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Tails of Hamelin 

Book & Lyrics by Chris Blackwood 

Music by Piers Chater Robinson 
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The Storyteller 

The Pied Piper.................................................................... A Glam Rock Star Musician 

The Rat King................................................................ the Rat King of the Underworld 

Burgermeister Schmalz................................................................................ the mayor 

Frau Schmalz..................................................................................... the mayor’s wife 

Herr Glocken........................................................................................ the clock seller 

Herr Strudel................................................................................................. the baker 

Frau Blumenkohl........................................................................................ the grocer 

Hans............................................................................................... the crippled child 

Scabs................................................................................... the Rat King’s henchman 

Ratzella......................................................................................... the Rat King’s moll 

Mike Boom.............................................................. ‘Eye on Hamelin’ News Reporter 

Deirdre................................................................................................ a make-up girl 

Silas P. Slopegutter................................................................................. a rat catcher 

Etta....................................................................................................... a village child 

Dieter…………………………………………………………………………………………….….. a village child 

Councillor for Health and Safety..................................................An officious Official 

Councillor for Education............................................................. An officious Official 

Councillor for Finance................................................................. An officious Official 

Councillor for Housing................................................................ An officious Official 
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Musical Numbers and Scenes 

00   Introduction (Dawn on Market Square)........................................Instrumental 

Scene I  

01 Hamelin Swing..................................................................Storyteller & Chorus 

Scene II 

02 Villagers’ Lament..............................................................Storyteller & Chorus 

03 The Rat Pack...................................................................................Rat Chorus 

04 Good To Be Bad.......................................................The Rat King & Rat Chorus 

Scene III 

04a Sunrise........................................................................................Instrumental 

05 Rats’ Rampage............................................................................Instrumental 

Scene IV 

06 Rats! Ay! Ay!........................Blumenkohl, Glocken, Strudel, Storyteller & Cast 

06a Newsflash Sting...........................................................................Sound Effect 

Scene V 

07 Villagers’ Lament II.........................................................................Storyteller 

08  Is it Newsworthy?................................................................The Press Chorus 

09 Great Things Done...................................................................Schmalz & Cast 

10 Peasants’ Revolt....................................................Storyteller, Glocken & Cast 

Scene VI 

11 The Call Goes Out..........................................................Storyteller & Schmalz 

Scene VII 

12 Ratcatcher.........................................................................Mayor and Council 

Scene VIII 

13 The Wind Has Changed………………............................................................Cast 
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Scene IX 

14  Toot That Flute (The Piper’s Song)…………….…...Piper, Schmalz, Frau Schmalz, 

                                                                                                      Storyteller & Chorus 

15 The Mayor and the Piper........................................... ....Storyteller & Chorus  

16 Stop That Knocking..................................................Schmalz, Piper & Chorus 

17  The Charm............................................................................................Piper 

17a  The Piper’s Call.........................................................................Instrumental 

18 Good To Be Bad - Reprise........................................Rat King and Rat Chorus 

19 Follow The Piper.............................................Piper, Storyteller, Rats & Cast 

20 The Good Old Days Of Wine And Roses………………...…Glocken, Blumenkohl,  

                                                                                                         Strudel & Chorus 

Scene X 

20a Children’s Dance......................................................................Instrumental 

21 The Piper Returns (Wine And Roses - Reprise)…...................Piper & Chorus 

Scene XI 

22  If You Don’t Pay The Piper………........................................Piper and Chorus 

Scene XII 

23 The Charm - Reprise...........................................................................Piper 

24 Follow the Piper - Reprise..................Storyteller, Piper, Children & Chorus 

25 The Charm - Reprise.......................................................Storyteller & Piper 

26 And Then There Were None........................................Storyteller & Chorus 

Scene XIII 

27 Pity Now the Poor Boy.........................................................Hans & Chorus 

28 Finale...............................................................................Storyteller & Cast 

29 Hamelin Mash-Up..................................................................Full Company 

30 Exit Music...............................................................................Instrumental 
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A Piece of a Jigsaw or a Jigsaw of a Piece 

In the church of Hamelin, dated from c. 1300, there was a stained-glass window described in 

many accounts between the 14th and 17th century which seems to have depicted a tragic 

historical event in the town. Unfortunately, the original window was destroyed in 1660, but 

a modern reconstruction based on these accounts now graces the church with its colourful 

depiction of the Pied Piper and children dressed in white. 

In 1384, it was stated in town records that ‘It is 100 years since our children left’. No 

explanation can be considered true but from this event myth and folklore, as is often the 

case, grew.  

Amongst these tales, the most enduring is the tale of the rat infestation and the bargain the 

town strikes with the mysterious piper to rid them of the plague.  

This was to be our next challenge; a completely sung-through musical based on the well-

known story with a moral. 

To create the world of Hamelin, it was decided that we would be playfully anachronistic, 

drawing on popular culture and many different styles of music to tell the story in our own 

way. 

That was our first challenge.  

When the full score and lyrics were written, we decided that we would try something 

completely original and make the show totally inclusive for all abilities of company or 

school.  

This was our second challenge. 

Dances were written and scenes were elaborated on to include spoken dialogue to 

incorporate all three disciplines. These were produced as humorous sketches to elongate 

should a company want to fill a larger time period than the original sung-through. 

In doing this, we have allowed directors and teachers to have what I like to call a ‘pick-n-

mix’ production.  This allows the piece to be played in many forms. 

 A one act sung-through piece 

 A two act full-length musical with or without dances (There are two markings for an 

interval in the script) 

 A one act musical with narration 

 Any permutation of the above 

It is down to the company which scenes they use and which songs. The sung-through 

obviously stands alone, telling the story in its entirety. The scenes are useful to make an 

evening of it, as with the dances. As I write this, I am in the process of writing narration to 
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cover each song, should a school or company wish to cut any music for the sake of ease or 

to make it accessible to all ages of performers. 

The format is fluid and companies may wish to use a mixture of these things as it is 

developed in a way to mould the show to the abilities of the performers. A number of good 

roles have been added for non-singers. This is to give it the maximum level of participation 

for your company or school. 

Have fun, play and enjoy. 

Every piece of the jigsaw is there, the picture you make is yours. 

 

Chris Blackwood 
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Cast Breakdown 

Playing age is for reference only as it will depend on the ages of your group. It is merely an 
indication for costume and aging for younger groups. The gender mix of your actors can be 
re-arranged but the characters should be played as the gender specified. It can be 
pantomime-like. The costume should be specific to each character. In the case of the stall 
holders (eg. Herr Glocken, Frau Blumenkohl etc.) they should have costumes that have 
emblems of what they sell. For example, on the skirts of Blumenkohl, vegetables; Glocken, 
clock parts on his work apron. Bright, Germanic and big. Leading characters should stand 
out with an indication of what they do. There are singing roles and non-singing roles, to aid 
inclusivity. 

 

The Storyteller 

Singing role. Female. Playing age: Mid 20s upwards. 

Happy disposition. Can get flustered. She always tries to keep the story running smoothly 

despite the villagers’ constant interruptions. 

 

The Pied Piper  

Singing role. Male. Playing age: 20 upwards. 

A Glam Rock Star Musician. Something of a Russell Brand/Captain Jack/Marc Bolan/Keith 

Richards look about him. Mysterious, tall and willowy, lively and strange.  

 

The Rat King 

Singing role, Male. Playing age: 20 upwards. 

The Rat King of the Underworld. 1930s Mob boss. Suave and tall. Dangerous and dark. 

Captain Hook meets Don Corleone 

 

Burgermeister Schmalz 

Singing role. Male. Playing Age: 50 upwards. 

The mayor of Hamelin. Portly, bumptious and vain.  A sly politician. Henpecked by his wife. 

 

Frau Schmalz 

Singing role. Female. Playing age: 40 upwards. 

The mayor’s wife. Strong, loud, portly. Vain and dragon-like. 

 

Herr Glocken 

Singing role. Male. Playing age: 50 upwards. 

The clock seller. Gepetto/Einstein look about him. One of the clowns of the piece. 

Moustachioed, slightly foolish but rather sarcastic. 
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Herr Strudel 

Singing role. Male. Playing age: Mid 20s upwards. 

The baker. Rotund. Slightly dainty due to his love of theatre and romance. Eats as much as 

he sells. Clown of the piece as part of the trio of stall holders. 

 

Frau Blumenkohl 

Singing role. Female. Playing age: Mid 20s upwards. 

The grocer. Rebellious and forms the third in the clown trio. Quick witted, tall and can be 

quite hard-nosed. 

 

Hans 

Singing role. Male/Female. Playing age: No older than 11. 

The crippled boy. Small, weak and pale. He walks with a crutch. He is very much like Tiny 

Tim. 

 

Scabs 

Non-singing role. Male. Playing age: Mid 20s upwards. 

The Rat King’s henchman. Short and fat. Comedy foil to The Rat King. Always scratching and 

quite fidgety. 

 

Ratzella 

Non-singing role. Female. Playing age: Mid 20s upwards. 

The Rat King’s moll. Ditzy, dumb blonde flapper girl of the 1920s. Pretty and shapely. 

 

Mike Boom 

Non-singing role. Male. Playing age: 30 upwards. 

 ‘Eye on Hamelin’ News Anchor. Vain and self-important. 

 

Deirdre 

Non-singing role. Female. Playing age: Mid 30s upwards. 

A make-up girl. Quite dowdy, horn-rimmed glasses, librarian like and very sarcastic. 

 

Silas P. Slopegutter 

Non-singing role. Male. Playing age: 40 upwards. 

A rat catcher. Slimy, sly and dirty. A con man. Top hatted, melodrama villain. Seen better 

days. He is ‘of the gutter’. Cockney. 

 

Etta 

Non-singing role. Female. Playing Age. No older than 15. 

A village child. Caring, thoughtful and quite a leader. 
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Dieter 

Non-singing role. Male/ Female. Played as a boy. Playing age: No older than 14. 

A village child. Bit of a bully. 

 

Councillor for Health and Safety 

Singing Role. Male/Female. Played Male. Playing Age: 40s upwards 

An officious official. Well to do, well fed and well heeled. He wears a lab coat and goggles 

over his suit. He has a hazard sign on the back of his lab coat. He is rather jittery and has a 

cold. 

 

Councillor for Education 

Singing Role. Male/Female. Played Male. Playing Age: 40s upwards 

An officious official. Well to do, well fed and well heeled. He is tall and thin and wears a 

mortar board and gown over his suit. He is strict and severe. 

 

Councillor for Finance 

Singing Role. Male/Female. Played Male. Playing Age: 40s upwards 

An officious official. Well to do, well fed and well heeled. He is dressed as a banker with 

bowler hat and briefcase. He is slimy and miserly. 

 

Councillor for Housing 

Singing Role. Male/Female. Played Male. Playing Age: 40s upwards 

An officious official. Well to do, well fed and well heeled. He is big and burly like a builder 

and carries tools of the trade, like hard hat and Hi-viz but suited.  
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Tails of Hamelin 

PART ONE 

Music Cue #00: Introduction (Dawn On Market Square) 

Scene I 

A Germanic village, and market square, mountains in the distance, and a river can  

be seen between the houses. There is a fountain centre. The Storyteller moves to  

centre stage as the  Introduction comes to an end.   

Storyteller Once upon a time, as all the best stories begin, in the little town of 

Hamelin, on the banks of the river Weser... 

Glocken (wheeling on a cart full of cuckoo clocks) Oi! Are you going to be there 

for long? 

Storyteller Sorry? 

Glocken Are you going to be there long? It’s just that that’s my spot. 

Storyteller What? 

Glocken That’s my spot. I’ve got a permit from the council. 

Storyteller A permit? 

Glocken Yeah, you’ve got to have a permit if you’re going to be selling stuff. 

Storyteller I’m not selling ‘stuff’, as you so eloquently put it. 

Glocken So what are you doing in market square if you haven’t got anything to 

sell? It’s pointless if you ask me. 

Storyteller I’m telling a story. 

