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When the last song comes around,
you gotta give’em what they want.
Let the drummer throw down some,
Lets all play the Cat Shack Stomp.

Time’s a wastin’ rock the shack,
on the count of four we go.
wanting more they cheer and clap,
for the encore of our show.

Hey now Louie having fun,
in the pocket got the beat.
Pounding on his sparkle drums,
everybody on your feet!

Louie Louie got the band,
rockin’ like a hurricane.
Little ditty ‘bout our hang,
it’s the last song what a shame.

Louie Louie takes us home,
one more time we scream and shout.
Piano Cat Joe’s in the zone,
that’s what this is all about!

Get down jump-shake the floor,
let the music take you up.
Keep the dancers wanting more,
they can never get enough.

Take us home with Cat Shack Stomp,
put some boogie in your boots.
Gotta give’em what they want,
Don’t be shy and bust a move!

When the last song comes around,
gotta give the drummer some.
Hey now play the Cat Shack Stomp

Cat Shack Stomp Boogie

Piano Cat Joe

 The Blue Stella Novas closed the show with their favorite song, 
Cat Shack Stomp Boogie. 

“More, more!” the crowd cheered.
“Bravo!” Crow Maggie cawed. Herman the 

Vermin danced on long after the music had 
stopped.

Louie, the rat drummer, loved playing with 
his cat friends. Not so long ago things were 
very different. The cats wanted nothing to do 
with a rat.

 



After the show, Louie 
headed down the 
cluttterd alley with a 
smile on his face. He was 
so happy about playing at 
Piano Cat Joe’s he forgot that 
rats had to remain hidden. Did 
anybody see me? he thought 
suddenly to himself. 

Louie quickly ran 
behind an old trashcan 
and hid behind a 
shard of glass. 
Carefully, he made 
his way home. If 
somebody did see 
him, that would 
be bad. Very bad.

Late at night, going home,
undercover on my own.
The moon looks bright tonight,
stay away from out of sight.
Prying eyes everywhere,
up my guard I must beware.

Strolling through a line of fire,
if I’m seen it could be dire.
Got to make it home tonight,
long before the morning light.

Undercover now,  Undercover now,
a shadow in the night.
Undercover now,  Undercover now,
always out of sight.

In the shack, play our songs.
rock the house all night long,
Race the dawn and cut it close,
much too fun to end the show.
When the final note is played,
is there time to get away.

In the early morning light,
standing reckless in plain sight.
Prying eyes on my back,
living in a house of glass.

Undercover Now
Undercover now,  Undercover now,
a shadow in the night.
Undercover now,  Undercover now,
always out of sight.

Once again on my way,
with a smile on my face.
Watch the road coast is clear,
making sure there’s no one near.
Slipping through the avenue,
moving on no time to lose.

Starry night have no fear,
In the dark I disappear
After hours wild ride,
Got to make it home tonight.

Undercover now,  Undercover now,
a shadow in the night.
Undercover now,  Undercover now,
always out of sight.



He’s a Dog
He’s a dog and I don’t trust him
And it’s only a matter of time before I 
bust him
He’s a dog, what is he planning?
To you appears to be quite enchanting

He is dangerous, his game is in play
He’s at home making plans with a smile 
on his face and he wants to destroy
Piano Cat Joe’s
He’s a dog, and cannot be trusted
with a 100% chance he wants to crush us.
He’s a dog, with a collar ID.
and he’s not like you or me.

As a rat, I heard all the stories
and for us I’m sorry to say they ended 
quite poorly
He’s a hound, no way we can win.
He’s loved, he’s clever, and loyal to them.

He is dangerous, his game is in play
He’s at home making plans with a smile 
on his face and he wants to destroy
Piano Cat Joe’s.
He’s a dog, and cannot be trusted
with a 100% chance he wants to crush us.

He’s a dog, with a collar ID.
and he’s not like you or me.
He’s a dog and cannot be trusted
with a 100% chance he wants to crush us.
He’s a dog, he’s got his own bowl!
and he’s not like you or me.

