The Pied Piper of Hamelin

Scene One

Outside of Grandpa’s house which is located on Bungelose Lane in Hamelin, Germany.  Two children are amusing themselves.  Stanzi is playing with a doll, but would much rather have Marta’s book.  Grandpa, who was supposed to be watching over them, has fallen asleep in a comfortable chair with a blanket over his knees.

Stanzi.
It’s my turn to read it.

Marta.
I’m not finished.

Stanzi.
Give it to me!

Marta.
Let go!  I’ll tell!!

Faint sounds of music can be heard.

Marta.
Quiet.  Do you hear something?

Stanzi.
What is it?  Is it a parade?

Marta.
Grandpa, wake up!  It’s a parade!

Grandpa.
All right.  All right.  Let’s see what all the excitement’s about.  (He puts on his glasses and peers off in the direction of the music.)  Oh, children, it’s a bride on her way to church to be married.

Marta.
I hear a flute and a—

Stanzi.
--a violin, right Grandpa?

Grandpa.
Just so.

Stanzi.
If she’s going to Saint Peter’s, she’ll pass by this way soon.

Marta.
When I get married, I’ll have a whole band to escort me to the church.

Stanzi.
And I’ll have a white dress made with silk and pearls.

Marta.
Who would be foolish enough to marry such a noodlehead?

Grandpa.
Hush, here she comes!

     Just as the bridal parade enters the stage, the music stops.  A flutist and violinist,

followed by a bride, cross silently in front of Grandpa’s house.  They are not sad, just silent.  The children watch quietly.  The parade exits, and moments later the music starts up again.

Marta.
Why does the music always stop when parades come down Bungelose Lane, Grandpa?

     Grandpa sighs in a melancholy way.

Stanzi.
Don’t be sad, Grandpa.  (She is sharp with Marta.)  You know the story, Marta.  Don’t make him tell it.

Grandpa.
It’s all right.  After all, what are grandpas for?

This is a question he has asked often and the children respond with enthusiasm  and with their traditional answers.

Stanzi.
Peppermint candy!

Marta.
Piggyback rides!

Both.
And stories!

Grandpa.
(Checking his pockets)  Well, since my pockets are empty and my back is sore, I had better tell you a story, yes?

Both.
Yes!

Grandpa.
It is true.  Tradition holds that musicians must silence their instruments on Bungelose Lane.  However, it was not always so.  The story begins about sixty years ago outside the town of Hamelin.  Five rats were on the run and growing short of breath—
Scene Two

     The woods.  Five rats run onto the stage.  Some are still looking over their

     shoulders.  One tree has a sign on it that has an arrow pointing left and the

     words:  Hamelin:  2 Kilometers. 

Didi.
I swear to you.  I did not see that coming.

Hans.
The farmer’s wife or the carving knife?

Didi.
One moment I was contentedly gnawing on a chair leg, and the next—chop, chop, chop!

Hilda.
Quick, everyone!  Tail check!

     They all check and are relieved to find that they are in tact.  

All.
I’m here.  Whew, that’s a relief.  Good old tail, glad to see you old friend.

Fritz.
I can’t look.  Hans, is it?  Am I?

     Before Hans can answer, the Baron interrupts.

Baron.
You still have your tail. It may be all you have, but it’s still there.

Hans.
Now then, do we lay low and return in a few days, or do we move on?

Hilda.
I’m not going back there.  She’s a bit too handy with the blade.

     All are in agreement with this.

Didi.
I won’t miss the farmer’s wife, but I will miss that farm.

Hans.
Oh, and that space between the kitchen walls, right behind the stove?

Fritz.
The spot where it gets so cozy and warm?

Hans.
That was the best.

Hilda.
And baking day!

Baron.
The farmer ate like such a pig; crumbs flew everywhere!

Fritz.

Pie crumbs.
Didi.
Cake crumbs.

Hans.
Cookie crumbs.

Hilda.
Stop, you’re tormenting me!

Didi.
And the barn, who could forget the barn?

Hans.
Always the sweet smell of rotting hay.