Glocken And how much is that then? 

Storyteller It’s not for sale. 

Glocken Just as well really. You need a permit if you want to sell stuff. Besides, 

that’s my spot. 

Storyteller Can I get on? 
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Glocken (thinking she wants a ride) Not really the cart’s full of clocks. I sell 

clocks. That’s why I need my spot. Place is full of tourists crying out for 

cheap tat come nine o’clock, so come on, shift it. I got work to do. 

Storyteller So have I. Once upon a time... 

Strudel (entering with a tray full of cakes hanging from his shoulders) Tasty 

buns. Get your tasty buns. All fresh today. Big buns, small buns, buns for 

every budget. (To Glocken) Oi, you’re in my spot. 

Glocken Don’t tell me, tell ‘im. 

Strudel (to Storyteller, indicating Glocken) Oi, he’s in my spot. 

Storyteller What’s that got to do with me? 

Glocken You’re in my spot. Move it, buster, you’re knocking everything out of 

whack. 

Strudel Yeah, we got stuff to sell. Market opens at nine. (To Glocken) Have you 

got the time?  

Glocken (incredulous and sarcastically indicating his cart) Really? 

Merchants and customers are starting to fill the market square as children play games 

around them. 

Blumenkohl (with a box of vegetables) What’s going on here? 

Glocken She’s in my spot. 

Blumenkohl Here, you, you can’t just take a man’s spot. You need a permit. 

Storyteller So I’ve heard. 

Blumenkohl What’s she doing anyway? 

Glocken Says she’s telling a story.  

Blumenkohl What’s it about? 

Storyteller It’s about an hour or so.  

Strudel  Oh, I like a good story.  

Blumenkohl Have you heard the one about that little girl and the wolf? 

Strudel Ooh, no! Is it romantic?  
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Blumenkohl Not really. Wolf ate her... and her granny. Bits of them everywhere. 

Terrible. In all the papers. That’s the trouble with wolves, you see. 

Messy eaters.  

Storyteller Can I just tell the story? 

Glocken That’s not the problem, mate. We all like a good old yarn. The 

problem’s not the story. The problem is where you’re telling it. Why 

don’t you get over there? It’s as good a spot as any. 

Storyteller Fine. I’ll go over there. Honestly! Some people! (Composes herself) 

Right... Once upon a time... 

Strudel I hope you don’t mind the interruption... 

Storyteller (exasperated and sarcastic) Why break the habit? 

Strudel Well, I’m no storyteller, ducky, but I do know how to get an audience 

going. I’ve done a few plays myself.  

Blumenkohl He has. Wonderful posture. Stands ever so still. 

Glocken That’s because he’s so wooden. Put him next to a tree and there’d be 

squirrels going up his trouser leg. 

Strudel Critics everywhere. Anyway, as I said, I’ve done quite a few plays. 

Hamelin Amateur Dramatics, don’t you know.  

Glocken Of course we do. You never stop talking about it.  

Strudel You’re just jealous because I got the lead part in Hamlet. 

Glocken With the emphasis on the ham. 

Strudel Philistine. (To Storyteller) Anyway, I was in last year’s outdoor 

production of ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream’. You might have seen me. 

Rave reviews.  

Blumenkohl Oh, yes. You should have seen his Bottom in the park. Marvellous. 

Strudel What you want, dear heart, is bells and whistles...a pinch of pizzazz. 

Storyteller Pizazz? 

Strudel Yes. Old school musical theatre. Everyone likes a few jazz hands and a 

couple of step-ball-changes. Give’ em something to wake them up. 

Glocken How about an alarm clock? 
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Strudel Is everything a business opportunity to you? 

Glocken I have to make a living. No one’s been through here in an age. What are 

we supposed to live on? Air? 

Strudel (To Storyteller) Look, forget him. You need to wow the crowds. ‘Once 

upon a time’ is so last year. Why don’t you start with a big opening 

number? 

Storyteller You think so? 

Blumenkohl Of course, that’s the way to pull an audience.  I’ll get my jazz shoes. 

Storyteller Well, if you’ll let me begin, then I’ll give it a try. 

Strudel Good for you, dear heart. Maybe you’ll get a Tony. 

Blumenkohl Let’s not push it. 

Music Cue #01: Hamelin Swing 

Storyteller There’s a tiny town near Hanover City 

 It might be small but, gee, it’s pretty 

Chorus Ask any guidebook that it’s in 

Storyteller They’ll praise the little hamlet of Hamelin 

Chorus Hamelin, hale and pretty hearty 

 Hamelin, book yourself a party 

Storyteller Take a trip down Hamelin way 

Chorus It’s a fun filled, five star holiday 

 Woo-hoo, Hamelin 

 Yoo-Hoo, Hamelin 

Storyteller If you like your mountains panoramic 

 And you like cuisine that’s quite Germanic 

 Pack your bags, and jump right in 

 To the hale and hearty hamlet of Hamelin   

Chorus Hamelin, if you’re in the mood’ll 
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 Surely shower you with strudel  

Storyteller For souvenirs, think outside of the box, 

Chorus We do a lovely line in cuckoo clocks 

 Ya, ya, Hamelin 

 Alles klar, Hamelin 

Storyteller And don’t forget your lederhosen 

 To stop your Bratwurst getting frozen 

Chorus The mountain breeze blows fresh and free 

 It’ll freeze your yodel-odel-odel-ay-dee-ee 

All Hamelin Saurkraut and pickle 

 Hamelin Bier and Pumperknickel 

 Watch the cash come rolling in 

 To the money grabbing tourist trap of Hamelin  

Storyteller Just one more thing, please bring your cats 

Chorus What we sort of failed to tell you about 

 Not a thing you want to hear us shout 

 Alright, so you’ve found us out 

We’ve got rats! 

Filthy rats! 

Stinking Rats! 

(spoken) Rats! 

                                                         Scene II 

Blumenkohl Look at this place. It’s like a ghost town. Not a single solitary customer.  

Glocken What do you expect? The place is overrun by rats.  

Strudel No wonder no one wants to buy our stuff. No one wants an éclair with a 

rat in the middle.  
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Glocken Call me old fashioned but I’d rather fresh cream.  

Strudel I don’t think I’ve got anything without teeth marks in it.  Not even the 

wife. 

Blumenkohl Looks like they’ve really had a go at her face. 

Strudel They bit her legs. 

Blumenkohl Oh. 

Glocken There’s more and more every day. They must think us easy pickings.  

Blumenkohl Most of my vegetable store has been chewed. Look at this. (She holds 

out an apple.) This apple is the only thing that I have left that hasn’t 

been nibbled. 

A rat dressed as a gangster walks by and takes it, bites it and puts it back in his  

hand and exits. 

Blumenkohl (calling out) Second hand apple. Half price today. One careful owner. 

Strudel Oh, this is unbelievable. They’re not even frightened of us anymore.  

Glocken I found one in my bed last night. Didn’t get a wink of sleep. Kept 

hogging the duvet. 

Trader 1 Someone needs to do something. They’re eating us out of house and 

home 

Trader 2 My cat is a nervous wreck. I caught her eating a ball of wool this 

morning. 

Trader 1 What happened? 

Trader 2 She had mittens. 

Suddenly a number of different clock chimes and alarms are heard loudly. The  

others cover their ears. Glocken runs around his cart furiously turning them all off.  

The alarms stop one by one.  

Glocken There we go. Sounds like it’s time to shut up shop. 

All You don’t say? 
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Glocken Another market day finished and not a single sale. Even if we had the 

money to buy food, there’s none to be had. The rats have had the lion’s 

share.  

Trader 1 They’re terrorising us. I’m afraid to go out at night. 

Trader 2 This place used to be full of tourists. Wallets overflowing and money to 

spend on anything we had to sell.  

Trader 1 More money than sense. Those were the good old days. 

Blumenkohl Ever since the rat king moved in with his mob, no one comes to 

Hamelin. 

Strudel Little wonder. You’re not going to have the best of holidays if you keep 

getting robbed in the street by a horde of rats. It gets wearing. 

Glocken They don’t want Old Hamelin nowadays, not  with its wall-to-wall, hot 

and cold running rats.  

Trader 2 They’re all opting for all-inclusives in Corfu these days. 

Strudel Sun, sea, sand and all the hummus you can eat.  

Trader 1 I hear it’s quite reasonable.  

Trader 2 I’ve seen the brochures. Some lovely destinations. 

Trader 1 Barbados... Mauritius... Hull. (Substitute the last with somewhere that 

few people would holiday)  

Strudel Who cares? They’re going anywhere other than here. 

Glocken Who can blame them? No one likes a rat in their swimming trunks. Gets 

a bit nippy. 

Trader 2 You know, I’ve had enough. I’m packing it in. There’s got to be 

something more rewarding to do. Maybe I’ll emigrate. 

Trader 1 That’s a bit drastic.  

Trader 2 I haven’t sold anything for months. I’m so poor these days, burglars 

break in to my house and leave me stuff. 

Strudel I could do with a drink. Anyone? Who fancies a beer? 

Blumenkohl The rats have had it all. 

Strudel Wine? 
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Blumenkohl (whines) The rats have had it all. 

Strudel We may as well go home, then. 

Glocken Yeah, I want to get back before the rats do. Maybe I can keep hold of 

the duvet tonight.  

 

Music Cue #02: Villagers’ Lament 

Storyteller What a dreadful situation to be in 

Chorus All our tourist trade is growing rather thin 

 Who would want a nice vacation 

 With a heavy rat migration 

 From a stinking sewer just outside Berlin? 

The traders make their way off sadly as it gets dark. Rats start to creep on, all  

dressed as rat-eared mobsters in black and white with whiskers, trilbies and spats. 

Music Cue #03: The Rat Pack 

Rats When Old Man Trouble comes to find you 

Take a look just right behind you 

It’s the Rat Pack  

The Rat Pack’s back 

 If something vicious grabs attention 

Just be sure it’s time to mention 

The Rat Pack 

The Rat Pack’s back 

Ev’ry scuttling scratching we determine 

Comes from that partic’lar type of vermin 

With disease that could be catching 

All our darkest plans are hatching 
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It’s the Rat Pack 

The Rat Pack’s back 

So when there’s dirty deeds a doing 

You can bet you’ll be pursuing 

That deadly pack we’ve sung about before 

It’s the Rat Pack  

The Rat Pack 

The Rat Pack 

Come knocking at your door 

Scabs (spoken) And here he is, the one you’ve been waiting for, old red eyes 

himself, the Rat King 

The Rats cheer and applaud. 

Music Cue #04: Good to Be Bad 

Rat King enters, like a Chicago gangster. 

Rat King It’s time to make my mark 

 Like all the bad guys do 

 So here’s a special little song 

 That’s going out to you 

 I’d rather be a sinner than a saint 

 You may think this ditty pretty – well, it certainly downright ain’t 

Scabs Tell it like it is, Boss 

Rat King Did I say you could squeak? 

During the song, the Rat King manhandles, beats, hits and generally pushes Scabs about  

Rat King I’ve got a yearning to be evil 

 Always find something up my sleeve’ll 

 Terrify you and make you raving mad 
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 Rather not be the chap who’s sat in chapel 

 Better be he who stole that ole forbidden apple 

 Look at me: I’ve a smile that’s winning 

 Nobody knows the sin I’m sinning 

  A – ‘Number-One’, a cut-throat, thief and cad 

 How can it feel so good 

 Being a no good hood 

Hey, don’t it feel so good  

To be bad 

Scabs Excellent rhyming, chief. 

Rat King Are you still here? 

 I can do anything that pleases 

 Spreading a thread of dread diseases 

 Some of you think it might be just a fad 

 Top of the heap, I’m still the reigning master 

 What other creep could make you weep with this disaster 

 We’re gonna take your food and houses 

 Make no mistake we ain’t no mouses 

Scabs (correcting) Mice! 