As a cat, how could you befriend
That dog will bring our shows to a bitter end.
But as a friend, you asked me to listen,
and try to suspend my own intuition.

He is dangerous, his game is in play
He’s at home making plans with a smile 
on his face and he wants to destroy
Piano Cat Joe’s.
He’s a dog, and cannot be trusted
with a 100% chance he wants to crush us.
He’s a dog, he’s got his own house.
and he’s nothing like you or me
He’s a dog, d-d-d-dog,
he could bite you and he’ll hurt you
He’s a dog and he’s loyal to them.
He’s a dog, NO! D.O.G. He’s a dog, 
yeah he’s a dog
How many more times can I say it. 
One more time, he’s a dog

A few days later, Louie returned to Piano 
Cat Joe’s alley shack for band rehearsal. 
Much to his surprise, a dog was there! That 
dog is up to no good, he thought to himself. 

“Louie’s here!” Jet Ears Johnny called out. 
“What’s that dog doing  here?” Louie muttered

 in a grouchy tone, keeping his distance.
“He’s here to help us find out what the commotion is in our alley,” 

Felicia answered. “Something is going on.”
“A dog here to help us? That can’t be true,” Louie smirked.
“Really, Louie?” Felicia added. “Not so long ago, you were the one we 

didn’t trust.”
“Dogs and rats have a history, and for the rats it never 

ended well,” he argued. 
Suddenly, Louie became quiet. He thought, Walking 

home from the show in plain sight might have started 
this new interest from the townsfolk in their alley. When 
people see rats, there goes the neighborhood. This could 
be my fault, someone might have seen me after all.



A dog here to help us? Duncan Bogaerdt III

Jet Ears Johnny

Felicia

Cindy
“You and Dunc are going to find out what the hubbub on our alley is all 

about...together!” Felicia added. “You OK with that?” 
 “OK,” he replied, lost in thought and not really listening.
Dunc had actually just overheard his friend Sabastian talking about 

what the townsfolk were planning to do with the alley 
and the shack, but was afraid to tell them. It was too 
horrible. He hinted, “There’s talk around town about 
cleaning up the place. The shack might be in danger.” 

     “Yeah, in danger from that doofus dog,” the rat             
     muttered under his breath.

“Dunc is my friend,” Felicia said. 
“He’s here to help.”



Louie’s a rat with a blue sparkle set,
in a red apple cap and a blue olive vest.

Felicia can sing and play the guitar,
with talent and poise as bright as a star.

Cindy’s an ace guitar-slinging squirrel,
and don’t you think about saying she’s 
good for a girl.

Stars shine bright on a back alley shack,
no moon tonight, it’s time for the cats.
Ready to rock and ready to roll,
down by the tracks at Piano Cat Joe’s.

Jet Ears Johnny, he’s never late,
walking the doghouse keeping the pace.

If you’re taken aback by the sight of a rat
Pounding the skins in a red apple cap.
Give him a chance and you’ll see right away,
the rat can bring it, the rat can play.

Piano Cat Joe, he’s really the best,
one always sees him impeccably dressed.
Herman the Vermin doing the dance,
with little red hearts on his underpants.

Eyes shut tight he’s giving it all, 
crash the drums and watch him fall...
Look out!

Now that you know who they are,
the Blue Stella Novas are the coolest by far.

Some folks say the shack’s gotta go,
this ain’t no place for Piano Cat Joe’s.
No stage to rock, no rug to cut,
play no music, kick no butts.
Some folks say the shack’s gotta go
This ain’t no place for the likes of us,
Take your furry rock n roll and....
put it on a bus!

Put it on a Bus



The following day, Louie approached the shack with caution. 
“Will that dog be there?” he wondered. “Imagine that, they want 
me to be friends with a dog!”

