all will get what you deserve!
Spike:		It's you, my friend, who'll bear the shame,
			With cake on your face, you'll take the blame.  (He laughs)
		(yawning) But I ate too much, and now I'm tired,
			I think it's time that I retired.  (With that, he lies down behind a rock and goes to sleep.  The other rats yawn and stretch and act tired too.)
Whiskers:		This wedding sure was the best
			But, right now I think I need to rest.  (He beds down behind a tree) 
Brainy:	(Yawning and stretching) I, most sadly must disclose,
			My need to take a little doze.  (All the rats find places to hide behind and go to sleep.  After a brief musical interlude, the village begins to arise. The Milk Maid, still sleepy and humming a tune opens her shutter and first looks at the sun, then about.)
Milk Maid:		(sings) The sun arises, such a lovely morning,
			This beautiful day it will soon be adorning.
			Ach du libre!  What happened out here!
			A battle, a war, a crusade came near?  (She sees a rat move)
			Oh, mein Gott!  We've got rats about.  (she gets her broom)
			I'll get you pests, I'll clear you out!  (she starts chasing the rats with her broom, and swatting after them, and shouts)
			Wake up, everyone, wake up, there's rats everywhere!
Baker:	(opening his shutters)  What's all the noise going on out there?
		Is that ratten I see that you're chasing around?
		I'll get my roller and give them a pound!  (He goes out and gives chase also with his rolling pin.)
Butcher:	(opens the shutters and pokes his head out) 
			Ho!  What this I hear, such a terrible din,
Dairy Maid:	Hurry, help, There's rats all over, with more coming in!
Butcher:		Yes, yes I see them, I am a believer,
			Just one moment, I'll get my meat cleaver!	(He goes out and chases the rats also, swinging and swiping with his meat cleaver)
Baker:	(swinging at a rat)  Take that, you dirty rat!
Butcher:	(swinging his cleaver at a rat)	You no good pest,
			I'll get you and all the rest!  (The rats gradually disperse off-stage and the Mayor and his Counselors enter the Courtyard)	
Mayor:		Oh, mein Got!  What's all this mess and ruckus?
Milk Maid:		Can't you see, there's rats among us!
Little Willie:	Rats!  See, I told you so!
			They're the thieves, which now you know.
Mayor:	All I know is the cake that I see on your face,
		And a frightful mess strewn all around this place.
Councilor 1:		Maybe someone let him out with a key,
				An accomplice he has who works for a fee.
Milk Maid:		I saw the rats, they were all running around!
Baker:		I saw them too, though now none can be found.
Butcher:		And I saw them three, in this village they abound.
			There can be no doubt, we have rats in this town!
Mayor:		Well, ah, ah, I guess if you say so,
(Hildi and her mother Helga enter the court yard)
Hildi:			What about Willie, you must let him go!
			Because he's innocent, which now you all know.  

Mayor:		All right, set him free, I guess that's fair,  (Hildi and Counselor 1 unlock the stocks and free Willie)
Baker:		But what about all the rats out there?
Mayor:		Well, ah, I think, we'll have to, ah, somehow prepare,
Milk Maid:		Prepare!  How do you mean 'prepare?
Mayor:		Well, ah, we will have to, in some way, ah, take care ....
Counselor 2:	What he means is, we'll have to set out more traps.
Willie:		Traps!  To these rats they're naught but good snacks!
Helga:		Then, mein Gott, then what shall we do?
Willie:		I know a rat-catcher who I think will come through,
			He'll arrive if I blow a few toots on this flute.
Counselor 1:	But how do we know he's a man of repute?
Willie:		He demonstrated to me a command of his trade,
Milk Maid:		(panicing and shouting) You have to do something to end 				this rat raid!
Mayor:		All right, call this rat-catcher friend that you know,
			Perhaps he can deliver us from all this rat woe.
(Willie steps away and blows a simple tune on his recorder, while the townsfolk and Mayor confer.  The Pied Piper enters)  
Pied Piper:		I hear a tune, a call in the air,
			A need I sense for my services to share,
			For a few coppers a day, a reasonable fare,
			Away I can march your verminous cares.