Rat King Just take a bite of what we’ve never had 

 Oh, ain’t it just so good 

 Being a no-good hood 

 Hey, don’t it feel so good 

 To be bad  

Rats To be bad 

Rat King Making you mad and now I think of it 
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Leading you to the very brink of it 

Rats Mayhem and fuss the order of the day 

Villainy is our thing and betcha we 

All got a PhD in treachery 

These’re our streets and we are here to stay 

Rat King Badder than Vlad the dreadful mad Impaler 

Stitching you up like a tacky, tasteless, two bit tailor 

Rats Nothing can stop us, you can shove it 

 Hamelin is ours and how we love it 

Rat King Better than anything I’ve ever had 

Rats How can it feel so good 

Rat King Being a no-good hood 

 How can it feel so good 

Rats So, gee, oh, oh, dee, good 

Rat King How can it feel so good to be bad. 

Rats To be bad 

 To be bad 

 To be bad 

Rat King & Rats Bad. 

      Scene III 

The Rats cheer as Scabs brings on a 1930s style microphone and stands next to the Rat King 

as he speaks. 

Rat King Thank you guys!  It gives me great pleasure to see you all here tonight. 

Who’da thunk that we’d have this whole town as our own private 

banquet this time last year?  

Rat They don’t know what hit ‘em! 
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Rat King Precisely, Twitchy, and that is down to all your hard work, chewing, 

gnashing, clawing and scrabbling your way out of the gutters. No more 

are we forced to eat what they throw away.  

Scabs We get the cream of the crop. 

Rat King We’re making their lives a misery.  

Scabs  And that’s good. 

Rat King You gonna stop interrupting? Whose moment is this? This is my 

moment. Who’s King? I am. 

Scabs You are. 

Rat King Who am I? 

Scabs The Rat King. 

Rat King That’s right and don’t you forget it.  And stop that scratching. 

Scabs I’m a rat. It’s what we do. Besides, my scabs are itching.  

Rat King That’s disgusting. 

Scabs (proud) Thank you. 

Rat King Back to the matter in hand... I want to take this opportunity to thank 

you for all your work so far, but we got more to do. Oh yes, so much 

more. 

Scabs Yeah. We’re gonna run those pestiferous villagers right out of this town. 

Rats cheer. 

Rat King That was my line. 

Scabs Sorry, boss. 

Rat King As for that fat cat mayor, he ain’t gonna be sitting pretty for much 

longer. Soon, we’re gonna take over city hall and they’re gonna have to 

answer to us. One last push and the world’s our oyster! 

Scabs One small scuttle for rat, one great leap for ratkind. 

Rat King Yeah, what he said. 

Rat You think they’re gonna lay down without a fight? 
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Rat King No they ain’t so I want every scabrous, scaly, disease ridden rodent 

here on their guard. That Burgomeister Shmalz is one slippery customer 

so keep your eyes peeled and your whiskers twitching. 

Scabs Now go do some mischief, minions of mayhem! 

Rat King  Are you deliberately trying to make me lose my cool? That’s my line. 

Scabs Sorry, boss. 

Rat King Go do some mischief, my minions of mayhem! 

Scabs Nice! 

Rats cheer and scuttle off. Rat King turns on Scabs. 

Rat King How many times do I have to tell you, don’t mess with my speeches? 

You don’t mess with the King. Get it? 

Scabs Got it. 

Rat King Good. Sometimes, Scabs, I think you got eyes on my job. 

Scabs No one could do it like you, boss. You got charm. You got grace, you 

got... (batting at him) ...fleas. 

Rat King That’s what I like about you, Scabs. You’re such a grovelling little  creep. 

Scabs  I aim to please. 

Rat King You see? Where’s Ratzella? I got a date with her round the back of the 

trash cans. 

Scabs Who knows? That dumb broad is probably staring at orange juice again. 

Rat King Why? 

Scabs Because it says ‘concentrate’ on the carton. 

Rat King Hey! I’m gonna make that broad my Queen. 

Scabs Sorry boss. 

Ratzella comes on as a glamorous  Rat moll. 

Ratzella Hey there, booboo!  

Rat King Hey, Toots, you’re late.   

Ratzella You been waiting for me? 
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Rat King You missed one of my best oratorios. 

Scabs Oratories. 

Rat King Ain’t they frightening books? 

Scabs That’s horror stories. 

Rat King Whatever! 

Rat King You shoulda seen me. I was fantastic. 

Scabs He was. Brilliant. Exemplary. 

Rat King You got one hefty vocabulary, you know that? 

Scabs I’ve been eating my way through the Oxford Dictionary. I’m having a P 

this evening. 

Rat King Ratzella here don’t want to know that. What’s the matter with you? 

Scabs The letter P. 

Rat King Whatever. Anyway, dollface, I got the knack for rabble rousing. 

Scabs And what a rabble they are. 

Rat King You can say that again! 

Scabs What a... 

Rat King Don’t! 

Ratzella Baby, I’m sorry I missed your little show. I know I shoulda bin here 

earlier but I had to go to the quack. 

Rat King You been to the doctor? What’s up? 

Ratzella I hurt all over. (She touches her head and winces) Ow, I hurt here. (She 

touches her leg) Ow, and I hurt here. (She touches her arm) Ow, and I 

hurt here. (touches her hair and winces) Ow, even my hair hurts 

Rat King I know what’s wrong with you. 

Ratzella What? 

Rat King You’ve got a broken finger.  

Ratzella That’s what he said. 
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Rat King Well, at least you’re here now. 

Ratzella I am? 

Scabs (to Audience) And that, folks, is why baby rats should not be dropped 

on their heads. 

Scabs exits. 

Ratzella Where you taking me tonight, baby? 

Rat King I got it all worked out. There’s a rotten watermelon at the back of 

Blumenkohl’s grocery. I thought we could roll about in it and then a bite 

to eat at a little pile of trash I know. 

Ratzella Oh, you know just how to treat a girl. 

Rat King What can I say? I got nothing but romance in my soul. Close your eyes. I 

got a surprise for you. 

Ratzella You spoil me, booboo. 

Rat King gives her a bottle full of a slime green substance with a ribbon in it. 

Ratzella Oh, my favourite. Eau de Sewer. How did you guess ? 

Ratzella dabs it behind her ears. 

Rat King You smell like old cheese and rotting cabbage. 

Ratzella You say all the right things, booboo. Isn’t it gorgeous? 

Rat King Just like you, my precious. 

Ratzella (embracing him) Come here, you little stinker. I want you to pick me up, 

whirl me round and drain me dry. 

Rat King You don’t want me, you want a spin dryer. 

Ratzilla Oh, what have I done to deserve you? 

Rat King Whatever it was, you need to stop doing it. Now let’s go party. Big day 

tomorrow.  

Ratzilla Are we getting married? 

Rat King Something much better. We’re taking over. This little town’s about to 

become mine forever! 
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Music Cue #04a: Sunrise 

They exit. Sunrise and the traders start to take their places in the town square. 

Trader 1 I don’t know why I keep coming here every morning. I could have had a 

few more hours in bed.  

Trader 2 It’s not like anyone ever turns up to buy these days. Let’s face it, this 

whole place is dead. 

Blumenkohl We can’t just give up. This is our town. 

Glocken Yes, this has been our home for generations. My father was a 

clockmaker here, and his father’s father, and his father’s father’s father, 

and his father’s father’s father’s father... 

Blumenkohl  And even farther back than that. 

Strudel Maybe the good old days are over forever. I may be selling bread but 

I’m not earning any of it. 

Blumenkohl Well, I, for one, am not going to be driven out by a scurrying horde of 

squeaking vermin. I’m standing my ground. We shall overcome. Nothing 

will move me. I am woman. Hear me roar. 

Scabs runs on followed by Rats. 

Blumenkohl (screams) Run away! 

Music Cue #05: Rats Rampage – Instrumental 

Throughout this instrumental, the rats chase the townsfolk and cause havoc. Can be 

choreographed or a set of vignettes where the rats juggle fruit chased by townsfolk, or fight 

with broomsticks, overturn barrels and steal merchandise. Should be havoc and humorous, 

leaving the townsfolk, defeated, broken and surrounded. 

     Scene IV 

Rat King Tell your mayor there’s a new boss in town! 

Ratzella Ooh, I love it when you get all assertive. 

Rat King Baby, you’re ruining my moment. 

Ratzella I am?  

The rats run off and the townsfolk remain. 
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Music Cue #06: Rats! Ay! AY! 

Chorus 1 Say have you heard about the vermin? 

Chorus 2 Ay!Ay! 

Chorus 1 They’ve overrun our little town 

Chorus 2 Oh yes! 

Chorus 1 And they’ve been chewing through my best hats 

Chorus 1&2 And the rest 

Chorus Rats get me down. Ay!Ay! 

Chorus 2 At first I saw them in the parlour 

Chorus 1 Not nice! 

Chorus 2 And then I saw one in the hall 

Chorus 1 Not mice! 

Chorus 2 And then another while I’m sleeping 

Came a-creeping 

 Through the wall 

Chorus 1  Ay!Ay! 

Chorus 1&2 Oh, we dream of a home free from vermin 

 Nice and clean, not a cloud in the sky 

 Just a place that there isn’t a germ in 

 And ay, ay, ay, ay, ay, we’ll be happy till we die 

Blumenkohl You know that someone’s gotta stop them 

Chorus Yes, yes. 

Blumenkohl They’re really getting far too big 

Chorus Yes, yes 

Blumenkohl I know I saw one in the square 

 Just over there 
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Chorus Oh, I thought it was a pig 

All Oink! Oink! 

Strudel Oh, they’re frightening the babies 

Chorus No way? 

Strudel Oh, they’ve frightened off the cats 

Chorus Ole!  

Strudel Oh yes, we’ll probably get scabies 

 Maybe rabies  

Chorus From the Rats! Ay! Ay! 

 Hamelin town was a glorious jewel 

 Purple grapes, hanging ripe on the vine 

 Nothing left but a bowl full of gruel 

 So this is where I really draw the line 

Glocken We could smash ‘em with a hammer 

Chorus Wham, Bam 

Blumenkohl We could poison them with rye 

Chorus   My, my  

Glocken There’s a problem with your plot 

Takes quite a lot 

To be sure they really die 

Chorus Ay! Ay! 

Blumenkohl We could slice ‘em with a hatchet 

Chorus Chop, chop 

Strudel We could burn them in a fire 

Chorus No, stop 

Blumenkohl We could set the town alight 
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Glocken Wouldn’t be right 

 Consequences would be dire 

Chorus No pyre!   

Storyteller So they marched to the one they’d selected 

 To the mayor in his fine silken gown 

Chorus Oh, we wish he was never elected 

 Cos we’ve got quite enough rats in this town 

Ay! Ay! 

Storyteller Now as you see they’ve all attested  

Chorus Yes! Yes! 

Storyteller The fact they’re really going bats 

Chorus A mess! 

Storyteller The town of Hamelin is infested 

Chorus So congested 

 With the rats 

 Ay! Ay! 

 Oh, these vermin are demonic 

Chorus Be brief! 

Chorus Under ev’ry bed a nest 

Storyteller Good grief! 

Chorus The situation’s getting chronic’ly 

 Bubonic from the pests 

Ay! Ay! 

You can tell we’re not impressed 

Ay! Ay! 

And a little bit depressed 
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Ay! Ay! Ay! Ay! 

As I think you might have guessed  

Ay! Ay! Ay! 

 

       Scene V 

Mike Boom, a News reporter enters with a microphone. There is a make-up girl, Deirdre, 

pampering him and a cameraman/director. 

Mike Boom I don’t know why I have to do all these small town reports. I didn’t sign 

up for this. I wanted the celebrity lifestyles racket not ‘Cat stuck in a 

tree stories’. I’m a professional, Deirdre. 

Deirdre I know, dear. 

Mike Boom I should be reporting in St Tropez, not this backwater town in... where 

was it again? 

Deirdre Lower Saxony, dear. 

Mike Boom Never heard of it. You see? Don’t they know my potential? I’m Mike 

Boom, news anchor extraordinaire. That editor needs his eyes tested. 