Hilda.
A putrid duck’s egg every now and then.

Didi.
Such luxury!

Baron.
Until they got that cat.

     All shiver momentarily.

Hans.
Remember the time we lured the cat into the apple orchard, and—

Baron.
Quiet, all of you.  We can sit here and tell stories about the farm, but you can’t eat a memory and I, for one, am hungry.

Hilda.
Me, too.

Baron.
If we head in that direction, we can be to the Blumhagen farm by nightfall.

Didi.
I don’t think I fancy another farm.

Baron.
We can’t stay put, unless you “fancy” being carried off by an owl or fox.

Hans.
How about a town?

Fritz.
We’ll be carried off by a town?

Hans.
No, a town is a place to live.  It has dozens of shops and houses.

Didi.
And hundreds of people!

Hilda.
And millions of crumbs!!

Baron.
And carving knives, and cats and other dangers.

Didi.
You can stay here if you wish, Baron, but I’m on my way.

Baron.
To where?

Didi.
(Pointing to the sign) To Hamelin, of course.  Who’s which me?

Hans.
Come on.  Fritz, there are enough warm spots that you’ll never need to share.  Hilda, a town throws away more food in a day than the farmer eats all year.  And, Baron . . .

Baron.
There’s nothing for me there.

Hans.
Oh, but we can use your, your um . . .

Hilda.
(Sarcastically) We can use his rosy outlook?

Hans.
No, we can use his good, common sense.  Now, are you with us?

Hilda/Fritz.  Sure count me in.  Let’s go.

Baron.
Even though common sense tells me that this is a foolish move, we are better off together than apart.  I’m with you.

Didi.
Then, it’s off to Hamelin, valiant rodents.  (They exit in high spirits.)

Scene Three

Hamelin.  The town is bustling with activity.  There are many shops and customers.  There is an opportunity n this scene to block the rats sneaking into the various shops, unseen by the townspeople or shopkeepers.  Later in the scene there is mention of nibbled bread, a hair on the fish, and hats that smell like rats.

Ziegler. 
Guten morgen, Herr Mayor.

Mayor.
Guten tag, Herr Ziegler. And how are all the little Zieglers?

Ziegler.
Both in school.  The youngest juststarted kindergarten.

Magistrate. 
Herr Mayor.   Herr Ziegler.  May I report that the good people of 

Hamelin passed the night peacefully.  No fights, no fires , no robberies, not even a nightmare.
Mayor.
Excellent, Magistrate.  That’s the 557th peaceful night in a row.

Ziegler.
Only 557?

Magistrate. 
Well, there was the street lamp that burned out nearly a year and a half ago.

Ziegler.
(To the mayor) Since you were elected, the town is a model of efficiency and cleanliness.

Magistrate. 
True.  Hamelin is what every other town wishes it could be.

Frau Koenig. (To the baker) My, how wonderful everything smells!

Baker.
Danke.  How many loaves today, Frau Koenig?

Koenig.
Two, like always.

Baker.
I thought so!  I’ve already set them aside for you.

Gruber.  
Are the fish fresh today?

Fishmonger.  
The boat docked at 5:00 a.m., the fish were scaled and gutted by 

5:30, and in my shop window by 5:45.  Watch out!  I think that one  winked at you!

Gruber.
How about some of the fine looking cod?  Wrap it up, please.

Fishmonger.  
Consider it done.


Frau Blumhagen and Frau Vedder enter from opposite sides of the stage.

Milliner.
Welcome to Hamelin, ladies.  I trust your ride in from the country was



pleasant.  May I interest either of you in a hat?

Frau Vedder.  
Frau Blumhagen!  So good to see you!

F. Blumhagen.  If I had known you were coming to town, Frau Vedder, we could 




have ridden in together.  

Milliner.
(Trying to regain their interest)  Something with ribbons, perhaps?

Vedder.  
I had not made plans to come, but yesterday I came upon five rats   

lounging about in my kitchen as though they owned the place.

Blumhagen.  
Rats!  How frightening.

