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For Samuel Joseph Schnall,
a sweet little boy
who will forever
live in our hearts
M.M.

Louie lives high up on a rooftop.
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 11 soundtracks that accompany the story
on your iPhone, iPad, iPod, or on any Android device, just
search your app store for stkr.it and download the free app
(or 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.
More tracks at the back of the book!

Sometimes he feels lonely. He likes
to play the drums, but he doesn’t
have anybody to play with.
Louie’s tattered old blues
(they look green because they’re faded)

Thank you to:
Tracy Magellan, Rachel, Julia and Leah Magellan, Lance VanMeer, Matt Bodeau,
Penny Eifrig, Marta Magellan, and to everybody who bought this book.
Special thanks to all the musicians who played on the album. Marc Gabriel Magellan,
Marcus Magellan, Rachel Magellan, David Zwiefel, Mike Cammilleri, Brian Koening,
Peterson Ross, Mike Boman, Darren Sterud, Kenny Leiser, Xavi Lynn, Isabel Stern,
Tracy Magellan, and everybody who bought the CDs, prints and drawings.
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“Will you please believe in me
just for a moment,

D own on the street however, it’s

I want you to see.

a different story. When the moon

Like a friend I see in you

is high in the sky, the cats come

and look at ourselves

out to play. Louie plays along from

from a new point of view.”

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
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with them...would it?
A nd this is how the story goes...

Felicia Cat

Louie (he’s a rat)
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“Why in the world

The cat was now certain

would I ever do that?”

this rat was a pest.

annoyed by the rat,

“You cannot be serious,

the cat answered back.

surely you jest!

“Why should I

Why would I want

be acquainted with you?

to do such a thing,

Friends with a rat,

go down to the level

I just cannot do!”

of you and your friends?

“No”, said the rat

Like Herman the Vermin,

as polite as he could,

that possum you know,

“you got it all wrong,

he sleeps in the garbage

you misunderstood.

without any clothes!

I’m asking you please

His fur is all matted,

for a chance to address

his tail bare and pink,

out from this maze

you know he’s around

of zero success.”

Herman the Vermin

by the smell of his stink!”
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“No”, said the rat

The cat crossed her arms

again to the cat.

for a moment or two

“You’re missing the point

and thought to herself,

entirely in fact.

What should I do?

You judge and assume

There’s a squirrel in the band,

without any doubt,

a rodent at that,

it’s more than just looks

apart from her tail

what I’m talking about.

she resembles a rat.

I’ve got heart, I have talent,

She’s a little bit nutty,

I want you to see.

but that’s just her style,

Just give me a chance

with a burgundy fez

I know you’ll agree.”

she wears with a smile.

“Why should I

“Still I don’t think

even listen to you,

that a rat can do good,

a rat who’s got talent?

don’t take it so personal,

That’s simply not true.”

it’s just understood!”
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If it weren’t for the help
of Piano Cat Joe,

Hmm...
she wondered.

he taught me to sing,
allowed me to grow.
Maybe a chance
is all this rat needs,
his plight is sincere
and he’s willing to please.
The rat sure had heart
and that she could see,
but talent is rare
and something elite.
How could a rat
possess such a gift?
When most of his kind
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just wander and drift.

Everybody knows Piano Cat Joe
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The rat looked the cat,
straight in the eyes
and tried to appeal
to her sensitive side.
But then something happened
he could not believe,
she looked down at him
and said, “I agree!”

“Against better judgment
I’ll give you a chance.”
The rat stood there frozen
as if in a trance.
“There’s a rock ‘n roll show
we’re playing tonight,
I want you to be there,
and be there on time!”
Completely amazed
and with nervous delight,
what happened right then
was a welcomed surprise.
He felt in his belly
a very strange thing...
the flitter and flutter
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of butterfly wings.
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The rat ran back home
to his little blue traps,
once shimmered and sparkled,
now looking so drab.
They were dingy and tattered
well-beaten and old,
a relic of shows played
a long time ago.
But that didn’t stop him
from doing his best,
as he polished and scrubbed
his blue sparkle set.
Then he got dressed
in his blue-olive vest,

His jeans you must know
were a bargain-store find,
a little bit worn,
but they fit him just fine.
His red apple cap
sat well on his head
and looked real sharp
with his blue-olive vest.
He got to the stage
with his trap-set in toe,
by showtime he knew
he’d be ready to go!

ready to rock
and bound to impress.
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The rat played a beat
so silky and smooth,
At Piano Cat Joe’s

he showed the cats

the crowd clapped and cheered,

he had the groove.