They wouldn’t know star potential if it came up and kicked them in 

the... are we on? 

Sound Effect Cue #06a: Newsflash Sting 

Deirdre Yes, dear. 

Mike Boom Then why are you still here? 

Deirdre You had a bit of a shine, dear. 

Mike Boom Get off. 

Deirdre exits as Mike puts on his best dazzling news anchor smile. 

Mike Boom In the early hours of this morning, in Hamelin Square, a riot broke out... 

Deirdre (off) Don’t smile, dear, it’s a tragedy. 

Mike Boom (looks solemn) In the early hours of this morning, in Hamelin Square, a 

riot broke out resulting in a number of casualties and much devastation. 

Eyewitness News is on the scene to observe the aftermath and speak to 



31 
© 2017 Chris Blackwood 

some of the survivors. Frau Blumenkohl, the town greengrocer, was at 

the centre of this recent uprising. Can you tell me what happened? 

Blumenkohl Those rats came from everywhere. It was bananas. Look at us, we’re 

mashed. They’ve been terrorising the town for far too long. 

Mike Boom You seem to be in a bit of a pickle.  

Blumenkohl It’s about time city hall listened to us. No one wants to feel like a lemon.  

   

Mike Boom Well, you certainly seem cool as cucumber at the moment. 

Blumenkohl  Somebody has to be. There’s things to be done. We pay our taxes. 

We’re going to be holding a rally. 

Glocken passes her a placard with ‘Get Rid of The Rats’. The townsfolk now have placards 

with slogans like ‘Rats Out’, ‘Catch the Rats’ and ‘Hamelin Demands Justice’ 

Mike Boom Well, you certainly seem to know your onions. 

Blumenkohl I should do. I’m a greengrocer. Hamelin just wants Justice. 

Mike Boom Quite. 

Blumenkohl I have to go now. I need a leek.  

Mike Boom And on that bombshell, this is Mike Boom, in Hamelin Square 

Eyewitness News, Hamelin TVC Network....  

 Sound Effect Cue #06a: Newsflash Sting 

(changing suddenly) How did I look? 

Deirdre (entering) Lovely, dear. 

Mike Boom Did I have spinach in my teeth? I felt I had spinach in my teeth. 

Deirdre Fresh as a daisy, dear. 

Mike Boom (exiting) Where’s my skinny latte mochaccino? I need my skinny latte 

mochaccino. Bring it to my trailer. I’m feeling dreadful. Do I look pasty 

to you? You, yes you. Get me a pastrami on rye and hold the mayo. 

Deirdre I hate that man. He’s such a diva! 

Deirdre exits   
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Music Cue #07: Villagers’ Lament 2 

Storyteller So that’s the state of play in the news 

 Hamelin had a major case of the blues 

 All their homes were quite infested 

 By the vermin they detested 

 Who’d have wanted to be in the Mayor’s shoes?  

Music Cue #08: Is It Newsworthy? 

A number of the press enter with raincoats, trilbies with press cards in the bands and  

notepads and pencils. They are sleazy. 

Press We’re the Press 

 So confess 

 And we’ll write a gutter headline just for you 

 Dish the dirt  

It won’t hurt 

 And we couldn’t give a tuppence if it’s true 

Press 1 Let us stress 

Press 2 Let us stress 

Press 1 We’re the Press 

Press 2 We’re the Press 

Press 1 And we’re here to ask the mayor what’s the noise 

Press 2 What’s the noise 

Press 1 But for cash 

Press 2 But for cash 

Press 1 We’ll write trash 

Press 2 We’ll write trash 

Press 1 Just as long as there’s backhanders for the boys 
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Press 2 For the boys 

Burgermeister Schmalz enters in his mayoral finery 

Blumenkohl (spoken) Here’s the mayor 

Glocken How do you know? 

Blumenkohl He’s the only one who looks well fed 

Press 2 ‘Ere, what are you going to do about the rats? 

Schmalz (spoken) Rats? What Rats? 

Music Cue #09: Great Things Done 

Schmalz Now I could spin a tale or two 

And tell you things that just ain’t true 

But I know you’re all sharp as any knife 

I have to say, I must confess 

A thing I feel we must address 

And this I know, I swear upon my life 

So take my word, believe me, brother 

I’ll say one thing, and do another 

Like any politician always will 

You think I’ll do the best for you 

But, listen, friend, it just ain’t true 

I’ll just sit down and pass another bill 

Press 1 But what about the rats? 

Schmalz I’m a great, jet set, go-getter 

And I’m getting great things done 

You want great, I’ll give you better 

That’s my pledge to everyone 

So keep your taxes coming 
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Jam for everyone tomorrow 

Even if we have to borrow 

To get all the great things done 

Chorus He’s a great, jet set, go-getter 

Schmalz And I’m getting great things done 

Chorus We want great, he gives us better 

Schmalz That’s my pledge to everyone 

 So keep your taxes coming 

Chorus Jam for everyone tomorrow 

Schmalz Even if we have to borrow 

All To get all the great things done 

Press 1 This is all smoke and mirrors! 

Press 2 It’s very catchy though. 

Press 1 So is bubonic plague! 

Schmalz I’ll tell you true, my goal, my aim  

’Cause Honesty’s my middle name 

So don’t you worry, I’m right here for you 

This cloud will pass, its nature’s way 

Tomorrow is a brighter day 

So au revoir and also toodleoo 

Chorus Toodleoo 

 He’s a great, jet set, go-getter 

Schmalz And I’m getting great things done 

Chorus We want great, he gives us better 

Schmalz That’s my pledge to everyone 

 So keep your taxes coming 
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Chorus Jam for everyone tomorrow 

Schmalz Even if we have to borrow 

 To get all the great things done 

All He’s getting great things done 

 

Schmalz Getting great things done 

All Yee Hah! 

Schmalz tries to creep off 

Music Cue #10: Peasants’ Revolt 

Glocken Wait! 

Storyteller Called an angry villager 

 Who’d seen through the Mayor’s scheme 

Glocken You’ve blinded us with flim-flam  

 Left us all in a hazy dream 

 We’ve paid up all our taxes 

 You’re the one who’s getting fat 

 It’s time you rid our little town 

Of each and ev’ry rat.  

Chorus We’ve paid up all our taxes 

 You’re the one who’s getting fat 

 It’s time you rid our little town 

 Of each and ev’ry rat 

 Scaly, clawing, furry, scratchy  

 Biting, gnawing, gnashing, nasty 

 Rats that make us sick with dread 

We want those wily whiskered devils well and truly dead 
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 We want those ghastly writhy creatures 

With their buck-toothed furry features  

Well and truly trussed and tortured  

Netted, trapped in field and orchard  

Caught and captured, pinched and nabbed 

Tied and knotted, tightly grabbed 

Rid us of the plague we said 

We want those little monsters dead 

D-E-A-D 

Dead! 

         Scene VI 

Schmalz raises his hands to the picketing mass.  

Schmalz Wait! Listen to me! Fellow, Hamlonians, I feel your pain... 

Strudel You will do in a minute. I’ve got a rolling pin with your name on it. 

Schmalz Well, quite... I know tempers are high, nerves are frayed, teeth on 

edge... 

Glocken Not to mention knickers knotted. 

Schmalz The situation in our little town is quite frankly dire. This is why myself 

and my fellow councillors are looking into this calamity with eyes wide 

open... 

Glocken Looking is all you do. You want to get down from your ivory towers 

once in a while. You’re not down here in the gutters with us peasants. 

Looks different from here, I can tell you. 

Schmalz I understand. It must be awful for you. Being amongst the rats, I mean, 

not being a peasant... though that must be pretty awful too. 

The crowd boo. 

Blumenkohl Never mind all that, you’re our Mayor, our burgermeister, we elected 

you.  
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Schmalz And for that, I am very grateful. As I said when I was elected, I would 

work tirelessly for you all. I know there has to be a fair bit of belt 

tightening... 

Strudel For us or you? 

Glocken That belt doesn’t look like it could be tightened. He’s growing fat on our 

misery! 

The crowd boo and shake their placards. 

Schmalz It’s not like that, at all. I know suffering. Just last week I had to sell my 

second home. 

The crowd boo. 

 Schmalz It had sentimental value.  

Glocken Do your job or there’s going to be revolution! 

Peasant 1 Yeah, down with the ruling class! 

Strudel Yeah, what he said. 

Schmalz Now, wait, I have your best interests at heart... 

Peasant 2 My bins (trashcans) haven’t been emptied in weeks. 

Peasant 3 My drains are blocked 

Peasant 1 I have boils on my b... 

Blumenkohl That’s not relevant. 

Peasant 1 Tell that to my wife. 

Strudel These rats are putting us out of business 

Glocken And without business for us, there’ll be no taxes for you 

Blumenkohl And without taxes for you, there’ll be nothing to pay your wages... 

Strudel And without wages, there’ll be no more holidays to the Seychelles. 

Schmalz Something must be done! 

Blumenkohl Now he gets it. 

The villagers make him back off as they crowd him with their placards. As they disperse, he 

enters again with the councillors just in time for his sung line. 
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Music Cue #11: The Call Goes Out 

Storyteller With revolution in the air, 

It gave the mayor a mighty scare 

He scuttled off before the crowd went mad 

To the chambers swiftly scurried 

Where the council sat and worried 

Schmalz I’ve got a plan, the best I’ve ever had 

     Scene VII 

All councillors are dressed with a suit or something with the icons of their title upon it.  

Education, Finance, Health and Safety etc.  Pictures of money signs on Finance, for 

example. 

H&S As councillor for Health and Safety, I should like to point out that the 

plan you have in mind had better work. There’s plague in the streets 

and I myself feel like I could have a touch of bubonic plague. 

Housing As councillor for Housing, I respectfully request to be re-housed 

somewhere away from the councillor for Health and Safety. Plague 

spreads, you know. 

H&S It does. As councillor for Health and Safety, I’ve seen hundreds of 

people catch it. Not a pretty sight. Unsightly boils, fever, headache, 

chills, weakness, and swollen infected glands. Not a pretty sight. Not to 

mention, ultimately death. 

Education Everything ends in death. That’s the way of things. As councillor for 

Education, I am obliged to point out such things however distasteful. 

Schmalz Does no one want to know my plan? 

Finance As councillor for finance, I have to ask whether this plan of yours is 

going to cost us anything? Our coffers are almost empty. Not a penny 

left for frivolities. I think we should tell the people that we are all in this 

together. 

Schmalz We are. 
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Finance Yes, but I’m proposing austerity. That way it never touches us. Not with 

what we’ve squirreled away in offshore trusts in Panama. 

Schmalz That is hush-hush.  

H&S As councillor for health and safety, I should like to be put on record that 

if any of this gets out our own health and safety is well and truly at risk.  

Schmalz Exactly. Keep ourselves safe. Nobody wants another French Revolution. 

Education And as Councillor for Education, I should like to point out that when the 

story of Hamelin occurred it was a hundred or so years before the 

French Revolution. Just to keep you all in context. 

Schmalz Never mind all that. The point is we have to do something. We can’t 

just sit here anymore. They’ve found us out. 

Finance I agree. We do, but as councillor for finance, I should advise caution on 

the spending front. 

Schmalz Oh, I intend to, don’t you worry. The first thing we need to do is put out 

an advertisement in the local rag. This job requires a very special 

person. A person with strength and a steely determination. A person 

who will save Hamelin from the grip of this plague. 

All But who?  

Music Cue #12: Ratcatcher 

Schmalz We need a ratcatcher 

 Hatching out a plan 

 We need a ratcatcher 

 A snatching sort of man 

 Ratcatcher 

 Better than a thousand cats 

 A ratcatcher to dispatch a million rats 

Council We need a ratcatcher 

Schmalz Shout it far and wide 

Council We need a ratcatcher 
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Schmalz Shout it nationwide 

All Ratcatcher 

 Better than a thousand cats 

 A ratcatcher to dispatch a million rats 

 Who on earth can rid us of these pesky rats? 