Much to his dismay, there he was, Duncan Bogaerdt III. 
“Hi, Louie,” Felicia called. “I’m glad you came. But you were 

very rude to Dunc last night.” 
“He’s a dog,” Louie groused. 
“Last night you agreed to partner up with him,” she reminded 

the rat. 
“I did?”
“You did, so be nice.”
“Why me? You know I don’t like dogs. He’s clumsy and can 

hardly keep a beat.” 
“Dunc can get close to people and to find out what they are 

saying and you can sneak around outside.” 

“Together you two can cover a lot of 
ground. Crow Maggie is in town, so she can 
help us too,” Felicia added.



Louie agreed and took his task to heart. After all, this whole 
mess was probably his fault for being caught out in the open. 
Now he had a chance to show that he was actually very good 
at being sneaky. He hid behind garbage cans, storm drains, 
and anywhere else he could hear people talk. Dunc had it easy; 
people liked him. They would meet throughout the day and share 
what they heard. 

“You know, Dunc, for a dog you’re not so bad,” Louie said 
after a few days of snooping with him. 

“Coming from a rat, that’s a big compliment!’ Dunc laughed.
The following week the group met at Piano Cat Joe’s shack. 

“Any news?” Felicia asked anxiously.
Louie jumped in first, “There’s talk 

about cleaning up the place. They are 
getting new trash cans. Silly people, 
new trash cans just to put dirty old 
garbage in them.”

Crow Maggie (Queen of the Sky)

Crow Maggie, queen of the sky,
follow the stars, guide her by night. 
She enters the room with treasures to sell,
and fortunes to tell then leaves us too soon.

Crow Maggie sing us a song,
just like the ones we always sing along.
From faraway nations and forgotten places, 
color our dreams with imagination.
Crow Maggie queen of the sky,
come for a visit then up and fly.
We all know all the roads you take,
brings you back this way on a starry night.

Fly following the stars waiting for the wind,
taking her to roads that never end.
Nobody knows where she’s from,
it doesn’t matter, soon she’ll be long gone.
Crow Maggie, sing us a song...

Crow Maggie following with the wind,
taking to the sky with promise of no end.
Like magic vanish in thin air,
as if you were never there.
Crow Maggie



You’re just like me, half a mile high.
From your head to my feet, we’re so alike.
If they don’t think I’m just like you.
I guess it’s time for a new point of view.

We’re so alike, impossible to see.
Who can tell which is you, and which is me.
The two of us, could pass as twins.
a miss-matched pair, of lop-sided bookends.

I look up, you look down,
you’re way up high I’m near the ground.
We’re so alike, me and you,
it looks as if we’re a set of two.

I look too small, next to you.
Or you’re much too tall, next to me.
’m down here, and you’re up there.
All we need is friendship, 
that’s what we share.

I look up, you look down...

Side by side, night and day.
The resemblance uncanny,
if you look the other way.
Like a Pinto and a limousine.
You’re a piano, and I’m a tambourine.

Just Like Me
 “Nothing to share on my end,” Dunc fibbed, sounding a little 

unsure of himself. 
“Nothing at all?” Felicia asked.
“Yes, no–I don’t think so,” Dunc mumbled. Louie was quiet, 

and Dunc looked worried. 
“Something isn’t right,” Felicia thought to herself.
“I have to go,” Dunc said suddenly and ran out of the shack.
“That was odd,” Felicia said to Louie. 
“Of course that’s odd, he’s a dog. But I’m warming up to him. 

You know, in some ways he’s just like me.” 



Later that day, Dunc met up with Sebastian, his friend from town. 
“I didn’t tell them,” Dunc nodded to the boy. Sebastian knew how 
hard it was to share bad news sometimes, and knew just what he 
meant, even without words.

“How can we fix this?” Dunc continued. They sat deep in thought 
for a moment. Suddenly Sebastian’s eyes lit up. He smiled and ran 
off. Dunc knew he was up to something good.

In the evening Dunc returned to the shack. He 
had decided to finally tell his friends that they 
were planning on tearing it down. But when 
he arrived, it was too late: Piano Cat Joe’s was 
already gone. 