“It’s showtime,” the cat
meowed loud and clear.
The sound was like thunder
from an ominous cloud,
it punched and it rang
through the howling crowd.
The cats in the band

The cat looked back
with eyes opened wide,
the rat was swinging,
she could not deny.
The show was exciting,
explosive, and fun.
The cats knew the rat

were as cool as can be,

was second to none.

as Felicia Cat shouted,

Felicia Cat knew

“Lets go!1...2...3!”

right then and there,
she was happy she took
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a big chancy dare.
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The cats were all digging
a real groovy treat,
as long as the rat
kept swinging the beat.
The cats were truly
on top of their game,
the band was rockin’
and soaring to fame.
With that little ole rat
she made part of the show,
and that night it was magic,
at Piano Cat Joe’s.
And if you listen real hard
with your eyes shut tight.
You might hear them playing,
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late in the night.

So, here’s to that little rat
who never gave up.
Though no one believed
he would amount to much.
Now every night
when the last note is played,
he makes his way home
with a smile on his face.
The tattered blue sparkle set
Louie once played,
are packed in their cases
tucked safely away.
His new drums are shiny
all sparkly and new...
but there’s a place in his heart
for his tattered old blues.
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Ain’t Nothin’ Like a Friend
©2014 Mauro Magellan

Rat on the Roof

I’m just a Rat

©2014 Mauro Magellan

©2014 Mauro Magellan

Up on the roof I’m here on my own,
I’m just a rat,
there’s nothing to do,
and the chances of that
it’s not much but it’s home.
my dreams will come true is from zero
Down on the streets,
and back,
when the moon is up high,
cause I’m just a rat.
The
cats
come
out
to
play
through
the
night.
Rat tat tat tat banging on a tom tom here we go,
Still I won’t quit,
1 2 3 4 picking up my drumsticks start the show.
I
play
along
all
the
way
from
up
here,
won’t let them pass me by.
’Cause I keep the beat and swing the band,
I’ll shoot for the moon for the rest of
with my tiny little drumsticks in my itty bitty hands. I know their songs by heart, but I fear.
If
I
went
down
and
asked
for
a
chance,
my life,
Glass and glitter sparkle blue,
maybe they won’t let me play in the band. and I’ll always try.
tiny little drums that shine band new.
There ain’t nothin’ like a friend,
our true friendship comes from within.
Cause I‘m nothin’ but a rat,
and I play the drums in a red apple cap.

Cindy is a guitarslinging Ace
Louie plays the drums

There ain’t nothin’ like a band,
when the rhythm makes you wanna dance.
And the beat comes from a rat,
in the pocket with my blue sparkle traps.

I got the chops, I know the stops,
my pocket goes deep in time with the beat.
As for the Cats, all that I am
is just another common wanna-be rat.
Wanna-be what?

Rat tat tat tat banging on a tom tom here we go,
1 2 3 4 picking up my drumsticks start the show.
‘Cause I keep the beat and swing the band,
with my tiny little drumsticks in my itty bitty hands.
Glass and glitter sparkle blue,
tiny little drums that shine band new.

If we were friends,
Felicia can sing and play her guitar,
it would mean the world to me.
and out of the group she’s the coolest of all. But just for a day I wish you could feel,
Maybe I should go down and just ask,
what it’s like to be me
I wonder if she would consider a rat
I’m just a rat,
Chorus (Just a common rodent)
and the chances of that,
I’ll get somewhere good is from nowhere
I’m a rat on the roof just playing along,
and back,
all by myself from my rooftop home.
cause I’m just a rat
I wish they could be friends with me.
I’m just a rat,
Chorus (He wants to be a cat)
that’s all I can be.
I’m just a rat,
and that’s all you can see,
I’m just a rat.
Why don’t you why don’t you see me?
You can only see a rat,
I’m just a rat.
And I’m just fine with that.

You’re the beat of my heart,
and the song I keep in my soul.
You’re the peaches on my tree,
and I’m gonna let it grow.
Rat tat tat tat...
And the beat goes on,
making music with our made-up songs.
I’m so glad that you’re my friend,
with arms akimbo, here we go again.

Jet Ears Johnny
slappin’ bass
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Felicia sings & plays guitar

I’m just a rat,
that’s all I can be.
I’m just a rat,
and that’s all you can see.
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Dark Moon
©2015 Mauro Magellan
Anticipation on my mind
hanging like wet clothes on a line.
They’re the coolest, the best there is.
I know this is a long shot,
but I want this gig.
Under cover of a dark moon night
I’m a little bit scared, but it feels so right.
There’s a band downtown that I want to see
I heard they need a drummer
and it’s gonna be me.
There’s a dark moon rising high
With moving shadows and glowing eyes.
Maybe it’s time I should turn around.
I’m alone, It’s dark and scary
and I’m... new in town
I’m a rat on mission in the city streets.
Some say it’s better to remain unseen.
But I don’t care what they may say,
I got to let them know
That I can really play
I got to keep repeating in my head
I came to town for just one thing:
How I want to make the scene.
I heard they need a drummer
and it’s gonna be me
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I Play The Drums

Rat Bossa Nova

Three Little Letters

©2015 Mauro Magellan

© 2015 Mauro Magellan/Marc Magellan

© 2015 Mauro Magellan/ Marc Magellan

When the moon is high,
the cats come out to play.
Tonight they’re gonna hear
what I got to say.