Vedder.  
Hah, they almost felt the sharp edge of my cleaver, but managed to



scuttle away.  Anyway, this morning I was still shaking, so Helmut



suggested a soothing buggy ride and some shopping.

Milliner.
Maybe you prefer feathers?

Vedder.  
I think flowers.

Blumhagen.  
I’ll leave you to it.  Auf wiederschen.  (She crosses to speak to Herr Gruber and Fishmonger.)  Did you hear?  Don’t tell anyone, but the Vedders are having trouble with (whispers) rats.


Herr Gruber takes this information with him over to Frau Koenig and Baker.

Gruber.
Have you heard?  Keep this to yourself, but I know for a fact that the 



Vedder farm has been overrun by (whispers) rats.


Frau Koenig takes the word to Ziegler, Magistrate and Mayor.

Koenig.
Well, you didn’t hear it from me, but I have it on the best authority that 



the Vedders have been forced off their farm by (whispers) rats.  There’s

poor Frau Vedder now.  Had to leave home without so much as a hat to cover her head.

Mayor.
How awful.  I suppose after they’ve had their fill at the farm, they’ll gnaw and claw their way right into town.

Ziegler.
Filthy, disgusting things.  Always skulking in the shadows.

Magistrate. 
No need to worry.  Our streets are clean, our shops—well swept, and our corners—well lit.  No rats allowed on my watch.  Rats in Hamelin?  Never!

 Koenig. 
(To Baker)  I’m returning this bread.  Something has been nibbling on it.

Gruber. 
(To Fishmonger) What is this hair doing on my cod?

Vedder.  
(To Milliner) These don’t smell like flowers.  They smell more like (gasp) rats!
Milliner.
Rats?

Baker/Koenig.  
Rats?

Gruber/Fishmonger.  Rats?

Ziegler/Mayor/Magistrate.  Rats?

All.
Oh, no!

Scene Four

     Nighttime in an open field outside of town.  The rats are enjoying the last of a

     party.

Hilda.
Pass the bread, my good man.

Hans.
Only too happy to oblige.

Fritz.
My, Didi, but don’t you look stunning in your new hat.

Didi.
What?  This old thing?

Baron.
I can’t believe you took that right off the shelf.

Didi.
(Proudly) In the middle of the afternoon.

Baron.
You boldness will likely be repaid with blows.

Hilda.
We don’t have to worry.  The townspeople are so afraid, all we have to do is scratch on the walls once and they scatter.

Hans.
Like cockroaches!

Fritz.  
(Imitating a townsperson)  Ach der liber!  A rat!  Oh, whatever shall I do?  I think I feel ill.

Didi.
(Joining the play)  I shall faint.

Hans.
(Joining in as well) Here, you guard the pantry, and I’ll protect the baby.

Hilda.
Scratch, scratch!

     The others run aimlessly, bumping into each other.  It ends in laughter.

Baron.
Make fun if you must, but people can be pushed too far, you know.

Andrea.
(Offstage.)  Come on.  It’s not that much further.
Fritz.
Bother.

Didi.
Here come the children.

Johann.
(Offstage.)  Wait for me!

Hans.
(Starting to rise with the other)  Just as I was getting comfortable.

   All exit reluctantly except the Baron.

Baron.
A rat who gets comfortable will find himself relaxing in a trap.  (Exits)

Franz.
(Offstage)  We’re too far from home.

Wilhelm.
(Entering)  My mother won’t like this!

Johann.
(Offstage)  Wait up!

Andrea.
(Enters and motions for the others to join her)  Here!  Here’s the spot I told you about1

     The others enter, Johann last because he is on crutches.

All.
I like it.  Look over there.  This is great, Andrea.

Johann.
It’s perfect.  We don’t have all night, so let’s get started.  (To Andrea and Franz) You two:  you’re the rats and we will fight you off.  (Quickly, before anyone else calls it)  I’m the mayor!
Heidi.
I’m the magistrate.

Wilhelm.
And I am Wilhelm, The Rapacious Rat Slayer.  (Others snicker)  If I can’t be the mayor or the magistrate, I get to make up my own title.