What’s going on?
There’s talk going ‘round.
Now what’s the buzz.

Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I don’t know
Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I got to know

What’s this about?
What Maggie Saw.
Down by the tracks.

Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I don’t know
Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I got to know
It’s alright, it’s alright, 
everything is gonna be alright
it’s alright, it’s alright

What should I do?
I don’t know what’s true.
It’s gonna hurt.

Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I don’t know
Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I got to know

Now there’s a boy,
I heard her say.
Talking just the other day.

Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I don’t know
Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I got to know
It’s alright, it’s alright, 
everything is gonna be alright
it’s alright, it’s alright, 
everything is gonna turn out right.
It’s alright, it’s alright

What Maggie saw,
looks real bad from here.
Might be nothing at all.

Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I don’t know
Tell me what’s-a-happenin’ I got to know
It’s alright, it’s alright, 
everything is gonna be alright
it’s alright, it’s alright

What’s Up, Dunc? Felicia saw Dunc first. In tears, she shook her head and ran away. 

When Dunc looked at the others, they wouldn’t speak to him. 
“That dog did this,” Crow Maggie cawed. 
“I don’t believe it,” Louie insisted. “He’s our friend–my friend.”



“I’ll go find Felicia,” Louie 
said finally. “She thinks this is 
all her fault.” The rat knew if it 
was anybody’s fault, it was his. 
“Where are you?” he whispered. 
Sadly, she was nowhere to be 
found.    

After several sleepless nights, Louie woke up in the morning with a 
start. “What is all that clatter?” he yawned. 

Much to his surprise he saw a boy banging nails and Dunc up on a 
ladder. “Are they building us a new shack?” he wondered.

Louie ran out to them but stopped short. He remembered, rats 
should remain unseen when people are around. Too late, the boy had 
spotted him. But he just smiled and kept on working. No human had 
ever smiled at him before. He had to admit, it felt nice.

“Hey, Louie, OUCH!” Dunc cried as he banged his thumb with a 
hammer. “Get your hammer and get your nails, we’re taking back the 
... OUCH!” He did it again. “...the shack!” 

Where are you?
Where are you, I miss you, come home.
The journey, you’re making, unknown.

Never for a moment I imagined me without you.
Now that’s all I do.
Is think about you, where are you?

Stay with me, for always, come home.
Without you, I feel so, alone.

It’s not the same,
it don’t feel like home without you
The stars don’t shine the way you do.

Where are you now and will you find the way,
Back home, someday.
With all my heart 
I’m hoping you come home soon.
Where are you, where are you?

Are you now alone and afraid.
I’m hoping you come back this way.
On a star up in the sky I make a wish tonight
You’re the sparkle in the darkened light.
I’m holding on with faith inside my heart.
I know I’ll find you there.

Where are you, please come home.

Where are you, are you far far away?
Where are you? I pray you’re OK.

Never got to say good-bye to you or wish you well.
The stars now shine in shades of blue.
Where are you and will you find your way
back home someday? 
Inside my heart, 
you’re always there.

Where are you, 
where are you? 
I’m here for you..



Now here’s a little ditty, 
how we saved Piano Cat Joe’s.
When friends came together, 
and this is how it goes.
In a run-down little shack, 
hidden in the back.
With rusty nails and peeling, 
and every board is cracked.
On a stage propped up with cans, 
it’s there we sang and dance.
No way a hippopotamus, 
can hang around with us.

We’re in this together, 
we can work it out.
Making friends forever 
and help each other out.
It’s our little fixer-upper, 
ain’t no doubt about that.
Get your hammer get your nails, 
we’re gonna bring it back!

