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Prologue

NIMH labratory, some time ago. The middle of the night. Many small creatures are 
locked in cages. This is done mostly with shadow puppetry. After some time. A solitary 
mouse, JONATHAN BRISBY, unlocks his cage. He wears a RED AMULET. He sneaks 
about and unlocks the cage of NICODEMUS. 

NICODEMUS: Thank you my friend. 

JONATHAN: We must free the others.

They unlock the cages of the RATS (Nicodemus, Jenner, Sullivan, Justine, and others)

NICODEMUS: This is well done, Jonathan.

JUSTINE: Thank you.

JENNER: We must hurry.

JONATHAN: The others!

JENNER: There’s no time.

JONATHAN: There is if we work together. 

JENNER: Don’t be a fool. 

NICODEMUS: Jonathan, use The Stone.

Jonathan pulls off his amulet and holds it up. He whispers a sacred word into it. It 
glows bright red. All the cages unlock at once. The animals are freed. 

JONATHAN: You’re free. Go.

They stay put, confused.

Go! You are free. No more tests! 

They don’t move. After a short moment there is a crashing noise from O.S. Everyone 
freezes. They know what this is. The animals scurry. 

JENNER: It’s Dragon! We’ve wasted too much time! Flee!

The Rats flee, leaving Nicodemus and Jonathan alone onstage.
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NICODEMUS: What are you doing? The cat is coming. We must run!

JONATHAN: We won’t make it.

NICODEMUS: We can try!

Jonathan hands The Stone to Nicodemus.

JONATHAN: Please give this to my wife.

NICODEMUS: What are you doing?

JONATHAN: Holding him off.

NICODEMUS: Please don’t- I can stay!

JONATHAN: NO, you’re too old to fight. And you must lead our friends back to the 
Farm. You must lead them.

NICODEMUS: Please!

JONATHAN: Tell my children, even a mouse can do great things.

NICODEMUS: Jonathan-

JONATHAN: GO!

Nicodemus goes, reluctantly.

Dragon the Cat enters.

JONATHAN: Even a mouse can do great things.

Fade into darkness. 

Four seasons pass.
MUSICAL NUMBER #1

Early dawn. Lights rise dimly on the fields and forest surrounding the Fitzgibbon’s farm. 
We see it, in the distance. Creatures emerge from shadow and sing Cuckoo. Birds, 
Bugs, Mice, Rats, Squirrels, Rabbits. 
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PART ONE
1.

Inside the Brisby home, a cinder block in the field. The Brisby children are there: Abe, 
Sil, Lucy, Mary, and the youngest, Timothy.  Timothy is very ill, and lays in bed, in his 
own room. The other children are playing hide and go seek. 

ABE: Just because you found me doesn't mean you win! You still gotta catch me!

SIL: That’s not how the game works, Abe!

LUCY: Says who, Sil?

SIL: The whole world!!

MARY: She’s right- she doesn’t have to tag you.  She just has to find you!

ABE: Yeah, well- welcome to the jungle!

LUCY: Yeah welcome to the jungle you guys!!

MARY: Hey keep it down! You’ll wake up Timothy.

ABE: Oops. Sorry.

SIL: Good call, Mary.

LUCY: SORRY TIMOTHY!!

EVERYONE: SHHHHH…

LUCY: Sorry.

ABE: He sure has been sick a long time.

SIL: Mom says it’s a head cold.

LUCY: That’s a major head cold! He’s been in bed a week!

MARY: Also, he’s not eating.

SIL: Mom says he’s ok-

ABE: What if she’s wrong??

LUCY: Where is she by the way? I’M SO HUNGRY.
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MARY: She said she’ll be late, so-

ABE: NO

MARY: YES

ABE: NO

SIL: We don’t need a baby-sitter!

LUCY: Apparently we do!

Timothy enters.

TIMOTHY: Hey guys- who am I? Who am I?

He does an impression of Auntie Shrew.

‘Now remember, children, a good mouse is made of manners.’

ABE: Timothy’s up!!

TIMOTHY: ‘Now remember, children-  a piece of cheese earned is tastier than a piece 
of cheese won.’

The kids love this. They don’t notice Auntie Shrew enter.

SIL: ‘The best dessert is knowing you ate your vegetables.’

MARY: ‘Either you make the bed, or the bed makes you.’

LUCY: What does that even mean??

MARY: No one knows!

SHREW: AHEM!

The children freeze, busted.

Is that supposed to be me?

Pause, they don't know what to say.

Because if it is, you need to work on your articulation. You sound like you have a mouth 
full of grub worms.
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CHILDREN: Eeeeeeewww.

SHREW: Other than that, pretty close. Timothy what are you doing out of bed??

TIMOTHY: I was just doing a spot on impression of you.

SHREW: That may be child, but your mother would have my head if she found you out 
of bed.

She checks his head.

Just as I thought, you’re burning up.

TIMOTHY: I’m feeling much better.

SHREW: That’s the fever talking. C’mon, to bed with you. Have any of you eaten?

CHILDREN: No (not yet, etc.)

SHREW: Well that is something we shall have to remedy.

SIL: Where’s mom?

SHREW: She’s gathering Burdock root for Timothy. She’ll be home soon.

the doorbell rings.

Who could that be?

Roland, a rabbit, the town crier enters.

ROLAND: Good evening Brisby residence. Is the Widow Brisby about?

SHREW: She’s out, Roland. It’s late, what do you need?

ROLAND: I have news from the Council.

SHREW: There’s a town hall tomorrow night! What couldn’t wait a day?

ROLAND: Mrs. Shrew, I’m here. I’m obviously about to tell you-

SHREW: Well spit out then!

ROLAND: (clears his throat and unfurls a scroll): 
‘To the good creatures of these fields and forests! 
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The Once Storm approaches-

SIL: The Once Storm!! How!!?

SHREW: A myth I assure you!

ROLAND: Madam it is most certainly not a myth, this news comes from the Owls 
themselves. They have seen the darkness rolling in from the sea.

SHREW: Go on with your message.