(The Mayor, his Counselors and the townsfolk are amazed at his prompt arrival)
Mayor:		We thank you for your prompt appearance,
			May we ask of your method of . . ah, rat clearance?
Pied Piper:		My people and I learned how to listen,
			To the sounds in the air that sparkle and glisten,
			The whoosh of the wind, the splash of the rains,
			The lap of a wave, they form  simple refrains,
			These I weave into music and play on my fife,
			The sounds of the soul, the strains of all life.
(The Pied Piper plays a short musical passage on his recorder that visibly affects all who hear)
Counselor 1:	You mean with your flute and you'll just lure them away?
Willie:		With his music, I saw him heal a sick Jay.
 (The Mayor and the Counselors take a few steps away and confer among themselves)
Counselor 2:	What have we got to lose, let's give him a try,
Counselor 1:	If he fails in this, his fee we need not apply,
Mayor:		If he fails in this, it's in the stocks for this guy.  (They all laugh and walk back to the Pied Piper)
Mayor:		We must admit, your methods seem unusual,
			But if you succeed with your music ritual,
			And waltz away the rats, each and every individual,
			Then  gladly we'll pay for such a rat miracle. 
Pied Piper:		Then we're in accord, we're in agreement,
			When the sun goes down and with nights ascent,
			A special tune for the rats I will invent,
			And dance them afar as is your intent.
Act 2:
Scene 2:	The Village Court Yard 
(It's night time, the villagers have retired and the rats are emerging lazily from having gorged too much the previous evening)
Spike:	(To others)	Ready for another night of goodies galore?
Nosey:	Anymore goodies and I'll collapse on the floor.  (moaning and holding his stomach)
Whiskers:		I never thought I'd ever say this,
			But, another feast I really, don't mind if I miss.
Fudgie:		But of this town you must admit,
			Upstairs in the head, they're lacking in wit,
			Just leaving their food clearly laying about,
			Can you blame us rats if we should dine out?  (They all laugh)
Ratso:		(entering)  All right everyone, get up and prepare,
			for tonight we need some tasty wedding fare,
			And please don't skimp, since tonight's a double,
			I know in this town, that will be no trouble.
Chum Chum:	Oh, no!  Not another wedding tonight.
			I ate so much, I can't take another bite.
			My buttons are all ready to pop,
			Please understand, I simply must stop.  (he groans)
Scuffles:	(entering)	Hey, I hear the Baker has some fresh potato pie,
Several Rats:		Oh, no, anymore pie and we'll surely all die.  (all groaning)  (Offstage they hear the piping of a musical phrase)
Spike:		Hey, listen, did you hear that tune in the air?
Brainy:		Yes, I profoundly did, it was exceedingly fair.        (The piping music resumes offstage)	 
			Hey, there it is again, those charming notes,
			A melody in the breeze that drifts and floats  (The tempo of the music picks up.)
Nosey:	(He gets up and starts doing a dance)
			Hey, I like this, it makes me want to dance.
			And my legs are moving, as if in a trance.  (More rats get up and start dancing)
Scuffles:  (to Snow Flake) 	If I may be so bold as to advance,
(extending his arm to her)	That to this music, we twirl and prance.	(She agrees and they begin dancing also.)
Pied Piper:	  (singing to the music)  Good evening my little rodent friends.
			Fear not and just dance as the music intends,  (The rats are startled at first, but their fears are eased by the Pipers words)
			For I am the piper, a special music maker,
			My song I do offer, so please be the taker.
			A certain tune for you, I have composed,
			That will fire your feet and twinkle your toes.  (He plays some more, and now all the rats are dancing)
			Feel the music in your bones, let it take hold,
			Just let yourself go, let the melodies enfold,
			Put the jiggle in your belly, and rumple in your fur,
			Or a wiggle in your ears, if that's what you prefer,
			But  follow the music fall under it's the spell,
			And twirl and whorl and sweep and swell,
			A special song I have for my little rat friends,
			As long as you follow, the music never ends.                        (Now the rats sing:)
			Your offer is fair, we like what you suggest,
			The music we hear is magically expressed,
			Afraid we're not, to dance is our desire,
			We'll let ourselves go, as the music requires,
			We'll put the wiggle in our buns, and the squiggle in our 				tails,
			The sizzle in our paws, whatever the dance entails.
