Just for Elise,

The Story

Narrator I:
In Vienna there was once a girl named Elise.  She kept trying to play the piano.  So her parents hired a piano teacher named Beethoven.  Elise was so enthusiastic and successful in her playing, that Beethoven wanted to show her off.  Not only that, but he wrote a special piece and named it For Elise (in Viennese).

Elise was so thrilled!  She wanted to make her teacher proud, so she practiced diligently.

Narrator 2:
At that same time, back in the 1700’s, there was a man living in Greece named Maurice.  He played piano as well and dreamed of being a famous musician.
Maurice:
I’m not dreaming, I AM the next Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart!  I must go to Vienna so I can become famous.  Once I’m famous, Beethoven will surely write music JUST for me. Heh, heh, heh.
Narrator 1:
As he packed his valise (what they used to call suitcases back in the 1700’s), Maurice saw himself performing in front of royalty. 

Maurice:
 (He pretends to bow and kiss someone’s hand) Oh, Your Majesty, it’s so nice to meet you   … yes, I know, I did play flawlessly.

Narrator 2:
Upon arriving in Vienna, Maurice wandered the streets and alleyways looking for a room for rent.  His wanderings led him into Elise’s neighborhood while she was practicing her song.

Maurice:
What is that lovely sound?  Where is it coming from?

Narrator 1:
He followed the sound to Elise’s door.  He immediately fell in love, with the piece.  He knew this was the piece that would make him the star he thought he was.

Maurice:
I’ve GOT to get that piece!  A piece like that deserves to be played by the best, moi.
Narrator 2:
The next morning, Maurice went to the same house, hoping to find a way to get the piece.  
Sound Effect:

KNOCKING SOUND

Narrator 1:
Of course, it was Elise who answered the door.

Maurice:

Hello, I’m Maurice.  I overheard someone playing a lovely piece on the piano.  
Was it you?
Narrator 2:
 Elise was very surprised, but she answered him politely.
Elise:

My name is Elise.  Yes, I played that piece, why do you ask?
Maurice:

Because I play the piano too.  I heard someone playing a beautiful piano piece in this house.  Oh my, did anyone ever tell you that you have lovely eyes? 

Narrator 1:
This compliment surprised Elise even more.  She was flustered for a moment, and then answered, 

Elise:
No one has ever told me that.  (pause, looks at him appraisingly)  I haven’t seen you before.  Are you new in town?
Maurice:
Why, yes, I’m from Greece, where I played in the Royal Concert Hall for kings and queens.  
Narrator 2:
This was, of course, a slight exaggeration.  Elise was excited to meet a famous performer from another country.  At least, she thought he was a famous performer.  

Elise:
Wow!  That’s great.  I hope I get to hear you play some time.
Maurice:
 (pretending to look sad) Yes, I would love to, but I had to leave my piano in Greece.  It’s been weeks since I played a piano.
Elise:
Oh, don’t worry, you can come to my house to play the piano.  So you have a place to stay?
Maurice:
Not yet, I’m still looking.

Elise:
Maybe you could stay here.  We have some guest rooms.   But I need to ask Mama and Papa.

Narrator 1:
Maurice couldn’t believe his luck.

Maruice:
(Thinking out loud) This is perfect!  It will provide me a perfect chance to fleece that piece.


(To Elise)  Oh, I couldn’t possibly impose on you and your family.

Narrator 2:
Of course, this couldn’t be farther from the truth.

Elise:
Oh, it’s no trouble, I’ll go ask them now.  Here, you can wait in the parlor.

Maurice:
(to himself again)  This is perfect, if I stay here, I’ll just get up after everyone is asleep and fleece that piece and be done with it.  ….  Hmmmm …that seems too easy.  I need a more elaborate plan.  

Narrator 1:
Maurice paced back and forth to help him think.

Maurice:
Ooooh!  I’ve got it!  …. Oh no, that won’t work ….Let’s see, it’s got to be complicated.  I know, I’ll pretend to fall in love with her.  Yes!  That’s complicated!

Narrator 2:  
Elise returned to the parlor.

Elise:
I have great news!  You can stay in one of the guest rooms until you find a flat.

Maurice:
Oh, I can’t believe my luck … a beautiful place to stay ….(in an especially ingratiating voice)  and the most beautiful girl in all of Vienna as my hostess.

Narrator 1:
Elise blushed and felt her heart skip a beat.  The poor girl had no idea that it wasn’t her that the man was falling in love with.

Narrator 2:
As the days passed, Maurice continued to charm Elise with his act of a man falling in love.  Elise continued practicing her beautiful piece while falling for Maurice’s trick.

Maurice:
Oh, it’s so beau …. I mean you’re so beautiful.

Elise:
Oh, thank you!

Narrator 1:
Elise blushed deeply.

Maurice:
You’re especially beautiful when you play your piano piece.

Elise:
Thank you.  Oh, it’s time for me to go to my lesson with Mr. Beethoven.

Narrator 2:
So Elise collected her music and left.
Maurice:
Heh, heh, heh, now to find that piece and replace it with this simple tune by Mozart.

Narrator 1:
Maurice looked all over for the piece, practically turning the house upside-down in his frantic search.

Narrator 2:
After what seemed like hours of searching, Maurice realized Elise must have taken the piece with her.
Maurice:
Curses, she must have taken it with her.  I’ll have to keep up this act a while longer.

Narrator 1:
All the pieces of this madman’s plot finally fell into place one day when Elise’s father went to play cards with his friends while Elise and her mother went for tea with a relative.

Maurice:
Finally! Alone in the house, I can finally take the piece and end this silly act.

Narrator 2:
Maurice flew to the piano, fleeced that piece, and left with it in his valise.  

Maurice:
At last, I have the piece!  I can smell the riches I will gain!

Narrator 1:
Maurice hurried outside, saw a horse tied up outside a neighbor’s house, he untied the reins, leapt into the saddle, and clattered down the cobblestone street.
Narrator 2:
The owner of the horse, saw him riding off on the horse, and chased after him.  But the horse was way too fast and Maurice escaped.
Narrator 1: 
Upon arriving home, Elise’s mother discovered her tea set in pieces on the floor.  Her dad found his favorite chair tipped over.

Elise:
My piece!  It’s been fleeced!  I’ll bet it was Maurice.  I knew it was too good to be true.  Oh, Papa, 

Narrator 2:
Sobbed Elise.

Elise:
It was the piece he loved, not me.

Narrator 1:
Just then the neighbor returned from chasing Maurice and told them that Maurice had escaped on horseback.

Elise:
That does it!  I’m calling the police.  I’ll bet he went to that concert he was promising to take me to.

Narrator 2:
The police found Maurice at the concert.  They found the piece in the valise. 
Maurice:
Mother of Mozart, I’ve been captured.

Narrator 1:
 They all went to the Justice of the Peace, who sent Maurice right back to Greece.  It was all right to her delight. Elise can play her piece all night.
All:
And if you hear Beethoven’s piece

Played by your nephew or your niece

Nephew or niece, perform this piece

Please tell them to remember that this piece

This little piece is for Elise.