(Council Scaly, clawing, furry, scratchy, biting, gnawing, gnashing, nasty) 

 

 

            Scene VIII 

As the mayor and council exit, the storyteller enters 

Storyteller And so, across the land, far and wide, the call went out. Hamelin 

needed a ratcatcher. 

Glocken (entering with a newspaper) Have you seen this? There’s an advert in 

here saying we need a ratcatcher. Good terms offered. Fixed contract. 

Storyteller That’s what I’ve just said. 

Blumenkohl (entering with a newspaper) So those lazy good-for-nothings in the 

town hall are doing something at last. It’s about time. Why should we 

suffer while they live in luxury? 

Storyteller This is getting awfully political for a fairy tale. 

Strudel (entering) Fairy tale? This is my life you’re talking about. You don’t 

know hardship till you’ve found a rat in your toilet bowl.  

Glocken Even more hardship if you sat down first. 

They all wince. 

Storyteller Doesn’t bear thinking about. 

Glocken You have to look after your knick-knacks.  

Storyteller Yes, thank you. I get the picture. 

Glocken I was talking about my ornaments. They’ve been chewing on my wood 

carvings. 
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Blumenkohl Well, all I hope is someone gets here soon. 

Silas P. Slopegutter, a grubby, cockney grotesque enters in a coat made from  

mousetraps. Rat’s tails hang from the brim of his crushed top hat. He wears  

fingerless gloves and carries a net. 

Silas Did someone call for a ratcatcher? 

Blumenkohl Blimey, that was quick. 

Silas I’m a fast reader (to Story teller, passing his net to her) ‘Ere, hold this, 

sunshine, I got me spiel to do. (Puffing himself up) Gather round, you 

hordes of miserable peasants... 

Strudel Is he talking about us? 

Blumenkohl How rude! 

Strudel I know. We’re not a horde. 

Glocken There’s only three of us, mate. 

Silas Don’t ruin the moment. You’re interrupting my flow. 

Storyteller They do that a lot. 

Silas Where was I? Ah yes... Gather round, you hordes of miserable peasants, 

and gaze upon the marvel of your age. You’ll have heard of the amazing 

and stupendous Silas P. Slopegutter, Ratcatcher Extraordinaire.  

All Who? 

Silas My name is known throughout the land. 

All shake their heads ‘no’. 

  I’ve been employed by the crowned heads of Europe. 

 All shake their heads ‘no’. 

I’ve got credentials as long as your arm, me. 

Glocken Where are they? 

Silas The dog ate ‘em. 

Glocken Where’s the dog? 
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Silas Died of credential poisoning. 

All Oh. 

Silas The thing is you have a terrible case of the rats. 

Strudel Does it show from the front? 

Blumenkohl Only when you walk. 

They all laugh. 

Silas Shut up. Do you want these rats gone or what? 

Glocken Of course. 

Silas And there’s a hefty sum involved for the clearing of said rats? 

Glocken Bound to be. 

Silas Then I’ll start right away. 

Blumenkohl And we’ll get the mayor. 

Silas And he can shower me with gold. 

Strudel You need to be showered with something, mate. That’s an interesting 

odour you have there. 

Silas It’s called hard work. 

Strudel No, it’s not that. 

Silas Raw sewage? 

Strudel That’s it. 

Silas What do you expect? I work with rats. Just get the Burgermeister. 

Storyteller (to audience) That’s mayor, to you. (To Silas) Oi, take this. You’re gonna 

need it. 

Glocken Yeah. If you get one of those things running up your trouser leg, you’ll 

know it. I sat on the toilet once and there was this... 

All  Leave it. 

They all exit, leaving Silas alone. 
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Silas (full melodramatic villain mode) Ha ha ha! Fools! I ain’t no ratcatcher at 

all. If these backwater bumpkins are backward enough to strike a 

bargain with a black-hearted blackguard like yours truly, they’ve only 

themselves to blame. I’ll take their gold and disappear like a puff of 

smoke. I think that calls for a truly evil laugh. 

He laughs evilly and melodramatically as Scabs enters dressed as a very well to  

do lady. 

Scabs (melodramatically with her hand to her brow and badly disguising her 

accent) Oh, woe! Woe! 

Silas Has someone let that horse out again? 

Scabs No, I’m distraught, unhappy, worried, anxious... take your pick. 

Silas Sounds like a job for a dazzlingly handsome young ratcather 

Scabs Do you know where I can find one? 

Silas (taken aback) It’s me.  

Scabs Oh, I’m a poor, poor damsel in distress. I need a knight in shining 

armour to save me. Or at least one that smells of sewage. 

Silas Then I’m your man. I’m big and strong and manly, me. 

Scabs (aside) That makes two of us. (To Silas) Will you save me? My nest... I 

mean, my lovely home is full of bitey scratchy little vermin. 

Silas Let me get this straight. We’re not talking about your kids now, are we? 

Scabs No! Rats! 

Silas (giving Ratzella his net) Then hold this.  

Scabs My pleasure. 

Silas (puffing himself up) Cast your eyes in my direction and gaze upon the 

marvel of your age. You’ll have heard of the amazing and stupendous 

Silas P. Slopegutter, Ratcatcher Extraordinaire. My name is known 

throughout the land... 

Through this the Rat King and Ratzella have entered tiptoeing with a big hammer.  

They knock him out and Scabs nets him with his own net.  

Rat King Oh, I couldn’t listen to that flim-flimmary again.  
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Ratzella Yeah, we ain’t letting no ratcatchers in our town. 

Rat KIng Precisely. 

Scabs drags Silas off with the net. 

Ratzella Did I do it like you said, booboo? 

Rat King You did great, dollface.  

Ratzella I don’t know why I couldn’t have played Scabs’s part? 

Rat King Scabs is more ladylike. 

Ratzella What? 

Rat King Never mind. How’s about I take you for a bite to eat. There’s a rotten 

fish I’ve been meaning to try just behind the dungheap? 

Ratzella Oh, baby, you know how to treat a girl! 

The Rat king leads her off arm in arm. As they exit the townsfolk, Storyteller and  

Schmalz arrive. 

Schmalz So where is this rat catcher of yours? 

Blumenkohl He was here a minute ago. Was all ready to start work on getting rid of 

the rats. 

Glocken Yeah, he said he was the best in the trade. 

Schmalz Well, I don’t see anyone. You know, I’m a very busy man. I have my 

duties as a figurehead for the community, making appearances at 

special events and welcoming visiting dignitaries to think about. I 

haven’t got time to go running about the town on a wild goose chase. 

As they all exit, the Storyteller is left onstage. 

Storyteller Little did the Burgermeister know, but it would turn out to be a wild 

goosechase. Though the villagers searched high and low for weeks on 

end Silas P Slopegutter, Rat Catcher Extraordinaire was never to be seen 

again. Then one night... I said one night... 

The stage grows dark. 

 Thank you. 

The villagers are all making their way home as they sing. The villagers start to fall  
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asleep as they sing about the lullaby. 

Music Cue #13: The Wind Has Changed 

Chorus The wind has changed direction 

 Something’s blowing in the air 

 Not a single bird is singing 

 Stay inside now; have a care 

 A shadow leaps across the water 

 Long and thin it creeps its way 

 Hiding in the blackest corner 

 Wiry hands begin to play 

 Haunting notes that flood the heavens 

 Calling forth a lullaby 

 As the town is sleeping softly 

 Then the piper passes by 

 The wind has changed direction 

 Something’s blowing in the air 

 Not a single bird is singing 

 Stay inside now; have a care 

 Soulful, slowly, plays the piper 

 In his red and yellow suit 

 Long and thin this willow wailing 

 On his magic, golden flute 

 Softly dancing cross the township 

 Flitting first this way and that 

 Then to mayor’s door he ventures 

 Knocks it hard with rat-a-tat 
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A knock is heard three times 

 The wind has changed direction 

 Something’s blowing in the air 

 Not a single bird is singing 

 Stay inside now; have a care 

     Scene IX 

A knock is heard three times more. Schmalz looks out of his bedroom window  

followed by his wife, Frau Schmalz. They are in nightgowns. 

Schmalz (spoken) Who the devil is knocking at this time of night? 

Frau Schmalz Whoever it is, tell them whatever they’re selling, we ain’t having none 

of it. 

Schmalz Yes, dear 

They disappear out of sight once more. The Piper is lit by spotlight outside their door  

and the villagers awaken as he knocks three times again and gather round. He is a  

cross between Marc Bolan, Russell Brand and Keith Richards, rock star look but  

taking into account the traditional piper. He needs to be cool, strange and  

mesmerising. Glam rocker. Schmalz and Frau Schmalz enter in their nightgowns.  

Schmalz with nightcap and Frau Schmalz with her hair in papers to keep her  

curls in place. 

Schmalz What do you think... 

Frau Schmalz (pushing him out of the way) Let me handle this, Schmalz, you 

overgrown tub of lard. Get out of the way and let the dog see the 

rabbit! 

Schmalz Yes, dear. 

Frau Schmalz (to Piper) What do you think you’re doing waking people from their 

sleep in the dead of night? It’s barbaric! I need my beauty sleep. 
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Strudel (to Glocken) With a face like that she should be sleeping for a few 

hundred years. 

They laugh and Frau Schmalz turns on them. 

Frau Schmalz Do you know who I am? I’m the Burgermeister’s wife. I’m a VIP. I’m 

none of your ordinary riff raff off the street. I’m refined. I’m 

sophisticated. I have charm and grace so shut your gobs (yaps/traps or 

equivalent). 

Schmalz My dear... 

Frau Schmalz And you can shut your face an’ all. 

Schmalz Yes dear. 

Frau Schmalz (to Piper) It’s the middle of the night, mister. You better have a good 

reason for knocking us up or I’ll have the law on you. Well? Well? Speak 

up! 

The piper raises his finger to stop her. He lifts his flute and she falls silent as he  

plays a few notes as if struck dumb. Into... 

 Music Cue #14: Toot that Flute (The Piper’s Song) 

Piper People of Hamelin  

Lend me your ears 

 You’re looking for a magic man  

Who’ll make your troubles disappear 

I rid the Sultan’s palace 

Of locusts galore 

Who ate him out of house and home 

On Arabia’s sunny shore 

On the frozen Steppes of Russia 

The Tsar got quite a fright 
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A thirsty brood of vampire bats 

Were looking for a tasty bite 

And the people said... 

Chorus Toot that flute 

 Come on piper 

 Toot that Flute 

In your stripey two-tone suit 

Toot, toot, toot, on your magic flute 

Piper The Emperor of China 

 He called me to his aid 

 His palace filled with purple frogs  

And he was truly sore afraid 

The melody I played them 

I know it made them sick 

They listened turning slightly green 

And then they hopped it double quick 

You may not believe me 

I’ve had that before 

But just you watch me play the pipe 

And you can see what lies in store  

Storyteller And the people said... 

Chorus Toot that flute 

 Come on piper 

 Toot that Flute 

In your stripey two-tone suit 

Toot, toot, toot, on your magic flute 
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Piper My pipe, you see, is charming 

 I lead them where I please 

 The tune I play’s disarming 

Bringing enemies down to their knees 

My fingers work their magic 

I play my crazy pipe 

Their end, my friend, is tragic 

Wiping out the blighters with a swipe 

Those rats make you crazy 

They’re driving you insane 

It’s time to wash those pesky creatures 

Well and truly down the drain 

Storyteller And the people said... 

Chorus Toot that flute 

 Come on piper 

 Toot that Flute 

In your stripey two-tone suit 

Toot, toot, toot, on your magic flute 

Schmalz Where did you come from?  

Frau Schmalz What is your name? 

Schmalz What is it that makes you think 

Both You’re worth the fortune and the fame 

Schmalz There’s no-one who knows you 

Frau Schmalz You could be anyone 

Both There’s nothing more than fabrication  

 In the tales you’ve swiftly spun 
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Schmalz It’s clear it’s only fiction 

Frau Schmalz I don’t believe a word 

Both There’s not a single solitary 

 Bit o’ truth in all we’ve heard 

Schmalz and Frau Schmalz go back into their house slamming the door 

Storyteller But the people said... 