(English translation, kind of)
Play it, play it rat,
our Bossa Nova.
Sing it, sing it together,
with me.

Three little letters,
They mean so much together.
Y. E. S.

On my way down,
with my traps in tow.
Gonna play my first,
Rock-’n-roll show.

Louie Rat Tat Tat Tat
©2015 Mauro Magellan

Solo I just might,
play a few tonight.
In my blue-olive suit,
red cap & Beatle boots.
I play the drums,
that’s all I wanna do.
Have some fun,
play the drums,
in the groove,
swing the beat,
have some fun,
with me and you.
I play the drums,
with Felicia too.
Find the groove
on my sparkled blues.
Headed down to Joe’s,
where cats can really play.
A dumpy little shack,
a jumping little place.
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Setting up my traps,
for a sold-out show
This is my big break,
at Piano Cat Joe’s.

Louie Louie na na na
Louie na na na
Louie Louie na na na
Louie rat tat tat

Piano Cat Joe’s
© 2015 Mauro / Marcus / Marc Magellan
By the light of a moonlit night,
there’s a swingin’ little place we like.
Everybody knows Piano Cat Joe’s.
It’s a funky little shack,
down by the railroad tracks.
Everybody knows Piano Cat Joe’s.
Some say the joint’s a dump,
but it’s always so much fun.
Come on in and cop a groove,
and shake away those critter blues.
Won’t you go with me,
it’s just down the street,
Hey! Let’s all go to piano Cat Joe’s.

Louie likes to play,
on his tiny sparkled drums all day.
Felicia likes to sing,
and together it’s a really cool thing..
The band is quite renowned,
to the critters from near and out of town.
And they all love to sing and dance,
even Herman in his stinky underpants.
At showtime the moon comes up,
to the music they raise their party cups.
The band never ever disappoints,
and the place becomes a rockin’ party joint.
Jet-ears Johnny slapping bass,
and Cindy’s a guitar slinging ace,
And when the music starts,
they’re gonna fill their little fuzzy heads with rock.
So when the sun goes down,
and you hear a wild swinging sound.
And maybe just by chance,
you’ll see them in a fury song & dance.

Play it, play it rat,
play your drums for me.
Play ‘em, play ’em,
with joy.
We know that rhythm all alone
does not deserve,
your affection.
But just the same music without you,
won’t do for me.
Toca toca rato,
a nossa Bossa Nova.
Canta canta junto,
comigo.
Toca toca rato,
a sua bateria.
Bate bate con,
alegria.
Eu sei o ritmo sozinho não merece,
seu carinho.
Tambem a musica sem vocês
não da,
não da pra min.

Does it seem absurd
Just one little word,
Can change your life forever.
Should I just let go?
Still, is it so wrong to hope?
Three little letters,
when they come together.
Y. E. S.
You can change my world
with one little word,
I’ve longed to hold forever.
Should I just let go?
Still, is it so wrong to hope?
Three little letters,
If you could surrender.
Y. E. S.
I’m lost in the middle of the street,
where you might find me.
Alone in the shadows of a crowd,
rescue me.
If I had a wish,
a word I’ve always treasured,
from you for now and ever.
Should I just let go?
Still, is it so wrong to hope?
Three little letters,
it’s when they’re played together,
makes the sweetest sound.
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I Can See a Rainbow

A New Point of View

©2016 Mauro Magellan

©2014 Mauro Magellan

Is that my reflection,
looking back at me.
Or is it just the rain drops,
blurring what I see.
In a rainy puddle,
I can see a smile.
In my own reflection,
it’s wider than a mile.

“Will you please believe in me,

What should I do?

just for a moment I want you to see.

There’s a squirrel in the band a rodent at that apart from

Like a friend I see in you,

her tail she resembles a rat.

and look at ourselves from a new point of view.”

She’s a little bit nutty, but that’s just her style,

“Why in the world would I ever do that?”

with a burgundy fez she wears with a smile.

annoyed by the rat the cat answered right back.

Still I don’t think that a rat can do good,

“Why should I be acquainted with you,

don’t take it so personal it’s just understood!