Andrea.
I don’t want to be a smelly old rat.

Fritz.
Be a good sport, Andrea.  You got to be mayor last time.
Andrea.
Sure, sure, I’ll be a good sport.  But don’t kill me in the mud.  I want to die over there in the soft grass.

Johann.
Can we get on with it?

All.
Okay.  I’m ready.  Let’s go.

Heidi.
All right.  (Clears her throat and takes on the character of the great warrior she believes the magistrate to be.)  Beware!  Take cover!  The hour of doom is upon you, Rats!

Franz.
Band together, Brother Rats, er, (in deference to Andrea) Sister Rat and we will ransack this sorry little town.

     Both sides engage in terrible battle.

Wilhelm.
(To Andrea)  Take that, wretched beast.

Andrea.
You’ll never catch me, never.  I can see in the dark and tunnel under your feet.

Heidi.
(To Franz) Back, back you flea-infested vermin!

Franz.
You two-legged, freckle-faced schnitzel!

Heidi.
Coward!

Franz.
Strudel butt!

Heidi.
Oooo, that does it.  Johann, get over here and help me.

Johann.
That’s Herr Mayor.

Heidi.
Move it, Mayor!

Johann.
Die, die like the sneaking thief that you are.

Heidi.
Take that!  That’s for haunting the alleys and sewers.

Franz.
You got me.  (Dies a dramatic death.)

Wilhelm.
(Still battling Andrea)  And that’s for ruining my desserts.  Ha!  That will teach you to nibble at the cake!

Andrea.
I am done for!  (Perishes as well.)

Wilhelm.
We have beaten and broken the enemy.

Heidi.
Victory!  Victory!

Johann.
As Mayor of the town of Hamelin, I proclaim the day ours!

     They dance and whoop it up while the “rats” sit up and rub sore spots.

Andrea.
Didn’t I ask to die in the soft grass?  I’m as dirty as—

Wilhelm.
A rat!  Ha!

Johann.
That was fun.

Heidi.
Yes, but we’d better be getting back.  We really shouldn’t sneak out to play like this.

Franz.
My mother is so sure an army of rats will carry me away that she won’t even let me go to school.

Heidi.
Lucky you.  My parents threatened to send me to live in the country until “the emergency” is over.  Then they found out the rats came from the country.
Johann.
I’d better be going.  If mother—

Ziegler.  
(Offstage)  Franz!  Heidi!  Where are you?

Koenig.
The rats have taken my child.  Poor Johann!

Vedder.
Maybe they’re over this way.

Andrea.
Quick, let’s go this way.

     They all exit with the exception of Johann who is struggling with his crutches.

Johann.
Wait for me.  I can’t keep up!

     Wilhelm reenters.

Wilhelm.
I’ll help you.  Hurry!

     The adults enter the space just after Wilhelm has reentered to assist Johann.

Vedder.
There they are!

Koenig.  
(Rushing over to Johann)  There you are, Johann.

     The other children reenter with heads hanging.

Johann.
Mama, I . . .

Ziegler.
Heidi, Franz, when your mother went to tuck you in and you weren’t there, she became hysterical.

Franz.
Sorry, we . . .

Milliner.
Wilhelm, why?  You’ve never run away before.

Wilhelm.
I didn’t run away.  We just wanted to . . .

Baker.
Andrea, look at you.  You look like a common ragamuffin.

Andrea.
I told them we shouldn’t . . .

Mayor.
(Offstage) Herr Ziegler?  Frau Koenig?

     The Mayor and Magistrate burst into the clearing with the rest of the

     townspeople.

Mayor.
Ah, here you are.  And the children are safe, thank goodness.

Magistrate. 
(To the children)  What were you up to at this late hour?

Mayor.
The whole town was in a state of panic.

Johann.
We snuck out to play.

Heidi.
We never get to go outside anymore.

     Silence as this sinks in.  Everyone focuses their attention on the mayor whom

     they blame for the state they are in.  He is acutely away of their displeasure.