Chorus Toot that flute 

 Come on piper 

 Toot that Flute 

In your stripey two-tone suit 

Toot, toot, toot, on your magic flute 

 And the people say... 

 Toot that flute 

 Come on piper 

 Toot that Flute 

In your stripey two-tone suit 

Toot, toot, toot, on your magic flute 

 

Music Cue #15: The Mayor And The Piper 

Storyteller Come on, Mayor, strike a bargain and be swift 

 Here’s a stranger with a very special gift 

Chorus Rid our hamlet of this squirmin’ 

 Mass of crassly crunching vermin 

 Or there’ll be a crushing population shift 

The Piper knocks three times once more. The Mayor bursts out onto the street. 

Schmalz (shouting) Enough! 
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Music Cue #16: Stop That Knocking 

Schmalz Stop that knockin’, whaddaya want from me? 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 

Schmalz You gotta stop that knockin’, whaddaya want from me? 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 

Schmalz I’m tellin’ you, fella, I need my sleep 

 I’d rather spend this precious time just counting sheep 

Stop that knockin’, whaddaya want from me? 

Piper I can rid Ol’ Hamelin  

 Of a plague that gets you down 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 

Piper For a one off fee, I’ll free this little town 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 

Piper So give me just a little of what I need  

Then you can well and truly set me to the deed 

And you can rest easy and your dreams’ll be sweet indeed 

Chorus You’ll have everything you ask for if you clear those rats 

 We can make you quite the fattest of the town’s fat cats  

Just tell us, Piper, don’t make a fuss 

There must be something that you want from us 

A gold topped cane and a coach and four 

Just tell us, Piper, what’s the score? 

Oh Piper, please, just tell us, tell us,  

Whaddaya want from us?  

Piper Don’t need a choir just to sing my praise 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 
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Piper Or a tropical vacation lasting all my days  

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la 

Piper Only need a thousand guilder; it’s an honest pay 

 That’ll suit me just fine for a working day 

Schmalz Fifty thousand guilder if you take those rats away. 

Chorus Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la  

Schmalz           Fifty thousand guilder if you take those rats away 

Chorus            Wop-a-lu-la, bop-bop-a-lu-la  

Schmalz           Fifty thousand guilder, just take those rats away 

Chorus             Oh yeah! 

Schmalz and the Piper shake hands. The Piper lifts his flute to the skies. 

(* This is the alternative placing of an interval. See also after Music Cue #19.) 

 

Music Cue #17: The Charm 

Piper Let this music capture all your dreaming 

 Take you far from care and all your woes 

 Waken all those deep desires you hold within 

 And let that feeling grow 

 Let the music drift with soft caresses 

 Holding tight your everlasting soul 

 Like a mist it slowly will devour you 

 Lead you where your heart would go 

 Let sugar plum fantasy flow 

 Wrapped up in liquorice bow 

 On candy cane mountains, by butterscotch streams  

 You’ll rest in your choc’late dreams 
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 Let me take you to the world that calls you 

 Make your spirit sing and soar 

 Spread your wings and fly to lands enchanted   

 Leave that life you knew before 

The piper raises the flute to his lips. He plays.  

Music Cue #17a: The Piper’s Call 

The rats slowly come out of their hiding places during the Rat King’s Reprise. 

 

Music Cue #18: Good To Be Bad - Reprise 

Rat King Now... 

I can hear music quite harmonic 

Silvery, smooth and so symphonic 

Telling me, ‘This could be your only chance’ 

Rats That is a beat that’s sweet and so familiar 

Making your feet complete a dance that’s deep within ya 

Rat King Jolly and jaunty, quite a jingle  

Doesn’t it make your whiskers tingle? 

 Promising still the thrill of fine romance  

Rats Who’d ever think that we 

Would kick up our heels and see 

How great we could truly be 

When we dance 

Scabs (spoken) Hey, look I’m dancing! 

Rats Let’s dance 

Let’s dance 

Rat King           Dance 
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Music Cue #19: Follow the Piper 

Chorus Piper playing 

 Start your swaying 

No delaying  

Hear him playing 

Out of the hay barn, out of the wheat 

All you rats now kick up your feet 

Thousands of vermin, squirmin’ around 

Out of the houses, out of the ground 

Wiggle your whiskers, wiggle your toes 

 Follow the tune wherever it goes 

The Rats start to dance, almost as if their bodies are worked by puppeteers. They  

follow the piper as he leads them around the stage watched by all the villagers. 

Rats Follow the piper where he chooses 

 Come hear the piper play his tune 

 He plays a dance no one refuses 

 There’ll be a celebration soon 

Piper Follow the music, little dancers 

 In every limb you feel the beat 

Rats There is a world that’s filled with answers 

And ev’ry answer will be sweet 

 All of our cares are torn asunder  

 There in a place where dreams come true 

Piper Off to a land that’s filled with wonder 

 There’s where your wishes wait for you 

Storyteller Out from the town, the rats went dancing 
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Rats Over the hill around the bend 

Storyteller None of them saw the tune, entrancing 

Leading them to their final end 

So to the river, Piper calling 

 None of the rats had time to stop 

 Into the water, tumbling, falling 

  Down to the bottom...  

Rats Glug... glug... plop! 

There is an enormous splash, squeaking and then silence. 

 

(This is the Suggested Interval if needed. This is the more dramatic ending to first  

half. Alternative Interval could be just after ‘Stop That Knocking’ when Schmalz and  

the Piper shake hands depending on your running time.) 

 

PART TWO 

Part Two starts with the villagers celebrating in the square, like an old Busby  

Berkeley Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers dance number, with wine glasses and top  

Hat, canes and tails etc.  

Music Cue #20: The Good Old Days Of Wine And Roses 

Glocken Gone is the season cold and dismal  

Blumenkohl All of it dark and so abysmal 

Strudel Gone is the cloud that shrouded ev’ry heart 

Glocken Done with the dreary and the gloomy 

Blumenkohl Gonna begin my life so sue me 

Strudel Now is the time so I’m about to start 

Glocken So I’m gonna just make a stand 
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Blumenkohl Taking hold of the life I planned  

Chorus Now the future is in my hand 

The world is mine 

Strudel Time to say it’s enough, and how! 

Blumenkohl Just a little bit tougher now 

Chorus Hold your head up and Holy cow! 

That sun will shine 

All Back to the good old days of wine and roses 

Back to the days of lazy summer skies 

Back to the milk and honey flavoured moments 

Back to the little twinkle in the eyes 

Back to the good old days of wine and roses 

Back to the glowing old rose tinted ways 

Gone is the night that always lay before us 

Banished by all the glorious good old days 

Glocken All your troubles are far away 

Blumenkohl Just remember the poets say 

Strudel That tomorrow’s another day 

So never fear 

Chorus So remember the days of old 

And the future will now unfold 

Strudel Let tomorrow be bright and bold 

That day is here    

All Back to the good old days of wine and roses 

Back is the old forgotten merry dance 

Back to the dreams that filled us with emotion 
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Back is the good old fashioned slow romance 

Chorus 1 Gone is the sorrow, Bells are ringing   

Chorus 2 Look to tomorrow, new beginning 

Blu, Glo & Stru Here are the good old days  

No need to mend our ways 

All Back to the lazy days 

Those crazy days of wine and roses 

Roses 

Roses 

 

         Scene X 

There is lots of cheering and clapping from the villagers and children. 

Blumenkohl Alright, alright, settle down, people. I think this calls for a speech. 

Schmalz Of course. 

Blumenkohl No, I mean I’ve written one for the occasion. 

Schmalz It’s not your place. I’m the Burgermeister here. 

Strudel I thought you were the mayor. 

Schmalz I am. 

Strudel Then who’s the mayor? 

Schmalz I am. 

Strudel That doesn’t seem fair. Two jobs. Two wages.  

Glocken Poor Englebert the Pauper hasn’t even got one job.  

Blumenkohl Granted, his degree in philosophy only qualifies to sit and think but, 

hey, he deserves a chance.  

Schmalz It’s the same job.  

Strudel What? 
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Schmalz It’s the same job. Look, let’s clear this up once and for all, we are in 

Germany. Burgermeister is German for mayor. You should all know 

that. You’re all German. 

All We are? 

Schmalz Yes. 

All Oh. 

Schmalz Can I get on? Good. Fellow Hamlonians, after years of tyranny we have 

cast off the chains of those furry demons and are free to live a 

wonderful life of plenty once more. There is wheat again in the stores, 

beer in the barrels, and sunshine in our hearts. And who put all this 

back? 

All The Piper. 

Schmalz No, me. If it wasn’t for me, then the rats would still be here. I was the 

one who employed the Piper and just look at what we’ve gained. That’s 

worth a few more terms in office, isn’t it? You know it makes sense. 

Schmalz for Burgermeister. 

Strudel So who’s going to be mayor? 

Schmalz I give up. 

As the villagers go about their celebrations, Schmalz talks to the councillors.  

Schmalz You see, gentlemen, all is well once again in Hamelin town. 

Finance Ah, but not for long, I think. As councillor for finance, I can tell you, we 

can’t afford the Piper’s exorbitant fee. And we’ve taxed the villagers 

way beyond breaking point. 

Schmalz A mere drop in the ocean.  

H&S As minister for health and safety, I should say a drop in the ocean 

wouldn’t be too good for us. Look what it did for those rats. 

Education And still it leaves the little matter of the Piper’s fee. As minister for 

education, even I know that you can’t subtract fifty thousand guilders 

from our treasury and expect much left over. 

Schmalz There won’t be fifty thousand guilders subtracted from anywhere. I 

have a cunning plan. 

Finance I should hope so. 
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Schmalz I know so. 

Glocken The time has come. Let the pageant begin. 

There is applause and cheers as the villagers make a clearing. Etta, a little girl,  

comes from a crowd of children to Hans, a crippled boy with a crutch who is sitting  

on the fountain. The children get into soldier costumes and rat costumes that they  

have made for the occasion. 

Etta Come on, Hans, we’re all getting ready to be part of the pageant. 

Deiter (from the crowd) What can he do? How is he supposed to dance? He 

can’t even walk properly! 

Etta Shut up, Deiter, he can do whatever you can. 

Deiter Yeah, right. 

Etta (to Hans) Ignore him. Deiter is such a dumkopf. Even is mother says so. 

Hans But he’s right, Etta. I can’t dance. I’m too slow. I’d make the pageant 

look bad. Look at me. How could I ever take part? 

Etta I have an idea. 

Etta runs to the crowd of children and then comes back with a costume. 

Etta Hans, I have just the costume for you. 

Hans But... 

Etta Shh.  

She helps him put on the jacket and puts the soldiers cap on him. 

Hans A soldier? 

Etta A wounded one. You can be rewarded with honours by the king for all 

your sacrifices to the cause. You see? No one has to be left out. We can 

all be part. 

Etta kisses him on the cheek. 

 As it should be. 

Blumenkohl Ladies and Gentlemen, the children’s pageant. 
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There is applause and cheering. 

Music Cue #20a:  The Children’s Dance 

The children play all the roles in this ballet for the villagers of Hamelin. 

This depicts the Mayor being overrun by rats. The Mayor runs to the Army Major who  

calls out his army but they are defeated by the rats and then the Piper appears, he  

takes out his flute and plays, the rats all stand still and he dances to the river  

followed by the rats where they all jump in. At the end the Piper bursts in...  

Music Cue #21: The Piper Returns (Wine and Roses - Reprise) 

Piper (Shouting) Stop! 