ROLAND: ‘The Once Storm approaches and so the Fitzgibbon’s Plow comes early.’

SHREW: What? The harvest is still a fortnight away!

ROLAND: My good mouse, I am but a messenger. This is not a phone call. They cannot 
hear you.

SHREW: Proceed!

ROLAND: ‘The council asks you to understand that the Great Move must happen in two 
days time. Begin preparations now. The Town hall will proceed tomorrow morning. Make 
haste, and godspeed, good creatures. Sincerely, The Council.’

beat.

Thus concludes my message.

He holds out a paw.

My message is concluded.

SHREW: Are you waiting on a tip Roland?

ROLAND: It is customary, my good mouse, to reward good service.

SHREW: Here’s a tip. You have a big butt! Don’t let the door hit it on the way out!

ROLAND: My word!

LUCY: Nice one, Auntie Shrew!

SIL: You heard her, dude! Make haste!

ABE: Yeah get out of here with that big ‘ol butt!



�8

The kids love this, they riff. Roland exits.

SHREW: Now children, you mustn’t say butt.

MARY: But you just did!

SHREW: Yes but I say it in a very dignified way. BuTT.

LUCY: Auntie, what Mr. Roland said- What does it mean?

SHREW: Nothing to ears so young, child. Now who is hungry?

They all are, and they say so.

SHREW: Good, because I come bearing ALL THE CHEESE.

She reveals a huge wheel of cheese. They all cheer. They sit down to eat. Mrs. Brisby 
enters. 

CHILDREN: Mom! 

They rush her, all love.

BRISBY: Hi kids! Good evening Auntie Shrew.

SHREW: Good evening Mrs. Brisby.

BRISBY: How were they?

SHREW: Their impressions of me need work, but other than that they were perfect 
mice.

BRISBY: How’s Timothy?

SHREW: His fever holds. He’s in bed.

MARY: Mom, can Auntie Shrew stay for dinner??

BRISBY: I insist she does!

SHREW: I’m afraid I cannot. Mr. Shrew awaits his cheese! A word, Mrs. Brisby?

BRISBY: Of course.

They convene, privately.
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SHREW: A letter arrived from the council this evening.

She hands the scroll over, Brisby reads.

BRISBY: Oh my. This can’t be. The Once Storm?? The Plow?

SHREW: I said the same thing. But this news come directly from the owls.

BRISBY: What do the owls care for the welfare of us? Of their food?

SHREW: They are not vultures. They are proud hunters.

BRISBY: They hold the Wisdom.

SHREW: They hold the Wisdom. 

BRISBY: And so we must move, so quickly?

SHREW: We must.

BRISBY: But Timothy- he’s so ill- I don’t think-

SHREW: Have you talked to Dr. Ages? 

BRISBY: She should arrive soon. A house call.

SHREW: Then I’ll leave you.

BRISBY: Thank you Auntie Shrew.

SHREW: Chin up Mrs. Brisby. Where there’s a will-

BRISBY: -There’s a way. Goodnight my friend, and thank you.

SHREW: Goodnight. Goodnight ya filthy cheese grubbin’ pantry mice!

CHILDREN: Goodnight ya old grumpy grump butt!

SHREW: Be good to your mother!!

CHILDREN: Yeah, yeah. 

she exits. the doorbell rings.

LUCY: Mom this is the busiest house ever! Can’t a mouse eat her cheese in peace!!?
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Dr. Ages enters.

AGES: Good evening Brisby household.

ABE: What’s up doc.

BRISBY: Dr. Ages. Thank you for coming.

AGES: Well, lets get to it then. You have the Burdock root?

BRISBY: Yes, I gathered it tonight. 

AGES: Where’s the child?

BRISBY: In his bed, this way.

The children stay at the table, eating, as Brisby leads Ages to Timothy. Ages does a 
check up on Timothy as the scene goes.

AGES: Hello little mouse.

TIMOTHY: Good evening Dr. Ages.

AGES: Feeling a little under the weather are we?

TIMOTHY: I feel okay.

AGES: Here, under the tongue. The root, if you please, Mrs. Brisby.

She hands Ages the root and she mixes it in a tin. Ages takes the Thermometer. She 
doesn't like what it says.

Drink this.

Timothy does.

TIMOTHY: ECCCHH! It’s awful.

AGES: Yes, yes, very good very good. Alright, Timothy. I’ll be back to check on you 
soon. Get some rest okay? And eat eat eat. 

TIMOTHY: I’m not hungry.

AGES: Yes well, I’m not twenty five and rich with my whole life in front of me. Mrs. 
Brisby, a word in private?
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BRISBY: Of course.

AGES: Goodnight lad.

TIMOTHY: ‘Night Doc.

Ages and Brisby cross to the side.

BRISBY: What is it, Dr. Ages?

AGES: He’s not eating?

BRISBY: He can’t keep it down.

AGES: Yes, yes. I’m afraid the child has pneumonia.

BRISBY: What do I do?

AGES: So long as he keeps drinking the Burdock root, he will recover. But this is a 
delicate time for a mouse so young. He must stay in bed. At all costs. Do you 
understand?

BRISBY: But we’ve had word, you see, from The Council.

AGES: Yes yes, I’m aware of that. 

BRISBY: SO we must move.

AGES: I cannot advise you on how to proceed, Mrs. Brisby. I can only tell you how to 
treat the child.

BRISBY: Dr. Ages-

AGES: I am sympathetic to you, Mrs. Brisby. Your husband was a good and true 
mouse. I wish you well, I truly do. I will check on the child tomorrow. Give him the root. 

BRISBY: But what are we supposed to-

AGES: The root, dear mouse. Good evening. 

BRISBY: Good evening Doctor. Thank you.

AGES exits. 

MARY: Momma are you gonna eat? 



�12

BRISBY: Yes. Yes I will, a little later. You children can go ahead and clean up. Bed time.

CHILDREN: But mooooooom-

BRISBY: No arguments. I want to hear the sound of baths running and teeth being 
brushed!

CHILDREN: (ugh fine, whatever, jeez louise, etc.)