I can see a rainbow,
across a cloudy sky.
Stars light up a dark night,
from light years away.
When the song is done,
I end it with a smile.
Like my own reflection,
it’s wider than a mile.
When I close my eyes,
and drift into a dream.
Will you have a smile,
and will it be for meß
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friends with a rat I just cannot do!”
“No,” said the rat as polite as he could.

The cat had secrets she hid from her past,

“You got it all wrong, you misunderstood.

alone and abandoned, a stray alley cat.

I’m asking you please for a chance to address,

Surviving unwanted was all that she knew,

out from this maze of zero success.”

a little cat pauper scrounging for food.
If it weren’t for the help of Piano Cat Joe,

The cat was now certain this rat was a pest,

who taught her to sing, allowed her to grow.

“You cannot be serious, surely you jest.

So maybe a chance is all this rat needs,

Why would I want to do such a thing,

his plight is sincere and he’s willin’ to please.

go down to the level of you and your friends?
Like Herman the Vermin, that possum you know,

The rat sure had heart, and that she could see,

he sleeps in the garbage without any clothes.

but talent is rare and something elite.

I can be when I believe,
I can do anything, I know I could.
I can be when I believe,
I can do anything, I know I will.

His fur is all matted his tail bare and pink

How could a rat process such a gift,

you know he’s around by the smell of his stink!”

when most of his kind just wonder and drift.

“No,” said the rat again to the cat,

and tried to appeal to her sensitive side.

I can see a rainbow,
across a cloudy sky.
Stars light up a dark night,
from light years away.

“You’re missing the point entirely in fact.

But then something happened he could not believe,

You judge and assume without any doubt,

she looked down at him and said, I agree!

I’ve got heart I have talent I want you to see,

Together as friends with a new point of view,

If a tiny spark,
can grow into a flame.
Why can’t a splash,
become a wave?
As the smallest star,
shines brightest in the dark.
You can’t see rainbows without rain.

just give me a chance, I know you’ll agree.”

together forever with a new point of view.

The rat looked the cat straight in the eyes,

it’s more than just looks what I’m talking about.

“Why should I even listen to you,
a rat who’s got talent? That’s simply not true.”
The cat crossed her arms for a moment or two,
and thought to herself
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What do these words mean?
Traps or Trap set: Old slang for drums or drum set.
Groove, in the Pocket: Rhythm
Cop a Groove: Get rhythm
Chops: Musician slang for excellent ability.
Stops: Breaks in the music.
Apple Cap: News boy style cap.
Arms Akimbo: Playing drums like “Animal” from the Muppets.
Guitar Slinging Ace: Musician slang for a really good (and
fancy) guitar player.
Slang: Made up words that catch on.
Gig: A show.
Light Year: If you were to travel at 300,000,000 m s^-1
(more or less 299,792,458 miles per second), it would take
you a year to arrive at your destination!
A new point of view: A new or different way of understanding
something or someone.
Fez: A type of hat worn in some parts of Morocco (and other
places, too).

Herman the Vermin
Dancing in his stinky underpants
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Ominous Cloud: A cloud that seems to take up the whole sky.
Dig or Digging: Slang for liking something.
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About the Author, Illustrator & Musician
Mauro Magellan is an illustrator, graphic artist, and
musician who has written and illustrated adult and
children’s books through such publishers as Pelican
Press, Scholastic, Long Street Press, and John Wiley and
Sons. He is also a professional graphic designer who
creates artwork and branding for companies worldwide.
He is a songwriter and drummer, currently traveling all
over the world with the popular Nashville-based band,
Dan Baird and Homemade Sin. He also plays and travels with the Jimmys, an
award-winning blues/swing band based in Madison, Wisconsin.

What People are Saying:

“I knew Mauro Magellan when we were boys. We were playing music together, sharing
stages and sharing an adventure. Even then, we were telling stories. It’s how we got to
know one another, just as it was how we got to know ourselves. In these pages, Mauro
shows that he stayed the course: he’s still weaving the next tale, looking for the next
adventure. I hope he never stops. Here’s a story you should let him tell you and your
family. You’re in good hands.”
Dr. Warren Zanes, author, musician, professor
“The story of a rat wanting to play in the ‘Cats”’band is amazing unto itself, but add
in a CD that will make any Django Reinhardt fan swoon. The instrumentation and
playing is superb. The guitar playing is out of this world. Mr. Magellan scratches a
jazzy, drum ability, not seen in his playing before.”
Warner E. Hodges, musician
“I love the music; a dollop of Americana, and a little bit of country with a touch of
Celtic.” 			
Bun E. Carlos, Rock & Roll Hall of Famer Drummer