Gruber.  So, this is what it has come to.

Milliner.
The rat infestation has forced us to hide out in our own homes, day and night.

Blumhagen. 
It’s not healthy for the children to be cooped up.

Vedder.  
(To Mayor)  Who is in charge?  You or the rats?

Gruber.  
Do something!

Mayor.
What?

Magistrate.
We’ve baited the traps.

Mayor.
Set loose the cats.

Magistrate.
Poisoned the cheese.

Mayor.     I’ve even offered a reward for each dead rat, but it seems they cannot be

caught.

Fishmonger.
You had better do something.  The children are pale, our shops are empty and our patience is thin.

Koenig.     Come, Johann, we’ll get you some milk.  (Pointed to the Mayor) That is

if the rats haven’t gotten to it first.

Fishmonger.
If you can’t handle this problem, we’ll elect someone who can.

     The rest of the children and townspeople exit.

Mayor.     (Calling after them) I would do anything to defend the town of Hamelin!

Magistrate.
Your Honor, I received this yesterday.  (Taking a scroll from his coat pocket)  It seemed outrageous.  I did not even give it a second thought.  Until now.

Mayor.     Hand it over.  (Reads)  “Pied Piper.  For a modest fee will rid your field

of crows, your kitchen of flies, or your street of—rats!  A quick clean

solution to our problems.  1000 florins.  Pay only if fully satisfied.” 
Find him, now! 

     They exit as the rats enter to reassess what they’ve overheard.

Heidi.
Do you think we have anything to worry about?

Baron.
Why, yes, I think that’s safe to say.

Fritz.
Scared of a Piper?  Come, come.  

Didi.
Let’s just stay away from town for a few days.  This will all blow over and then we’ll resume our rightful place in the town of Hamelin. 

     All agree; albeit reluctantly. 
Hildi.
Didn’t you just love that battle scene?  “I am Wilhelm the Rapacious Rat slayer!”  I bet he still sleeps with a nightlight! 

     This lightens the mood somewhat and they exit. 
Scene Five
     The mayor’s office.  He is at his desk when the magistrate enters with the Piper.

Magistrate.
Here he is, Your Honor:  The Pied Piper.

Mayor.     So pleased to meet you.  I hear you can help us with our

                  “unpleasantries.”

Piper.       The rats?

     A short, startled scream is heard from offstage.

Magistrate.
Shhhh!  It’s gotten so that tjust the word riles the townspeople.  Touchy, touchy subject.

Piper.      Very well, we’ll make this easy then.  I play my pipe, the, ah, “critters”

                 go away, you pay.

Mayor.     A simple tune on your flute, and, poof, no more, ah, “problem”?

Piper.
Poof.

Magistrate.
Your Honor, if something seems too good to be true, it probably is.

Piper.        Fine, I won’t waste your time.  (To Mayor) Give my best to your wife.

I’m sure she doesn’t mind the rats.  (He begins to exit)

     Again, a scream is heard from offstage.

Mayor.     Wait, wait.  Let’s not be too hasty.  (Referring to scroll)  You say you

have other tunes to rid of flies and crows as well?
Piper.        Just a slight variation on the same melody does the trick.  Don’t ask me

how it works.  It was a skill passed down from my father who learned it

from is father and so on.

Magistrate.
How long will it take to drive away the you-know-whats?

Piper.        I’ll work tonight, if you like, while the town sleeps.  Then, wait three

days and if no pest appears, give me 1000 florins and I’ll be on my way.

Mayor.
Three days?  That seems like a reasonable way to guarantee proof.
Piper.        If you find so much as one paw print, I’ll leave with empty pockets.  Is it

a deal?

Mayor.      It is, sir.  (They shake hands and Piper exits)

Magistrate.
If it works, and I’m saying “if,” by this time tomorrow—no more rats!

     Another offstage scream.

Magistrate.
Sorry.

Scene Six

     The middle of town.  As a bell tower clock chimes twelve times, the Piper enters

     and stands center stage.  He looks around briefly and then plays a few bars of a

     haunting tune. Didi and Hans appear in one corner of the stage.  They are

     obviously enchanted with what they hear.