Brisby gathers a wet cloth for Timothy’s head. She sits next to him, he sleeps. 

MUSICAL NUMBER 2- a lullaby?

The children enter Timothy’s room and sit around his bed. A sweet family portrait.

lights fade. 
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2.
The next morning. Inside a great oak tree. The creatures of the Fitzgibbon’s field are 
here. There are the BUGS. RABBITS. BIRDS. MICE. SQUIRRELS. BRISBY and 
SHREW are there, along with AGES and ROLAND. The RATS are noticeably absent. 
There is an incredible tension in the room. Finally ABBOT the Sherriff (a mole) enters. 
With him are several elected officials. There is JEREMY, the Crow. BERNIE the beetle. 
AGNES the field mouse. ELLE the rabbit. This is the Council of Creatures. 

ABBOT: Good citizens! The Creature Council knows you all have concerns. The 
Creature Council is aware of your fears, and they are here to listen! But there will be 
civility this morning!

BUG 1: Oh can it, Abbot! We’re all adults here!

BIRD 1: Yeah and we don’t need a manners lesson from a stinkin’ Mole!

RABBIT 1: Hey take it down a peg, bird brain.

BIRD 2: Or what, you’ll fluff us with your fluffy fluffy tail??

ABBOT: See now this is exactly what I’m talking about! Creatures! You forget 
yourselves!

MOUSE 1: Can we just get on with it??

ABBOT: Council in attendance! Jeremy the Crow. 

JEREMY: Here.

ABBOT: Bernard the Beetle.

BERNIE: Attending.

ABBOT: Agnes the Field Mouse.

AGNES: Present.

ABBOT: Elle the Rabbit.

ELLE: Here, thank you. 

ABBOT: And finally Sheriff Abbot, the Mole…..I’m here too!

JEREMY: Citizens. As you know, the Plow comes early this year. And we must make 
the move to our summer homes immediately. 
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There is some chaos here.

ABBOT: Folks, come on now!

BERNARD: This news is a surprise to us all! But the Once Storm is coming!

BIRD 3: How do you know all this??

there is assent here.

AGNES:  The Owls. Word of the Once Storm comes straight from the Owls.

BUG 3: You’re telling us you talked to the Owls?

SQUIRREL 1: No one talks to the Owls and lives!

ELLE: What you say is true! The Owls do not concern themselves with the affairs of 
little creatures such as us!

MOUSE 2: So what gives??

RABBIT 4: Yeah what’s the deal??

Assent.

ELLE: They sent a messenger.

JEREMY: Me.

BUG 4: How do we know you’re not in cahoots?

RABBIT 2: Everyone knows you can’t trust a crow!!

MOUSE 4: Crows are dirty birds!!

BIRD 5: Whoa! What did you just say??

ABBOT: Enough!!! 

Everyone falls silent.

The word of Jeremy the Crow should be enough for us all! You there, Ned the Rabbit. 
Did not Jeremy carry your young to and from school when you broke your leg last 
spring??

RABBIT 3: He did.
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And you there, Gloria the Grasshopper. You look pretty tasty to a crow. But didn’t 
Jeremy in fact fill your food stores before last harvest??

BUG 2: Yes he did!

ABBOT: He’s one of the best among us and I for one will not hear another ill word 
spoken about our friend Jeremy the Crow!

ALL: Here here!

JEREMY: Thank you Abbot.

ABBOT: Don’t mention it! 

JEREMY: Friends, I fear the Owls as much as you. But they are honest. The Once 
Storm comes. And so the Fitzgibbon’s field will be plowed immediately. 

ELLE: Our spies under the kitchen floorboards confirm this!

JEREMY: The Great Move happens now.

commotion.

AGNES: The Council urges you to take only what you can to your Summer Homes. And 
to make haste.

BERNIE: A Caravan for the hills will depart in two moons. Families wishing to join the 
caravan must sign the ledger before leaving the tree tonight. 

SQUIRREL 2: We squirrels have been gathering nuts for the winter. Are you telling us 
we must abandon them??

Commotion.

BIRD 4: We’ve all prepared for winter, Barry!

SQUIRREL 3: Some more than others!

SQUIRREL 5: I can only fit so many acorns into my face!!

ABBOT: Hey hey hey!!! We all must make sacrifices!!

BUG 5: Where are the Rats, by the way??

MOUSE 3: Yeah where are all the Rats?? Shouldn’t they be here??
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RABBIT 5: They probably sent spies…filthy rats!!

ELLE: The Rats no longer concern themselves with the creatures of the Fitzgibbon’s 
farm. Since returning from NIMH…they are— they are changed. 

AGNES: The Rats of NIMH have their own safe haven under the Rose Bush. The Plow 
is of no bother to them.

SQUIRREL 4: They should be here!!

MOUSE 5: The Rats think they’re too good for us now!

JEREMY: Please do not concern yourselves with the Rats of NIMH, they do not 
concern themselves with you!

Some chaos here.

BRISBY: May I speak?

Everyone grows quiet. Everyone knows Mrs. Brisby.

ELLE: The good widow Brisby. Good morning.

BRISBY: Good morning, fair council.

BERNIE: We were saddened to hear of the loss of your husband, Jonathan Brisby. You 
have our sympathies.

BRISBY: Thank you.

ABBOT: Speak your mind, good mouse.

BRISBY: My youngest, Timothy, has fallen very ill. He cannot be moved.

AGES: I confirm this. The child has pneumonia. He is too young to survive the Great 
Move.

some commotion.

JEREMY: That is terrible news.

BRISBY: Yes it is.

JEREMY: But what are you asking of the council? What can we do?
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BRISBY: Well you are a council of creatures….so I ask for counsel…for a creature. 
What do I do?

ELLE: Mrs. Brisby…?

BRISBY: There must be a way…to, to move Timothy safely.  We live in the old cinder 
block, you see. And it’s sturdy. It’s not the Once Storm we fear…but the Plow.

the council convenes, hushed tones. Then-

AGNES: We are sorry, good mouse, that all we can offer is this: Your family may take 
passage in the caravan and may have first choice in coach and comfort. We cannot 
promise to move the child safely.  But we can promise to make him comfortable.