			We follow the muse, and fall under your spell,
			And will dance and prance, where ever you tell.
			In that special song for your little rat friends,
			We follow you and hope the music never ends.
(The Pied Piper dances the rats off stage.  The lights dim as the music continues then fads out.  The lights come up and it's morning the next day.  The Baker is busying himself opening his shop, humming and singing to himself.)
The Butcher:	Out on a ledge my stew I left,
			Now I'm fearful to see if there's been a theft,
			The rat catcher's skills I was to test,
			His claim to rid, the rats that infest.  (Looking at the window ledge)
			Auh de liebe!  My stew is still here!
			Left over night, it did not disappear!                                         (He runs out in the Court Yard exclaiming 'my stew is still here', etc.   In the dairy shop, the Milk Maid is preparing her shop for the day, humming and singing to herself)
The Milk Maid:	My cheese, my cheese, I left on the sill,
			A check, it would seem, of the rat catchers skill.
			Afraid, I am, to turn my head and see,
			If my cheese is still here, and we are rat free.  (reluctantly looking at the window ledge).  
			Auh du liebe!  My cheese is still here!
			And I can see no rats, not any, not near!                                        (She runs out into the Court Yard exclaiming that fact.  The Baker makes ready his shop for the day and hums and sings to himself)
The Baker:		Pies, pies!  I make all kinds of pies.
			I left one outside to see if it flies,
			Such a big sacrifice I am willing to make,
			To learn if the rat catcher is a big fake.   (looking on the ledge)
			Ach du liebe!  My pie is still on the ledge!
			The rats must be gone, this fact I must allege.                                                (He runs out into the Court Yard exclaiming 'The rats are gone, The rats are gone'  The Mayor and his Counselors enter, and gradually Willie, Hildi and Helga and other children (the rats)  begin playing.)
The Milk Maid:		The rats are gone, Mr. Mayor, the rats are gone!
				I left the food out for them to feast on,
				An lo and behold, this dawn it was still here!
Baker, Butcher:		And ours too your Honor,  that fact is clear!
Counselor 1:		So everything's back to the way things should be,
Milk Maid:			I guess the Rat Catcher made the rats flee.
Mayor:		How do we know this all was his doing,
			Perhaps the rats left of their own choosing.	
Willie:		Of course it was him, and you have an accord,
			Now, when he comes, you must pay his reward.	
Mayor:		I see, our little friend wants to go back  in the stocks,
Counselor 2:	And this time, we should stuff his mouth with some socks.	(They all laugh and the Mayor continues with his analysis.)
Mayor:		We have no proof that the Piper removed the rats,
			It could have been anything, maybe this, maybe that.
			We don't have to pay him, after all, what can he do?
			If he puts up a fuss, it's the stocks for him too.  (They all laugh and pat the Mayor on the back.  The Pied Piper enters.)
Pied Piper:		Good morning friends.  I presume the night was  quiet.
			And that it transpired without a rat riot.
Counselor 1:	Ja, or maybe the rats, they all went on a diet!  (They laugh, and make mocking gestures)
Pied Piper:		There weren't any rats because I led them away,
			With my charms and song which came into play.
			I've come for my fee as was agreed,
			I did what I said, the rat ridding deed.
Mayor:		We have no record, no witness in fact,
			No reason to believe you did such an act.
			So, right now, we must ask you to leave,
			Or a stay in the stocks is the fee you'll receive.
Pied Piper:		I'm stunned to hear that our pledge you forswear,
			When I next return, you'll gladly pay . . double my fare.  
(The Pied Piper hastily exits.  The Mayor and Counselors continue talking among themselves, the shop keepers return to their shops and the village children enter the Court Yard.)
Heinz:		Hey everyone, who wants to play 'Cat and Mouse'?                 (The other children respond)
Children:		'Me', 'I do', 'We'll play', 'Me', 'me too',  
Kirt:			'Hey, wait till I finish cleaning the house!'  (poking his head out a window)
Heinz:		All right, form a circle, I'll be the cat.
Frieda:		That's no fair, you always get to be the cat.
Heinz:		Then I'll be the mouse, any objections to that?