Didi.          What was that?

Hans.          I don’t know.  Quiet!  Listen.

     As the music continues, Fritz and Hilda appear in another corner.

Fritz.        
I’ve never heard the like o fit.

Hilda.
I could listen all night.

Didi/Hans.Shhh!

     A few more notes and the Baron enters from another corner.   He, more than the

     others, is drawn towards the music.

Baron.
By my whiskers, it’s irresistible.

All.
Shhhh!

     When he gets close to the Piper, the music stops abruptly and the Piper, feigning

     fright at the sight of a rat, rushes off stage.  This is a ruse to draw them further

     from the town.

Didi/Franz.(Simultaneously)  Where is he going?  Don’t go!

Hans.
(To Baron) you frightened him away!

     They all gather around Baron.

Baron.
I didn’t mean to.

Hilda.
How could you be so stupid?

     They all begin to menace Baron when a few notes are heard from far away.

Hilda.
Hold up.  I hear it again.

     They all drop their anger toward the Baron and immediately mellow and

     speak dreamily.

Didi.
It’s so sweet.

Fritz.
It reminds me of that warm spot in the kitchen walls.

Hilda.
And cookie crumbs.

     The tune now sounds farther away.

Baron.
(Worried)  It’s growing fainter.

Hans.
Follow the sound, everyone!

     They all begin their exit, dancing in the direction that the Piper exited.  

Fritz.
This way!

Hilda/Didi.What a glorious night!  Wheee!

Baron.
Common sense says this is a trap, but, I . . . I . . . Oh, hang it all!  Wait for me!  (Exits)


Scene Seven

     Hamelin.  Three days later.  The mayor strolls in with the magistrate and takes

     in a deep breath of satisfaction.

Mayor.
Is it my imagination, or is the sun shining particularly brightly today?

Magistrate.
It is a fine day.  No clouds.  No wind.  (Pause) No rats!

     They both enjoy a hearty laugh.  Frau Koenig enters from one side of the stage

     as Herr Ziegler and Gruber enter from the other.  They meet center.

Koenig.
Gentlemen.

Ziegler.
Frau Koenig.

Gruber.
Out enjoying a walk?

Koenig.
It’s a pleasure to stroll the streets of Hamelin when there’s no hurry, (lifts her skirts slightly to peek at the street) no mud puddles (pause) and no rats!

     They all laugh as she does a little jig.  As they do this, the shop owners enter.

Milliner.
It’s so good to have things back to normal.

Fishmonger.
The children—back to school.

Baker.
The shops—reopened, and there are of course—(pause)

All.
No rats!

     More laughter and camaraderie as Frau Blumhagen and Vedder enter.

Blumhagen.
You’re all in good spirits!

Vedder.
What’s the news?

All.
(Pause) No rats!

     As if out of nowhere, the Piper appears.  He mirrors their positive energy.

Piper.
As promised!  It’s been three days. Have you seen so much as a paw print?

Ziegler.
Not even a hair!

     All are in agreement that they are rat free.  (“I haven’t seen any.”  “Nor have

    I.” “Thank goodness.”
Piper.
That will be 1000 florins, please.
Mayor produces a healthy-sized bag of money, but the carnival atmosphere subsides quickly.  As the townspeople express their concerns, he puts the money away.

Gruber.
1000 florins.  That’s a steep price.

Koenig.
Surely the mayor did not agree to such an extravagant fee.

The other townspeople express their disapproval as well.  To prove that he is still   looking out for the town’s interest, he turns on the Piper.

Mayor.
Just a moment.  We haven’t seen a rat in three days, but that doesn’t mean they won’t be back.

     General agreement that what the mayor has said makes sense.

Piper.
I led them to the water’s edge, and they danced right in—sank to the bottom like stones, they did.

Magistrate.
Disappeared?

Piper.

Completely.

Mayor.
Then there’s no proof, is there?  Here (he produces a much smaller bag) be a good man and accept 100 florins for your trouble.