BRISBY: Doctor?

AGES: That is most generous, but his comfort is not the concern. It is the perils of the 
journey. The Great Move is dangerous. We all know this.

There is assent.

There are snags in the road. River bends. The forests. Predators. Comfort and safety 
are two different things. 

BRISBY: So again, I ask, what do I do?

ELLE: Mrs. Brisby only you can answer that question. We suggest you move him. That 
you come with us. You have your entire family to think about. That may sound harsh. 
And we are sorry. But it is the best we can do.

BRISBY: I understand. Thank you, fair council.

ABBOT: Good Creatures, The council meeting is at an end. Those of you wishing to 
join the caravan must sign the ledger!  Go home. Pack only what you need. Be smart. 
The caravan departs in two moons. Good day. 

The council exits, along with the creatures. BRISBY is alone with SHREW and AGES.

AGES: I’m sorry. But the council is right. You must think of your whole family. Good day, 
Mrs. Brisby. 

BRISBY: Good day, Dr. Ages.

AGES exits.

SHREW: Welp. Life takes hard turns doesn’t it?
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BRISBY: It truly does. Oh, Auntie Shrew. I don’t know what to do.

SHREW: He’s strong, little Timothy.

BRISBY: He’s so small.

Suddenly from the shadows, JUSTINE the RAT enters. She is dressed impeccably and 
carries a sword on her back.

JUSTINE: Good morning, good mice.

SHREW: Hey! Back up, Rat! We don’t want trouble!

JUSTINE: And I offer none. I’m sorry to startle you.

SHREW: What do you want?

JUSTINE: I just wanted to meet you properly. 

She bows to BRISBY.

BRISBY: Who, me?

SHREW: Who are you?

JUSTINE: My name is Justine.

SHREW: Were you at the meeting just now??

JUSTINE: I am a rat, as you said, and our kind makes a habit of sticking to shadows.

BRISBY: Wait- Justine the Rat…I know you.  Jonathan… he was with you at NIMH!

JUSTINE: Yes. Your husband was with the Rats at NIMH, my lady. He was the only 
mouse among us. And I just…well…I just wanted to tell you, he was a good friend. And 
an incredible mouse. I owe my life to him. All the Creatures of NIMH do. 

BRISBY: Oh…I see…

JUSTINE: And so I wanted to meet his wife, and tell her how sorry I am for her loss. 
Jonathan spoke often about you and your children. It’s an honor to meet you. As it was 
an honor to know him. 

BRISBY: Thank you…thank you for saying that.
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JUSTINE: Here. (Justine reveals The Stone.) 

BRISBY: What is this?

JUSTINE: I’m not sure. Nicodemus calls it The Stone. It was very special to your 
husband. Nicodemus sends his regards too. He sent me to give this to you.

SHREW: Where’s this Nicodemus then? Couldn’t be bothered??

JUSTINE: He sends his utmost apologies. He is our leader and these are troubling 
times for the Rats under the Rose Bush. 

BRISBY: And for us all.

JUSTINE: (suddenly self conscious) I’ll leave you to your day. Good day to you both. Be 
well, Mrs. Brisby. 

He exits.

BRISBY: Strange Rat.

SHREW: Didn’t know they had such manners.

BRISBY: As I understand it, NIMH changes the creatures it keeps.

SHREW: A foul business.

BRISBY: Indeed.

beat.

I’ve made a decision.

SHREW: Oh?

BRISBY: I came here seeking answers and have received none.

SHREW: I don’t think there are answers to the questions you ask. It’s hard luck. That’s 
all there is to it.

BRISBY: I don’t believe that. I don’t believe in luck of any kind, except that which I make 
for myself.

SHREW: Ok…

BRISBY: And so I shall seek answers elsewhere.
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SHREW: Where?

BRISBY: The Great Owls.

SHREW: The Owls?? Have you lost your mind??

BRISBY: They hold The Wisdom! 

SHREW: You are a mouse! 

BRISBY: I know-

SHREW: You’re a snack!! They’ll eat you the SECOND you enter their tree!

BRISBY: Maybe. Maybe not.

SHREW: Child there is no maybe about it!

BRISBY: I will risk it! I must. They hold the Wisdom!!

SHREW: And why should they give it to you?

BRISBY: The Owls are strange creatures. We can’t know their minds! Some say they 
are older than the Farm itself!!

SHREW: This is foolishness.

BRISBY: I will not argue.

SHREW: But-

BRISBY: I will not argue!

SHREW: Then what would you have me do??

BRISBY: Watch over the children! Until I return. And if the terrible should happen, watch 
over them still. I lost Jonathan. I won’t lose anyone else. Timothy cannot be moved.

beat.

Will you watch over them?

SHREW: I will. 

BRISBY: Thank you.
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SHREW: Of course.

BRISBY: Chin up, Auntie Shrew. Remember. Where there’s a will…

SHREW: There’s a way.

BRISBY: I’ll see you soon.

SHREW: I better.

BRISBY: You will. 
Brisby exits, leaving SHREW alone, worried for her friend. fade.
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3.
The Owls’ Den. It’s dark here, spooky. Mrs. Brisby cautiously makes her way through a 
series of branches. Suddenly she is caught in a Spider’s Web.

BRISBY: No. no no no no….

Three spiders enter. Frank, Kevin, Susan. Their forms are represented in shadow. 

SUSAN: Oh my…what have we here?

FRANK: Is it another Moth?? I’m sick of Moths. 

SUSAN: Oh please, Frank. You’ll eat anything. 

KEVIN: It’s not a Moth, guys. 

FRANK: Is it a fly?

KEVIN: No.

FRANK: Is it a Bumblebee?

KEVIN: No.

FRANK: Is it a Deer Tick? I hope it’s a Deer Tick.

SUSAN: Frank, just look at it. See for yourself.

FRANK: No! I like when you tell me what we catch before I look at it. It’s like, my thing.