 I understand your celebrating 

 But there’s someone you’ve left waiting 

 Someone I feel should really get his dues 

 For all this dancing, all this laughter 

 And this happy ever after 

 There’s one man you cannot now refuse 

 Though today is a brighter day 

Now the vermin have gone their way 

 Don’t forget that it’s time to pay  

 The debt you owe 

 Mr Mayor, it’s on your head  

Now the vermin are good and dead  

Fifty thousand I think you said 

 I want my dough 

Chorus Vo-de-oh dough 

Piper Here are the Piper’s days of wine and roses 

Time for the final settle of the score 
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I’m only asking for the price you offered 

Just that deal and not a penny more 

Give me the golden days of wine and roses 

 Now is the time to empty out the purse 

 Cough up the cash, a gentleman’s agreement 

 Things were bad but could be even worse 

 Things were bad but could be even worse 

 Much worse 

 

 

     Scene XI 

Schmalz Oh, really, Piper, this is most discourteous of you. The children were in 

the middle of giving their celebratory performance. What sort of man 

spoils a children’s play? Despicable! 

Piper Despicable, am I? What do you call a man who shirks his 

responsibilities? 

Blumenkohl Married? 

They all laugh. 

Piper This is no laughing matter. You and I made a bargain and I have held out 

my side of it. It is time for you to do the same. 

Schmalz Of course. I am nothing if not a man of my word. Ladies and gentlemen, 

you see before you the man who rid our town of those filthy rats. 

All Hooray. 

Schmalz I propose a stunning statue depicting this stupendous day be built in the 

centre of town. A magnificent monument to a man of magical melodies. 

In short, The Pied Piper shall be immortalised in stone. 

All Hooray 

Piper That’s all very well but what of the fee? 

Finance Fee? As councillor for Finance, I agreed on no fee. 
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Piper What? 

Schmalz A little problem, Piper, a purchase order was not raised. 

Finance Invoices not received, contracts not signed. Forms in triplicate, 

signatures, proof of delivery. Nothing. 

Piper Are you having a laugh? 

Schmalz My hands are tied, Piper. 

Piper You are all liars and cheats. You play at gentlemen but you are no better 

than those rats. Grubbing in the dirt for whatever you think should be 

yours.  Money before honour. Where is your honour, gentlemen? 

Education  Offshore in Panama. 

Piper This is no way to teach your children. Honour your promise. 

Schmalz I intend to. I don’t need to take etiquette lessons from a tainted 

tatterdemalion troubadour. Here take two hun... 

Finance coughs 

 Twenty guilder.  

Piper Fifty thousand guilder. I think was the agreement. 

Schmalz Away with you, two toned trickster, what’s all this nonsense. Fifty 

thousand? That’s preposterous. 

Piper Then I stick to my original price. One thousand. 

Schmalz But the rats are gone. Bottom of the river, sir. Glug, glug, and if you 

don’t mind me saying, plop! Here, take fifty guilder and have done with 

it. 

Music Cue #22: If You Don’t Pay The Piper 

The piper bursts with fury. 

Piper Aaaaaah... 

If you don’t pay the piper now, boy 

 You’re gonna dance to a different tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 
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 You had your problem, your future looked grim 

 You took your problem and you left it to him 

 The piper took it and he played you his song 

 You felt the rhythm and you all danced along 

 If you think you can slip the net, boy 

 And forget what you once agreed 

 That piper’s tune will be a-changing 

 And you won’t like where its gonna lead 

 So pay the piper, I’m begging of you 

 You’ll all be sorry when you see what he’ll do 

 I’ll make this promise, it couldn’t be worse 

 If you don’t pay me, gonna leave you this curse 

Chorus If you don’t pay the piper now, boy 

 You’re gonna dance to a different tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 

Piper If you don’t pay the piper now, boy 

 I’m gonna take everything that’s sweet 

 Those salty tears will come a-falling 

 And you’ll be dancing to a diff’rent beat 

Chorus Yeah, yeah, yeah  

Piper You’ll be dancing to a diff’rent beat 

Chorus Tell your momma now 

Piper Dancing to a diff’rent beat 

Chorus Yeah, Yeah, Yeah 

Piper Happiness is fleeting 
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When you come a-cheating 

All Dancing to a diff’rent beat 

     Scene XII 

Schmalz That’s all very well but you have rid the town of rats, what are you 

going to do if we don’t pay? Bring them back from the dead? 

Piper (darkly) Much worse. Much, much worse. 

H&S From a point of view of Health and Safety, I can’t think of much worse 

than zombie rats.  

Piper You so-called gentlemen have shown your true colours here today. You 

have turned your backs on decency. I have given you chances to 

redeem yourselves but you have done nothing but laugh and turn your 

backs. 

Schmalz What do you expect? What you want is ludicrous. All you did was what 

any other exterminator would do. 

Piper Then why not call on any exterminator? You knew my terms and agreed 

to them. We shook hands as gentlemen do. 

Schmalz  Did we? I don’t remember. 

Piper  Without honour and truth, what are we? I made a promise that day and 

so did you. If this is the kind of example that you are to set your 

children, then you do not deserve them. 

Schmalz I don’t know what you mean. 

Piper You will do soon. If you do not teach them honour by example, 

someone else will. 

Schmalz What is all this poppycock? 

Piper Fulfil your promise and pay the piper or suffer the consequences.  

Schmalz Is that a threat? 

Piper Call it what you will. Warning, last chance, threat, you choose. 

Schmalz Ah, you don’t scare us. Do your worst. Take that pipe and blow till you 

burst. 

The piper raises his pipe to the skies. The crowd cower. 
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Music Cue #23: The Charm - Reprise 

Piper Let this music capture all your dreaming 

 Make your spirit sing and soar 

 Spread your wings and fly to lands enchanted   

 Leave that life you knew before 

The piper raises the flute to his lips. He plays. During the next music cue the children start to  

dance where they are. 

Music Cue #24: Follow the Piper - Reprise 

Chorus Children playing 

 Start your swaying 

No delaying  

Hear him playing 

Storyteller All of the children heard him playing 

Couldn’t resist a song so sweet 

Kicked up their heels without delaying 

Filled with an urge to stamp their feet 

Children Follow the piper where he chooses 

 Come hear the piper play his tune 

 He plays a dance no one refuses 

 There’ll be a celebration soon 

Piper Follow the music, little dancers 

 In every limb you feel the beat 

Children There is a world that’s filled with answers 

And ev’ry answer will be sweet 

 All of our cares are torn asunder  

 There in a place where dreams come true 
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Piper Off to a land that’s filled with wonder 

 There’s where your wishes wait for you 

The lighting changes to an eerie state. The Piper leads the children in a trancelike  

march/dance around the square. Hans hobbling behind on his crutch. 

Music Cue #25: The Charm - Reprise 2 

Storyteller Children all from Hamelin’s streets and houses 

Lift their ears to hear his song 

Swift the music takes control, arouses 

Ev’ry limb to dance along 

Piper Come, my children, dance through field and fountain 

 To a world where goodness can prevail 

 Just beyond the sunset lies a mountain 

 Where, my friends, we end this tale 

 Now unlock this mountain to me 

 My flute and this music the key 

 So shatter and crack, open wide, let us in 

 And so let the new life begin 

The Piper exits followed by the children still dancing. 

Storyteller Tick-tock, clockwork, children like tin soldiers 

Marching to a measure never heard 

Take stock, Hamelin, watch, behold a 

World where children pass without a word 

All your hopes and dreams lie torn and tattered 

Say Goodbye to generation lost 

For your greed, you sacrificed what mattered 

All your youth at such a cost 



67 
© 2017 Chris Blackwood 

Music Cue #26: And Then There Were None. 

Storyteller With a deaf’ning roll of thunder 

 Underworld was open wide 

 And the mighty mountain shuddered 

 Uttered but a single sigh 

 Terror struck unlucky Hamelin 

 As the piper played his song 

Led the children ‘neath the mountain 

Bade them all to come along 

As the last had gone within it 

Passing from the light of sun 

Then the mountain closed upon them 

With a crack, then there were none 

Chorus Wait 

A single child is crying  

Left behind infirm and lame 

Could not march with all his playmates 

Could not join their final game 

Tearfully he pleads the mountain 

Beats upon its stony face 

Is it moved by all his weeping? 

Is there pity? Not one trace  

      Scene XIII 

Woman 3 (searching) Hans! Hans! 

Woman The children. They’re gone. Our children! 
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Schmalz I thought he was just leading them up the mountain path. That path 

only leads up and back down again. 

Man Why didn’t we just give him what we promised? 

Man 3 Why didn’t we stop him? Break that pipe of his. 

Man 2 Why didn’t we do something? 

Woman 2 That music! It kept me rooted to the spot. 

Woman Me too. 

Man The mountain just closed upon them. Every single one. 

Woman 3 (entering) Hans? Has anyone seen my boy Hans? He’s never out this 

late. Someone must know where he is. 

Men and women run to each other weeping.  

Man They’ve gone. Everyone of them. 

Woman 3 The piper took them. Our children. Oh, my love, our children. 

Woman 3 (panicked) Not Hans! No! He must be here somewhere. Maybe he’s 

playing with your son? Hans! Hans! 

Hans hobbles on. 

Hans Mother. 

The villagers look up. 

Woman 3 (hugging him to her) Hans! Oh Hans! Where have you been? 

Hans The Piper, Mother. He’s gone. He’s taken all the magic from our village. 

Woman 3 What happened? 

Hans That music. I just wanted to follow. He danced us round the square and 

then up the mountain path. The mountain, Mother, the mountain. It 

just opened like a door to him. 

Woman 3 Maybe you were dreaming. 

Woman 2 It’s true. We all saw it. He took them all away. My little Etta. (She sobs 

into her husband’s chest) 
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Hans They all went into a bright light but I was too slow. I should be with 

them, Mother. They left me behind. As I fell to the ground, the 

mountain closed and I was left alone. 

Man What will we do without our children? We must search the mountain.  

Woman We must do something. 

They all exit looking for their children. Hans is left with his mother.  

Hans (after a while) Mother, why do I feel I’ve been punished for something I 

didn’t do? 

As he sings, towards the end before they sing, the villagers come back in small  

groups.  

Music Cue #27: Pity Now The Poor Boy 

Hans In the meadow, there’s no sunlight 

 On the trees no blossom grows 

 Here I stand alone and friendless 

 Endless sorrow’s all I know 

 The breezes bite and they chill  

The songbird silent and still 

Will leave that sweet song of youth unsung 

The empty fields where we played 

 The empty hours, empty days 

 No longer ring with the joys of the young  

In the playground, no more laughter 

For the boy who finished last 

No more happy ever after 

Just the echoes of the past 

Piper, pity now the poor boy 

Who you promised you would heal 
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Left behind, alone and friendless 

Take away the hurt I feel 

So, tell me, friends, do you see 

The land once promised to me 

 But though I tried I’m denied the prize 

Chorus If tears could wash away sin  

We’d all be whiter within 

 But nothing cleanses this town of its lies 

If there’s someone who will listen 

We have paid an awful price 

Keep the children safe and happy 

Till we meet in Paradise 

The cast sadly gather round Hans in tableau. 

Music Cue #28: Finale 

Storyteller So sets the sun in all its glory 

The red and gold fade on the hill 

With nothing but the sound of silence 

The world seems cold, and dark and still 

Through all the years that slowly followed 

No sound of music in the square 

The people bow their heads in sorrow 

Their children gone to who knows where 

Look to the church on painted window 

This bold reminder of the day 

When Hamelin town betrayed the piper 

And had their children stolen away  
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 So listen well to Hamelin hist’ry 

 Remember now their dreadful fate 

You make a promise, you’d better keep it 

Chorus            For by tomorrow it may be too late 

So ends our tale, a solemn story 

 Of Hamelin town and children lost 

 Of promise made and promise broken 

 At such a grave and awful cost 

   It’s written well in Hamelin hist’ry 

 You’ll ne’er forget their dreadful fate 

You make a promise, you’d better keep it 

For by tomorrow It may be too late 

If you don’t pay the piper now, boy  

You’re gonna dance to a diff’rent tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 You break a promise, you know that it’s true 

 You’ll be deserving of what’s coming to you 

 So, listen people, live a life that is good 

 And only do the things that you know you should 

 If you don’t pay the piper now, boy 

You’re gonna dance to a diff’rent tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 Yeah, yeah, yeah 

 You can bet you’ll regret it soon 
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 Yeah, yeah, yeah 

 You can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 Pay that piper soon 

Snap blackout. 