Baker.
100 florins for one hour’s work is more than reasonable.

Milliner.
I don’t make that much in a week.

Piper.
That was not our agreement.  I demand proper payment.

Mayor.
What can you do about it?

Blumhagen.
The worst he can do is hit a sour note.

Vedder.     Make us flinch.

     All laugh; some imitate the flinch.

Piper.
You will pay.

Magistrate.
Be off, musician.  Toodle-oo.  Get it?  Toodle-oo!  (All laugh.)

Piper.
You will pay.  (He exits to the sound of their laughter.)

Scene Eight

     The middle of town.  As the bell tower clock chimes twelve times, the Piper

     Enters and stands center stage.  He looks around briefly and then plays a few

     bars of a haunting tune that is a slightly more ominous version of the one played

     to charm the rats.  Andrea and Wilhelm appear in one corner of the stage.  They

     are obviously enchanted with what they hear.

Andrea.
What was that?

Wilhelm.
I don’t know.  Quiet!  Listen.

     As the music continues, Franz and Heidi appear in another corner.

Franz.
I’ve never heard anything like it.

Heidi.
I could listen all night.

Andrea/Wilhelm.
Shhh!

     A few more notes and Johann enters from another corner.  He is even more   

     enchanted than the others.

Johann.
It’s irresistible.

All.

Shhhhh!

As the Piper plays on, Johann is drawn towards the music.  When he gets close to the Piper, the music stops abruptly and the Piper, again feigning skittishness at being approached, rushes off stage.

Andrea/Wilhelm.  Where is he going?  Don’t go!

Franz.
(To Johann) You frightened him away!

     They all gather around Johann.

Johann.
I didn’t mean to.

Heidi.
How could you be so stupid?

     They all begin to menace Johann, throwing down his crutches.  This causes him    

     to fall.  Then, a few notes are heard from way in the distance.

Heidi.  
Hold up.  I hear it again.

     They drop their anger toward Johann.  They speak dreamily.
Andrea.
It’s so sweet.

Wilhelm.
It reminds me of playing outside on warm summer nights.

Heidi.
And mama’s apple strudel.

     The tune now sounds further away.

Johann.
It’s growing fainter.

Franz.
Follow the sound, everyone!

They all begin their exit, dancing in the direction that the Piper exited.  Only Johann remains.  He scrambles after his crutches and struggles to get on his feet.

Wilhelm.
This way!

Scene Nine

     Back at Grandpa’s house, the story is winding to its end.

Grandpa.
Poor Johann struggled to his feet, but it was too late.

Stanzi.
What happened next, Grandpa?

Grandpa.
Johann followed, but he was way behind.  As he got to the hill outside town . . . you know the one?

     They nod assent.

Grandpa.
As he got there, he saw it open up and swallow each and every one of his friends.

Marta.
(Gasps)  Heidi and Wilhelm?

Grandpa.
Yes, and Andrea and Franz, too.  When Johann returned to Hamelin and told what he had seen, the fathers were furious and the mothers were inconsolable.


Search parties were sent to the hills, the woods—but the children were never seen again.

Marta.
(Incredulously) A hill swallowed the children?  Oh, Grandpa, don’t be silly.

Grandpa.
It’s true.  And ever since then, this very street where they followed the Piper out of town is silent.  Musicians do not play out of respect for the loss of the children.

Stanzi.
But, it’s just a story, right?

     Grandpa shrugs.

Stanzi.
(A little more worried this time) Right?

Marta.
Don’t be a noodlehead.  Talking rats, a magic piper and a hungry hill? Of course, it’s just a story.  I’m the one who’s hungry.  Let’s go to the bakery!  (She exits running.)

Stanzi.
I’ll race you there!  (Follows quickly on Marta’s heels, but reenters briefly.)  Come on, Grandpa!  (Exits.)

     Grandpa reaches for his crutches which are by the chair.  He struggles with them momentarily and gets to his feet.  Then:

Grandpa.
Wait for me, children.  Wait for me!  
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