SUSAN: That’s super weird.

FRANK: Don’t call me weird, Susan. We’re spiders. We’re eccentric.

KEVIN: It’s a Field Mouse.

BRISBY: Hello there, kind Spiders.

SUSAN: With manners and everything.

FRANK: Hello Mouse. Something wrong with your brain? 

BRISBY: What’s that?

FRANK: You know where you are? Mouse in the Owl’s Den. 
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SUSAN: Mouse in the Owl’s Den.

KEVIN: Just walked right in. 

BRISBY: Yes I suppose that does seem foolish.

SUSAN: Foolish isn’t the word I’d use.

BRISBY: I’m here seeking the Wisdom actually. So if you wouldn’t mind releasing me-

FRANK: Releasing you? That’s funny. You’re a funny mouse.

BRISBY: Thank you-

FRANK: Hey Kevin, we ever catch a mouse before?

KEVIN: Nope, this is a first.

FRANK: Right right. See we’re used to catching all sorts of little things. Flies, crickets, 
moths, gnats, mites, lice-

SUSAN: Mosquitoes, ladybugs, roaches, fleas, larvae, lovebugs-

FRANK: Little things, you see-

KEVIN: What we call hors d’oeuvres. Samplers. It’s no fun.

SUSAN: But you….you’re like some sort of…

FRANK: Burrito.

BRISBY: A burrito?

KEVIN: Yep. A big ol burrito. We’ll feed on you for weeks!

BRISBY: Oh please- you don’t have to-

SUSAN: Oh you can plead I guess. But we are definitely going to eat you.

BRISBY: This isn’t happening…

FRANK: I call the tail!

SUSAN: Again, Frank. Super weird.

FRANK: I’m eccentric!
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Suddenly Frank is squished by a GIANT TALON. It’s gross!

KEVIN: Oh no!! The owls!!

SUSAN: They got Frank!!!

KEVIN: Quick, make a run for it!!!

SUSAN: I always loved you Frank!

they exit.

The Great Owls appear, eyes glowing. BRISBY manages to free herself from the web.
***The Owls sign only, in unison. They are ‘voiced’ VIA SFX. Brisby SimComs this 
scene.***

OWLS: It is a brave mouse, to come into our home.

BRISBY: …I…Please…forgive me for disturbing you.

OWLS: Why has it come?

BRISBY: I seek the Wisdom…

OWLS: It seeks the Wisdom?

BRISBY: My son’s life is in grave danger. As you know…the Plow comes early this 
year…

OWLS: It must move it’s family.

BRISBY:  Yes, yes I would. But Timothy has pneumonia. He can’t be moved, he’s too 
sick.

OWLS: It must move it’s home to a place where it will be safe from the Plow.

BRISBY: Please…there must be another way.

OWLS: There is no other way.

beat.

We hunger. But we will not feed on one so brave. We must bid it a good evening…
Mrs…?

BRISBY: Brisby.
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OWLS: Brisby? Mrs. Jonathan Brisby?

BRISBY: Why, yes. He was my husband. But how do you know about him?

OWLS: That is not important.  We will say this. It’s name is known in these woods.

BRISBY: Please. I’ll do anything to save Timothy. I can’t lose anyone else.

OWLS: There is a way. Go to the Rats.

BRISBY: The Rats?

OWLS: In the Rosebush.

BRISBY: Oh yes…near the Farmhouse.

OWLS: Go there. Ask for Nicodemus.

BRISBY: But how can they help?

OWLS: They must move it’s house to the lee of the stone.

BRISBY: No Rat can move my house. It’s too heavy-!

OWLS: They have their ways.

BRISBY: I don’t understand. But I will do as you say.

OWLS: Night approaches. It must go. We must hunt.

BRISBY: Thank you- kind owls— for the wisdom…and for not eating me…

OWLS: Remember…the lee of the stone. It must go.

BRISBY: Yes. Thank you…thank you.

she exits.

fade.
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4.
Shrew and Ages waits for Brisby at the edge of the forest. 

SHREW: She’s crazy.

AGES: She’s certainly unpredictable.

SHREW: She’s lost her brain! It fell out her ear, right onto the ground. Plop. And some 
kid’s gonna walk by and be completely traumatized by seeing a fresh mouse brain just 
laying in the grass like that.

AGES: Had much coffee today, Mrs. Shrew?

SHREW: What? No. Yes. No. Some. A lot. So what?

AGES: You just seem, on edge. 

SHREW: Oh, is that like your medical opinion?

AGES: A mouse’s heart rate is between 310 and 840 beats a minute. Where do you 
think fall on that scale?

SHREW: Probably somewhere between who cares and none of your business.

AGES: Very well, Mrs. Shrew. Have it your way. 

SHREW: A mouse gotta mouse.

AGES: Whatever that means.

SHREW: You know what it means.

Brisby enters.

BRISBY: Auntie Shrew, Dr Ages!! Good day!!

SHREW: She lives! You live!

AGES: Very impressive.

BRISBY: Where are the children?

SHREW: Just inside.

AGES: Mrs. Shrew couldn’t sit still, so we decided it’d be best if we got some fresh air.
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BRISBY: I see. Well I’m afraid I must burden you further. I’m off to see the rats.

SHREW: The rats??

BRISBY: Yes. You see, the owls were actually very polite.

AGES: Well, they didn’t eat you. That’s pretty polite.

BRISBY: My thoughts exactly. Anyway, I must journey to the Rose Bush immediately. 
Will you continue to watch the children, Auntie Shrew? 

SHREW: Certainly not!

BRISBY: Oh!

SHREW: I’m coming with you!

BRISBY: Oh- no- I couldn’t possibly ask you to do that.

SHREW: The Rats are dangerous!

BRISBY: That may be-

SHREW: They have swords! You know what, hold on.

She quickly exits.

BRISBY: Where is she-?

AGES: I don’t know.

She returns with a sword.

SHREW: Look at what I got!

AGES: Where did you get that??

SHREW: Are you kidding? I bury these suckers all over the field. You never know!

AGES: Now that’s crazy.