Curtain Calls 

Music Cue #29: Hamelin Mash-Up 

All Back to the good old days of wine and roses 

Back is the old forgotten merry dance 

Back to the dreams that filled us with emotion 

Back is the good old fashioned slow romance 

Gone is the sorrow, Bells are ringing   

Look to tomorrow, new beginning 

Here are the good old days  

No need to mend our ways 

Back to the lazy days 

Those crazy days of wine and roses 

Roses 

Roses 

If you don’t pay the piper now, boy  

You’re gonna dance to a diff’rent tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 You break a promise, you know that it’s true 

 You’ll be deserving of what’s coming to you 

 So, listen people, live a life that is good 

 And only do the things that you know you should 
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 If you don’t pay the piper now, boy 

You’re gonna dance to a diff’rent tune 

 You better pay the piper now, boy 

 Or you can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 Yeah, yeah, yeah 

 You can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 Yeah, yeah, yeah 

 You can bet you’ll regret it soon 

 Pay that piper soon 

Snap blackout. House lights. 

Music Cue #30: Exit Music 
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Tails of Hamelin - Fully Narrated Production 

If a company wishes to perform this version, narration covers all the songs which can be 

replaced or augmented with these narrations. This allows for any cuts to be made 

according to the abilities of your performers.  The role of Narrator is written as one and I 

assume the company would apportion each stanza to players as they see fit. The 

narrations are numbered corresponding to the songs they cover. That is not to say they 

couldn’t augment the sung-through in place of scenes depending on the company’s needs. 

 

Music Cue #01: Hamelin Swing Replacement 

Narrator Once upon a time 

 As all good stories start 

 I’ll tell you the tale of Hamelin 

 A town with a broken heart 

Narrator Let’s start at the very beginning 

 The town was in a fix 

 A horde of rats had just moved in 

 It’s where they got their kicks 

Music Cue #02: Villagers’ Lament Replacement 

Narrator The villagers all were frightened 

 As the rats ate all they had 

 The future didn’t seem so bright 

 In fact, it looked pretty bad 

Narrator A terrible time for Hamelin 

 And more so for the cats 

 They screeched and yowled and were bitten 

 By that horde of gnashing rats 

Music Cue #03: The Rat Pack Replacement 

Narrator The Rats went on the rampage 
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 They ate the wheat and grain 

 No sooner was it harvested 

 Than they ate it up again 

Narrator With their food just disappearing 

 The folk were getting thinner 

 With nothing left in the storehouse 

What could they have for dinner? 

Music Cue #04: Good To Be Bad Replacement 

Narrator The Rat King slyly sniggered 

 To the vulgar vermin throng 

 ‘This town will be our wonderland 

 It shouldn’t take that long’ 

Narrator ‘We’ll drive them out of house and home’ 

 The Rat King laughed in glee 

 ‘And everything they treasured 

 Will be left for you and me’ 

Narrator They nibbled, gnawed and nested 

 And scratched and clawed and chewed 

 They fully outstayed their welcome 

 Which we know is terribly rude 

Music Cue #06: Rats! Ay! Ay! Replacement 

Narrator So the villagers all assembled 

 In their terror, every one 

 Said ‘Time to talk to the Mayor 

 Something really has to be done’ 
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Music Cue #07: Villagers’ Lament 2 Replacement 

Narrator Off they marched to the hall of the council 

 And demanded to see ‘him in charge’ 

 They picketed, chanted and shouted 

 The protest was getting quite large 

Music Cue #08: Is it Newsworthy? Replacement 

Narrator The Mayor looked out of his window 

 It was clear that the matter be solved 

 What’s more, he was up for election 

 And the press were getting involved 

Narrator Reporters were starting to question 

 His Panama private account 

 And that wouldn’t be good for his image 

 So the pressure was starting to mount 

Music Cue #09: Great Things Done Replacement  

Narrator Out of the hall sprang the Mayor 

 Which was something to see, let me say 

 For he’d spent all his life eating cream buns 

And got stuck in the door on the way 

Narrator Now he was a true politician 

 Who faced people and press with a grin 

 For he’d made it his life’s only mission 

 To obscure to facts with some spin 

Music Cue #10: Peasants’ Revolt Replacement 

Narrator But the people just wouldn’t be silenced 

 They’d heard all his clap-trap before 
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 They demanded he do something quickly 

 As he tried to break free of the door 

Narrator The mayor, no way of escaping, 

 Made promise to set them all free 

 From the verminous horror they suffered 

 ‘We will rid this old town, wait and see’ 

Music Cue #11: The Call Goes Out Replacement  

Narrator So they set out an ad in the paper 

 It was something they needed to try 

 It read ‘Wanted: One exterminator 

 The Terms and Conditions Apply’ 

Music Cue #12: Ratcatcher Replacement 

Narrator So they waited and waited and waited 

 And waited and waited some more 

 But as long as they waited and waited 

 Not a knock was heard at their door 

Music Cue #13: The Wind Has Changed  Replacement 

Narrator Then one night when all were sleeping 

 Strange events were standing by 

 Shadows cast across the village 

 And an eerie lullaby 

Narrator At the mayor’s house came knocking 

 Knocking once then twice and more 

 Willow thin, mysterious stranger 

 Knocking at the mayor’s door 

Music Cue #14: Toot That Flute Replacement 
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Narrator Then the town began to waken 

 And the folk from slumber rose 

 Marvelled at this great musician 

 In his multi-coloured clothes 

Narrator Oh, he told them wondrous stories 

 Of the magic of his flute 

 Dazzled them with bygone glories 

 In his red and yellow suit 

Music Cue #15: The Mayor And The Piper Replacement 

Narrator ‘I can rid your town of vermin’ 

 Said the Piper to the crowd 

 But the mayor found it doubtful 

 Though it wasn’t said out loud 

Music Cue #16: Stop That Knockin’ Replacement 

Narrator With no other aid or offer 

 Mayor asked the Piper’s price 

 ‘Just a mere one thousand guilder 

 And that is at a discount price’ 

Narrator So the Mayor made the bargain 

 Promised more if job was done 

 He would pay him fifty thousand 

 Pick the rats off one by one 

Music Cue #17: The Charm Replacement 

Narrator Happy with the deal on offer 

 Piper raised his golden flute 

 And the magic shone and glittered 
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 All around his two toned suit 

Narrator Strange and eerie was this magic 

 Drawing rat from every nest 

 Till the town saw all the vermin 

 Each and every single pest 

Music Cue #18: Good To Be Bad - Reprise Replacement 

Narrator The Rat King called to all his ratlings 

 As the Piper played his song 

 ‘What’s this tune that’s so enticing? 

 Makes me want to dance along 

Music Cue #19: Follow The Piper Replacement 

Narrator And they danced, those nasty ratlings 

 To the song that seemed so sweet 

 And the Piper led the vermin 

 Swiftly down the sunlit street 

Narrator Oh, that song, it promised heaven 

 Wondrous, sticky, sumptuous, sweet 

 All the things those horrid ratlings 

 Loved to gnaw and gnash and eat 

Narrator Piper led them to the river 

 Where the water swiftly flows 

 And the rats had no idea 

 As the river rose and rose 

Narrator To the river, Piper calling 

 Not one rat had time to stop 

 Tumbling, falling, in the water 
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 To the bottom, glug, glug, plop. 

Music Cue #20: The Days of Wine and Roses Replacement 

Narrator All the town folk cheered and gathered 

 Glad to wave the rats bye bye 

 Now there’d be a celebration 

 For the fact they’d stayed so dry 

Narrator ‘Celebrate, my friends, be merry 

 We’re rat free’ the mayor crowed 

 In the clamour, he’d forgotten 

 All about the debt they owed 

Music Cue #21: The Piper Returns Replacement 

Narrator No one saw the Piper enter 

 Til he clapped his hands and cried 

 ‘I’ve come for my fifty thousand 

 And I shall not be denied’ 

Narrator Then the mayor, white with panic 

 ‘Don’t be rash’ that’s what he said 

 ‘Fifty thousand is a fortune 

 Here, take fifty now instead’ 

Music Cue #22: If You Don’t Pay The Piper Replacement 

Narrator So the Piper, voice like thunder 

 Cried ‘The Piper must be paid 

 Keep you promise, Mister Mayor 

 Do not leave me thus betrayed’ 

Narrator Oh, the Piper, stamped in anger 

 Swore an oath to make them pay 
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 Overhead the clouds had gathered 

 ‘You will not forget this day!’ 

Music Cue #23: The Charm - Reprise Replacement 

Narrator Eyes of fire, the Piper angry 

 Raised aloft his magic flute 

 As the town folk stood and trembled 

 At the man in two toned suit 

Narrator And the magic swirled and gathered 

 Round about the Piper’s flute 

 Such a frightening sight to see 

 That sorcerer in two tone suit 

Music Cue #24: Follow the Piper - Reprise Replacement 

Narrator Lifting flute to lips, the piper 

 Played again that charming song 

 Every Hamelin child was dancing 

 And he bade them ‘Come along’ 

Narrator All the children heard him playing 

 Not resisting song so sweet 

 Kicked their heels without delaying 

 Clapped their hands and stamped their feet 

Narrator As the town folk stood in horror 

 All the children danced away 

 Down the street behind the Piper 

 On that horrid fateful day 

Music Cue #25: The Charm - Reprise Replacement 

Narrator Children all from Hamelin houses 
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Lift their ears to hear his song 

Swift the music now arouses 

Ev’ry limb to dance along 

Narrator Come and dance through field and fountain 

 There’s a world where good can’t fail 

 Just beyond there lies a mountain 

 Where, my friend, we end this tale 

Narrator Shatter, break, and open to me  

 Let the new life now begin  

Then the Piper cracked the mountain  

And the children danced right in 

Music Cue #26: And Then There Were None Replacement 

Narrator With a deaf’ning roll of thunder 

 Underworld was open wide 

 And the mighty mountain shuddered 

 Uttered but a single sigh 

Narrator Terror struck unlucky Hamelin 

 As the piper played his song 

Led the children ‘neath the mountain 

Bade them all to come along 

Narrator As the last had gone within it 

Passing from the light of sun 

Then the mountain closed upon them 

With a crack, then there were none 

Narrator Wait! A single child is crying  

Left behind infirm and lame 
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Could not march with all his playmates 

Could not join their final game 

Narrator Tearfully he pleads the mountain 

Beats upon its stony face 

Is it moved by all his weeping? 

Is there pity? Not one trace 

Music Cue #27: Pity Now the Poor Boy Replacement 

Narrator Left behind the lame boy pleaded 

 To be shown that wonderland 

 But the mountain closed before him 

 Coldly did not understand 

Narrator No more sounds of fun and laughter 

 No more friends to comfort him 

 There he sat and wept for hours 

As the world grew dark and dim 

Narrator Piper, pity now the poor boy 

Who you promised you would heal 

Left behind, alone and friendless 

Take away the hurt he feels 

Chorus And the town wept for their losses 

 All their children swept away 

 For their promise that was broken 

 This was how they had to pay 

Narrator If there’s someone who will listen 

We have paid an awful price 

Keep the children safe and happy 
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Till we meet in Paradise 

Music Cue #28: Finale Replacement 

Narrator Sets the sun in all its glory 

Red and gold fade on the hill 

Nothing but the sound of silence 

World seems cold, and dark and still 

Narrator Through years that slowly followed 

No more music in the square 

Town folk bowed their heads in sorrow 

Children gone to who knows where 

Narrator Look, the church on painted window 

Bold reminder of the day 

Hamelin town betrayed the piper 

Children swiftly stole away  

Narrator Ends our tale, a solemn story 

 Of the town and children lost 

 Promise made and promise broken 

 At a grave and awful cost 

Narrator Listen well to Hamelin hist’ry 

 Don’t forget their dreadful fate 

Make a promise, you must keep it 

By tomorrow it’s too late 

 

 

  

  