Our little fixer-upper rundown 
beaten and tattered,
together we can fix it and 
now we’re taking it back.
When suddenly the quiet, 

gave way to all the clatter,
of sawing lumber, banging 
nails and Dunc up on a ladder.
How do we let Felicia know 
that every thing’s OK?
And Dunc spoke up, with a smile 
and something good to say.
I can find her, guaranteed, 
and everybody knows,
it’s a talent I possess 
and pointed to his nose.
He promised he would find her, 
and we would have her back.
We’re gonna find Felicia, 
and there’s no doubt about that!
Chorus
We’re taking back the shack, 
Piano Cat Joe’s is back.
Give it back to the cats, 
give it back to the rat.
Give it back to all of us, 
including the hippopotamus 
Give it back to the cats, 
give it back to the rat.
Our little fixer-upper 
is looking good today, 
Our little fixer-upper 
it’s gonna be OK!

Little Fixer UpperBefore long the whole group was out there sawing lumber 
and banging nails. Even Herman the Vermin was helping, in 
his own way. Yes, Piano Cat Joe’s was coming  back. 



Louie looked at Dunc as a smile left his face. “This doesn’t mean 
much without her. How do we let Felicia know every thing’s OK?" 

Dunc smiled and said, “I can find her, guaranteed, and everybody 
knows, there’s a talent I possess,” and  pointed to his nose.  
“I promise I will find her!”         . . 

... and he did!

It wasn’t long before the 
neighborhood critters, along 
with Sebastian, finished 
rebuilding Piano Cat Joe’s. 
Louie’s shiny new blue 
sparkled drums were gone, 
but luckily his tattered old 
blues were still safely tucked 
away in their cases.

 That night at Piano Cat Joe’s the crowed clapped and cheered. “It’s 
show time!” Felicia meowed loud and clear. And once again, they made 
magic together that night — the cool cats, a rhythmic rat, and that 
lovable dog, even if he could not keep a beat. They all belonged!



The Beat Goes On
When your world comes undone,
look for light before the dawn.
Or sing a sad and lonely song,
still the beat goes on.

Learn to sail when winds are high,
don’t lose sight of a starry night.
Clad in the beauty of a thousand eyes,
looking out for you.

Walking down a crooked road,
against all hope you don’t let go.
On the other side of darkness there’s light.
And the beat goes on, the beat goes on,
inside us all the beat goes on.

Never doubt dreams come true,
good things come they always do.
Lose yourself in a thousand songs,
let the beat go on.

A sunny may turn to rain,
blue skies soon come back again.
Cry on me cause there’s no shame,
and the beat goes on.

Walking down a crooked road,
against all odds you don’t let go.
On the other side of darkness there’s light.
And the beat goes on, the beat goes on,
in spite us all, the beat goes on.

What do these words mean?

Stomp: A dance with a rhythmical stamping step.
Boogie: A version of the blues, but not sad and definitely 
not slow!
Throw Down: In Louie’s case, show off.
Encore: Play more, again!
In the Pocket: With rhythm, in the groove...fun to dance to.

Ditty: A little song.
Walking the Doghouse: Playing steady 
moving notes on an upright bass.
Pounding the Skins: Another name for playing 
the drums.
Bust him: Another way of saying getting 
caught doing something wrong.



This is a story about a rat who finally found 
some friends to play with...really.
Louie lives high up on a rooftop. Sometimes he feels lonely. 

He likes to play the drums, but he doesn’t have anybody to 

play with. Down on the street however, it’s a different story. 

When the moon is high in the sky, the cats come out to play. 

Louie plays along from his rooftop home. He dreams of one 

night going down there and playing along with those cats, 

but they might not want to play with him. You see, Louie, well...he’s a rat. Now, this wouldn’t 

be a story if he hadn’t gone down and asked Felicia, who sings and plays guitar, if he could play 

with them...would it?  

Includes 11 original soundtracks for instant listening! 

INSTANT AUDIO on your iPhone, iPad, iPod, 
Android device, or computer

This story is best when enjoyed together with the music. 
To listen to the 10 soundtracks that accompany the story 
on your iPhone, iPad, iPod, or on any Android device, just  
use any barcode scanner.  Then scan the code and the track 
will load. Or, visit www.stkrit.com on your computer, click 
PLAY, and enter the 10-letter code at the bottom of the scan 
symbol to stream or download the music. 