SHREW: What?

AGES: Nothing.

BRISBY: You know how to use that?
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SHREW: Well I’m not my husband and his guitar. It’s not just to look cool.

BRISBY: It does though.

SHREW: Does what?

BRISBY: Looks cool.

SHREW: I agree. So? You wanna do this or what?

BRISBY: Dr. Ages-

AGES: I’ll happily watch the children, Mrs. Brisby. 

BRISBY: Thank you.

AGES: Of course. Travel safely.

SHREW: Let’s do this!!

AGES: And don’t let her drink any more coffee.

BRISBY: I promise.

SHREW: We’re wasting time!!

BRISBY: We’ll be back as soon as we can. Tell the children.

AGES: I will. Good luck. 

SHREW: See ya, doc!! A mouse gotta mouse!!

they exit.
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5.
Just outside the Rosebush. The Rats are there. Jenner, Sullivan, Monty, Izzi, Albee, 
Locke, Solomon and Jango are there. 

MONTY: I have to say, I’m not comfortable with secret meetings.

IZZI: Or with going behind Nicodemus’ back.

JANGO: Really? Secret meetings are my jam and jelly.

SULLIVAN: We appreciate you all coming here. And we appreciate your discretion.

JANGO: We’re Rats, Sullivan. We’re good with secrets.

SOLOMON: Well hold on there, Jango, I haven’t promised to keep any secrets from 
Nicodemus.

JANGO: Relax, Solomon.

LOCKE: Can we get on with it? What’s up.

SULLIVAN: This won’t take long, friends. And it’s not a betrayal to Nicodemus that 
you’ve come.

LOCKE: What do you want you two?

SULLIVAN: Jenner asks only that you hear him out!

JANGO: We’re listening.

JENNER: Friends. What are we?

MONTY: What do you mean?

JENNER: Exactly what I ask. What are we?

IZZI: C’mon Jenner.

ALBEE: We’re rats.

JENNER: Wrong. 

LOCKE: Ummm last time I checked I got a tail, whiskers, two big ol teeth and a pretty 
unhealthy addiction to eating garbage. So. Yeah, I’m a rat.
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JENNER: We are more than mere Rats, my friend.

SULLIVAN: Well I’m a Capricorn.

SOLOMON: Aquarius.

JANGO: Scorpio.

MONTY: Me too! Pisces rising.

JENNER: Guys! Focus.

(sorry, etc.)

We aren’t rats. We used to be rats. And Nicodemus, whom I respect just as much as 
any of you, would have us believe that we are rats still. But our leader is wrong. We are 
rats no longer. We’ve changed. And what’s changed us, Sullivan?

SULLIVAN: Ummm…I’m sorry I wasn’t prepared for that question.

JENNER: C’mon, we rehearsed this part.

SULLIVAN: The ‘what’s changed us’ part?

JENNER: Yeah yeah

SULLIVAN: Experience?

JENNER: No.

SULLIVAN: Cheese?

JENNER: Nope

SULLIVAN: NIMH?

JENNER: Yeah! NIMH! See? Good job!

SULLIVAN: Thank you!

JENNER: Thank you for remembering what we rehearsed!

SULLIVAN: I like when you congratulate me.

JENNER: I like congratulating you.
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SULLIVAN: Sweet.

JENNER: Friends we have been changed by NIMH! We entered NIMH as rats, but we 
escaped NIMH as so much more. The humans gave us intelligence! Intelligence beyond 
our species or any other!

ALBEE: They experimented on us, Jenner. This isn’t a gift.

LOCKE: It’s unnatural.

SULLIVAN: But guys I did the Sudoku this morning like that! (he snaps)

IZZI: What do want Jenner? 

JENNER: Nicodemus would have us be rats! To live as rats!

ALBEE: We live well, Jenner! The Rose Bush is a good home, the machines we build 
keep us fed!

JENNER: But we could have so much more! Friends, I seek a change in Leadership. 

(general surprise)

Nicodemus is stuck in the old ways! He would have us join the Great Move!

LOCKE: The Plow is coming, of course we join the move!

JENNER: Why? Why should we run from the Plow?? 

IZZI: It’s a giant machine that destroys everything in its path!

JENNER: It’s only a machine. Made by humans. The same humans who hate us. The 
same humans that set traps for us, that poison us! Who are these humans, to hate us 
so??

JANGO: The farmers, the Fitzgibbons.

JENNER: That’s right Jango! The Fitzgibbons. Well I say its time to make a change! We 
have minds beyond any species! And so I say we use them. WE set the traps. WE set 
the poison bait! That farmhouse?? I say we make it ours!!

IZZI: What?? That’s-that’s crazy, Jenner.

LOCKE: How are we supposed to do any of that??

JENNER: Leave that to your new leader. Me.
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MONTY: You’ve lost it Jenner. I won’t be a part of this.

IZZI: Me either. 

JANGO: What about Nicodemus? 

SULLIVAN: He steps aside.

JANGO: Unlikely.

JENNER: Then we move him.

IZZI: You’ll have to go through Justine first. And she knows her way around a sword 
better than anyone.

JENNER: I don’t fear Justine.

LOCKE: You should. 

JENNER: Look, friends. All I’m saying, is think about it. Give it a long, hard think. We 
don’t have to live like this. We really don’t. We can be the lords of the land. Or we can 
be rats.

SULLIVAN: Lord of the land sounds pretty good though. Secret meeting adjourned!

JENNER: And if you’re not with me, hey- that’s just fine. But don’t stand in my way 
when the time comes. And if any of you end up squealin’ about this to Nicodemus and 
his lackeys…well, we’ll know who the real rats are.

IZZI: Way to end a secret meeting with a threat, Jenner.

MONTY: That’s classic Jenner, right there.

The Rats disperse and exit, leaving Jenner and Sullivan alone.

SULLIVAN: I think that went pretty well!

JENNER: I think we turned Jango, for sure. Maybe Locke and Solomon too.

SULLIVAN: What do we do about the others?

JENNER: If they’re not with us, they’re against us.