			But, you better be fast or on your butt you'll fall flat.                         (They begin to organize among themselves, arguing about who gets to be what.)  
Hildi:			(She goes and stands next of Willie)
			You did the right thing, when you raised the alarm,
			And you saved the village from very great harm.
			Yet you get no credit, and barely dodged blame,
			It's the Mayor and his Cronies who should bear all the 					shame.
Willie:		I only did what I could, because I try to do good,
			But now the rats have departed, and we're back where 				we started.
(Hildi puts her hand on his shoulder)  			
Hildi:			I'm glad to have you as my friend,
Willie:		And on my friendship you too, can depend.    (The children move closer to Hildi and Willie.)
Fritz:			Hey, why don't we make Little Willie be the rat?
Ernst:		He'll be real easy to catch, we'll snatch him (snap)  just like that! (He snaps his fingers)
Hildi:			You pick on Willie because he can't run.
			Now go somewhere else to have your fun.
Kirt:			Ooooo.  I think Hildi has a crush on Willie.
Hildi:			Hold your tongue, what you say is just silly.
Children:		(The children chant a few times)
			Willie loves Hilde, and Hildi loves Willie,
			Huggin' and kissin', each other silly.            (Hildi and Willie are embarrassed but not protesting too much)
Heinz:		Hey, let's do them a favor and give them a wedding,
			After all, we know, that's where they're  heading.  (Hildi and Willie confer, then agree to play the game)
Willie:		All right, we'll go along for now, just to have some fun,
Hildi:			But if you go too far, then this fun will be done.
Heinz:		All right everyone, spread apart and make an aisle,
			Now Hildi and Willie, you walk hand in hand, and don' t 				forget to smile.  (They walk down the aisle while the children sing 'here comes the bride. . .)
Children: (sung)		Here comes the Bride,
				With the Groom by her side,
				He tripped on her gown, and fell on his crown,
				Then down came the Bride,
				With the Groom by her side,
				Then she cried with a frown,
				How can I marry this clown?  (The children all laugh including Willie and Hildi.)
				Here comes the Bride, still trying to decide,
				If the boy by her side, is the right one for her,
				They had a parley, and did confer,
				That another she really would prefer.
				She walked away from his side,
				Then the little boy cried, cried, and cried!  (The children all laugh again)	
Heinz:		I'll be the Mayor ...'I now pronounce you man and wife!'
			Now Willie, you may kiss the bride - for the rest of your life! (They all laugh and make smooching gestures)
Hildi:			(pointing her finger)  I warned you about mocking too much,
			And don't even think about, mentioning the crutch!
Fritz:			OK already, . . now it's time to hold the first dance,
			Hildi and Willie are you ready to prance?
Hildi:			I don't hear any music, where is the band?
Heinz:		Then, we'll gather some players, the best in the land.  (The children make a makeshift orchestra.)
Gregor:		I'll play the flute, I know how to toot,
Rudi:			I'll use my thumbs to play the drums,  (He demonstrates)
Ernst:		And I'm pretty sharp at playing the harp.
Heinz:		Good, then we have the music, now the rest of you sing,
			And sing nice and loud,  let your voices ring.
Song:  Wedding Waltz
		The Bride and the Groom shall begin the first dance,
		Swirling around as if in a trance,
		Watch where you tread, don't step on her toe,
		Or for the rest of your life, you will only know woe.  (They all laugh)
(Chorus)	They twirl and whorl, the first on the floor,
		Party all night, the last out the door,
		So happy they are, they don't know what's in store,
		That from here on out, they'll both be at war!  (more laughter)
		Twirl around, whorl around, dance the night away,
		Enjoy yourselves now cause soon you will pay.
Pied Piper:		(strolling in casually, carrying his flute)
			A funny wedding song, I'm hearing you play,
			Do you mind if I join, in on the fray?	
Willie:	(To the children easing their fears)
			Don't worry, he's a good musician, and also my friend,
			The tunes he'll add, will very nicely blend.   (The Piper starts to alternately play and sing, and the children begin to fall under his sway)
Pied Piper:		The Bride and the Groom shall prance the first dance,
			Swirling around as if in a trance,
			Let the music take hold, let the spell advance,
			The joy that you feel, the music will enhance.