SULLIVAN: Oooo that was super menacing.
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JENNER: Thanks, I said it in the mirror like a hundred times.

SULLIVAN: Well, it shows.

JENNER: Thanks man.

Justine enters.

JUSTINE: Even for a couple of rats, you two always look shady.

JENNER: Well, well, well. Hello Justine.

JUSTINE: Jenner.

SULLIVAN: (clearly smitten) H-hey there, Justine.

JUSTINE: Hi, Sully.

JENNER: How was the ‘Conference of Creatures’?

JUSTINE: The Rats should attend the council. The fate of the field affects us all.

JENNER: They’re beneath us.

JUSTINE: NIMH could have taken anyone.

JENNER: But they took us.

JUSTINE: Oh Jenner, it must be so lonely to be so angry.

SULLIVAN: I’m lonely! For sure. Are you lonely, Justine? Cuz I’m super lonely.

JENNER: Give it a rest, Sullivan. Justine here isn’t lonely. She keeps the company of 
contentment. 

JUSTINE: Meaning?

JENNER: Meaning you’re more sheep than rat.

JUSTINE: Do you just practice terrible things to say?

SULLIVAN: Hey Justine, your tail looks really good today.

JUSTINE: Ew, Sully! Don’t look at my tail.

SULLIVAN: Sorry.
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Brisby and Shrew enter.

BRISBY: Hello??

The Rats draw there swords. 

JENNER: Who goes there??

BRISBY: We’re sorry to intrude-.

JUSTINE: It’s the widow Brisby and her friend…

SHREW: Mrs. Shrew.

SULLIVAN: Hey, Mice to meet you.

JENNER: Sullivan get ahold of yourself. 

SULLIVAN: Sorry.

JENNER: The Rose Bush is forbidden to outsiders. 

JUSTINE: Nonsense, Jenner. How may we help you, friends?

JENNER: Justine, need I remind you of the rules?

JUSTINE: The mice are our cousins.

JENNER: So may say a snake of a turtle.

BRISBY: I seek an audience with Nicodemus. 

JENNER: And I seek a gift certificate to the Cheesecake Factory.

SHREW: Man, this guy’s the absolute worst.

JUSTINE: What’s this about?

BRISBY: It’s about my family. The Owls sent me.

SULLIVAN: Whoa. You talked to the owls and lived?

BRISBY: Please, Justine- it’s important.

JUSTINE: It must be. Come this way.
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JENNER: Justine! No one gets into the Rose Bush. It holds our secrets!!

JUSTINE: This is Jonathan Brisby’s wife! Would you turn her away?? Would you??

JENNER: No.

JUSTINE: That’s what I thought. Even you know the debt we owe Jonathan. 

JENNER: I do. Please, mice, accept my apologies.

JUSTINE: This way. Stick close.

They exit into the Rose Bush.
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6.
Inside the Rose Bush. It’s beautifully lit, with machines and schematics everywhere. 
These Rats is SMAHT. 
MUSICAL NUMBER 3: RAT SONG/ DANCE
Lights up on Nicodemus’ Study.  Nicodemus is there, studying along with Remy, Tully, 
and Louise. Scientist Rats.
 
They sign the following. 

NICODEMUS: If we could build our own generator, we could create our own electricity. 

REMY: We wouldn’t have to steal it off the Fitzgibbons.

LOUISE: Imagine their power bill.

TULLY: Through the roof!

NICODEMUS: If we can make our own power, we can farm for ourselves. Pass me that 
schematic.

JENNER and JUSTINE enter. They take guard positions. The Rats use SimCom here 
on in.

JUSTINE: Master Nicodemus. You have guests. 

NICODEMUS: The Widow Brisby?

JUSTINE: Yes.

NICODEMUS: I’ll receive her, absolutely.

JUSTINE: You may enter!

Brisby and Shrew enter. Tully and Remy ‘voice’ for Nicodemus as he signs. Brisby and 
Shrew SimCom. Everyone does.

BRISBY: Are you Nicodemus?

NICODEMUS: I am. This is Tully.

TULLY: Hello.

NICODEMUS: This is Remy and Louise.

REMY/LOUISE: What’s up.
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NICODEMUS: And you are the Widow Brisby. I’ve been expecting you.

BRISBY: The Owls sent me. I have a problem.

NICODEMUS: Please have a seat. Your husband was a friend, Mrs. Brisby. And a great 
mouse.

BRISBY: Thank you.

NICODEMUS: Justine gave you Jonathan’s Stone?

BRISBY: She did. It’s here. 

NICODEMUS: It is a special stone, Mrs. Brisby.

BRISBY: It is very beautiful.

NICODEMUS: It is more than beautiful. It holds great power.

BRISBY: My youngest, Timothy, is very sick.

NICODEMUS: My scouts have told me. I’m sorry.

BRISBY: The Plow is coming but he can’t be moved.

TULLY: And so you went to the Owls?

BRISBY: Yes.

SHREW: She’s a little crazy.

REMY: And brave.

JUSTINE: Probably both.

JENNER: She’s a fool.

JUSTINE: Don’t mind Jenner, Mrs. Brisby. He’s training to be world’s worst rat.

JENNER: Why are these mice here?? 

NICODEMUS: They need our help. 
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BRISBY: Yes we do. The Owls gave me the Wisdom. They told me I must move my 
home.

SHREW: As absurd as that sounds.

BRISBY: They told me to accomplish that, I must see you, Nicodemus.

NICODEMUS: You’re asking if the Rats can move your home?

BRISBY: Yes. To the Lee of the Stone. That’s important.

JENNER: Wait. Don’t you live in an old Cinder Block??

BRISBY: Yes.

JENNER: As in a giant piece of concrete heavier than all the Creatures of the field 
combined?

SHREW: Oh look, he knows what a Cinder Block is.

BRISBY: You’re right, Jenner. We live in the heaviest thing in the field.

JENNER: Well then it can’t be moved and we can’t help you.

NICODEMUS: Actually, Jenner. It can. And we will.

BRISBY: Really?? How?? 