(Chorus)		Simply twirl and whorl and frolic on the floor,
			Then follow your legs, and hasten them fore, 
			Enjoy the sweet melody, let the song have its sway,
			The music is unending  if you do as I say.                                     (He leads the children off-stage, but comes back and to Willie.)
Willie:		Hey, I can't keep up, please wait for me,
Pied Piper:		(Turning back and approaching Willie)
			A special task I have if you will agree,
			Deliver this note to the Mayor and his men,
			When they do as I say, then your flute play again,
			And all will be clear when I next appear.  (he exits)
Helga:	(poking her head out a window and looking around)
		(calling)  Hildi, where are you.  Time to come home for lunch.
		Hmmm.  I don't see her, nor her friends, not the whole bunch.
Milk Maid:	(poking her head out a window and looking around)
		(calling)  'Fritz, Frieda, The food's been served.  It's time to come 			home.
		(To herself)  Hmmm.  All the children are gone, now where did 			they roam?
Baker:	(Calling out the window)  'Gregor! Rudi!  Dinner's on the table, 			it's time to eat.  (looking carefully out the window, then to himself)
		They can't be seen, they're not on the street.   Hmmm.  (They all run out and into the Court Yard with other parents, exclaiming . .)
Helga:		I can't find my Hildi!
Milkmaid:		I can't find my Fritz and Frieda!
Baker:		I can't find my Gregor and Rudi!
The Parents:	(As they're running around in the Court Yard, they shout . .)
			'The children are gone,'  'They can't be found!'
			'We looked everywhere,'  'We searched all around!'
			'Oh, what can we do?'   'This can't be true!'
Mayor:	(enters with his Counselors)
			What's all the fuss, what's all this flurry?
Butcher:		The children are gone and we're starting to worry.
Mayor:		They probably went in the woods, you know how kids are,
			Looking for berries, I'm sure they're not far.
Willie	(enters the Court Yard and holds out a note to the Mayor)
			The Piper asked me to give you this note,
			So here it is now, I don't know what he wrote.  (The Mayor reads the note then passes it to his Counselors, who pass it to the Parents)
Mayor:		Ach du liebe!  The Piper stole the children!
Helga:		How can that be, that's simply bewilderin'!
Mayor:		For the rat ridding deed, we're now to pay double,
Baker:		(To the Mayor)  You're the one who brought us this trouble,
Milk Maid:		Ja!  You agreed on the deed, you had an accord,
			But when it came time to pay, his fee you ignored!
Butcher:		Take the money from his purse, then maybe he'll learn,
Helga:		And put him in the stocks, until the children return!  (The parents grab the Mayor, take his purse and put him in the stocks.  His Counselors slink away.)
Willie:		The Piper says, you're to pay me the price,
			Then the children will return in but a trice.
			 (The Parents give the purse to Willie, who sidles stage right and plays his pipe and the Children return singing and dancing.  Everyone's happy, they have a big party and Willie meets the Piper on a side stage.)
Willie:	(To the Piper)  Here's the purse with double your fare,
		The town is so sorry, they know they did ere.
Piper:	My strains are for hire, that much is true,
		If my talent you desire, you must give me what's due.
		For I am a Piper, a simple melody maker,
		For a few coppers a day, you can be a tune taker.
		I listen to the sounds of music all about,
		And compose the songs, none can do without,
		With the power of my music, the charm can be strong,
		Because the notes of all life, are the way of my song.	
The Finale:	
Parents:		We're so happy our Children returned,
			They're what's important, this we have learned,
			A deal's a deal, just pay what is due,
			Always be honest, that's not something new.
			Love of family is what matters in the end,
			A lesson we learned from our music making friend.

Chorus:		You must pay the Piper for the music he makes,
			Cheating and deceit is a very big mistake,
			His price is most fair, for all that you get,
			For the joy of music, the price can't be set.
			So just pay the Piper for the tunes that you use,
			And in the song of the Piper you shall find your muse.

Children:		It didn't seem like we were gone very long,
			We were lost in the dance, caught up in the song,
			We didn't think, we did anything wrong,
			For the power of music grabbed us so strong.
			Deep in our bones, the music took hold,
			We just followed our legs, where ever they told.
	