NICODEMUS: It’s not so complicated. Rope. Pulleys. Strength. Leverage. Teamwork. 

BRISBY: What?? It’s that simple??

NICODEMUS: It is.

Brisby and Shrew are blown away. They hug.

BRISBY: Thank you Nicodemus, oh thank you, thank you!!!

NICODEMUS: I said it was simple. I did not say easy.

SHREW: What do you mean?

Nicodemus looks to Tully, Remy, and Louise. They explain as he goes to draw a 
schematic.

TULLY: There are three factors that gravely complicate moving your home.
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REMY: One. The Plow. This is not so terrible. We can sabotage the engine.

BRISBY:  Really?

REMY: Engines are simple things. A screw there, a snip there.

LOUISE: Broken engine.

REMY: Exactly. Sabotaging the engine delays the Plow. For a short time.

BRISBY: Well that’s wonderful!

LOUISE: Which brings us to the second factor. 

TULLY: The once Storm. When the rain comes, the field turns to mud. Moving your 
home becomes a huge problem. 

LOUISE: And then, there’s factor number three. The Owls told you to move your home 
where?

BRISBY: The lee of the stone. I assume it blocks the path of the plow.

TULLY: You assume correctly.

LOUISE: But do you know where that is?

BRISBY: No.

REMY: Behind the Fitzgibbon’s farmhouse.

SHREW: Okay…but what’s wrong with that?

JUSTINE: The beast. Dragon the Cat.

REMY: Exactly.

TULLY: Dragon the Fitzgibbon’s cat. He won’t allow the move. 

JENNER: Dragon is a monster. He’ll slay us all.

JUSTINE: He’ll try.

JENNER: Oh please Justine. You’re gonna take on a cat?

JUSTINE: If I have to.
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JENNER: I’d pay all the cheese in the world to see that.

REMY: The point is. Dragon is the biggest problem. He ruins any plan.

NICODEMUS: Maybe.

JUSTINE: Maybe?

NICODEMUS: Look here. This is a map of the Fitzgibbon’s kitchen.

Nicodemus brings his schematic over. It is a map of the Fitzgibbons' kitchen. This is 
projected overhead.

SHREW: Whoa! How did you get that??

NICODEMUS: We have spies everywhere.

SHREW: That’s not creepy at all.

NICODEMUS: This is where the cat eats. This is his water bowl. And this is his food 
bowl. Cats are idiots. 

BRISBY: Ok. So how does this information help us?

NICODEMUS: We must drug the cat.

SHREW: Drug the cat!?! Dude this is a kids’ play!!

NICODEMUS: Okay it sounds bad, but I’m just taking about putting him to sleep!

SHREW: PUTTING HIM TO SLEEP?? JEEZ DUDE!

NICODEMUS: Temporarily! For a short time! 

SHREW: Ok! Gosh but take it easy. Elementary school.

Nicodemus present a VIAL.

NICODEMUS: If we can mix this with his food, he will sleep through the move. 

JENNER: How are we supposed to get that into his food?? 

NICODEMUS: Someone must enter the Fitzgibbons’ home.

JENNER: That’s suicide, Nicodemus.
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JUSTINE: I’ll go. Anything for Jonathan and his family.

NICODEMUS: You cannot go, Justine.

JUSTINE: Of course I can.

NICODEMUS: There is only one way into the Fitzgibbon’s home. Underneath the house 
and through the air duct. Rats cannot fit.

BRISBY: But a mouse can. Right??

SHREW: Mrs. Brisby!

NICODEMUS: Yes. A mouse can.

BRISBY: Then it’s decided. I’ll go at once.

SHREW: Please don’t do this-

BRISBY: I will not argue.

SHREW: You have a whole family to consider! I can go!

BRISBY: No. 

SHREW: What are you talking about??

BRISBY: I will not argue Mrs. Shrew and if you are my friend you will not make me! 

SHREW: I’m supposed to let you walk into certain death??

BRISBY: Nothing is certain! Oh Auntie Shrew, I’m sorry- but no creature can take my 
place. I will be responsible for my family. And I’m doing pretty good so far right? Ask the 
spiders, ask the owls, ask the Rats!! I can do this!! 

NICODEMUS: Are you sure, Mrs. Brisby?

BRISBY: I am.

NICODEMUS: Then you are a great a mouse as Jonathan.

JUSTINE: No. He’s a great a mouse as she.

NICODEMUS: The Stone around your neck. Do you know what it is?

BRISBY: A gift…a beautiful thing.
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NICODEMUS: No. It is a machine, built by your husband when we were at NIMH. When 
we were captured by the humans.

Shadow work.

They brought us to a laboratory.

They separated us. Put us in cages.  

And then came the tests. The needles. So many needles, Mrs. Brisby. For a year, they 
injected us with their poisons. it was a terrible life. 

And then one day, we woke up, and we were changed. Aware somehow, of everything 
we saw. The world and all it’s parts. How it all worked. Jonathan built that Stone. He 
said it was a piece of Magic.

BRISBY: Magic?

NICODEMUS: Oh yes. For it is a machine that is run my the only magic in the world.

BRISBY: What magic is that?

NICODEMUS: Love, Mrs. Brisby. Love.

BRISBY: How does it work?

NICODEMUS: If you are rare and lucky enough to be a creature in this world full of love- 
and that is a rare and lucky thing- then you must whisper your love into the Stone. Then 
it activates.

That is how Jonathan saved the Creatures of NIMH.

BRISBY: What does it do?

NICODEMUS: What it must.

BRISBY: What did he whisper into the stone?

NICODEMUS: Your name.

beat.

And so when all is dire, Mrs. Brisby, whisper your love into the Stone. Can you 
remember that?

BRISBY: I can. 
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NICODEMUS: Are you ready?

BRISBY: I’m ready.

NICODEMUS: Then make haste. Time’s wasting. 

BRISBY: Watch over the children, Auntie?

SHREW: I can’t talk you out of this?

BRISBY: No.

SHREW: Please be careful.

BRISBY: It’s the cat that better be careful.

JUSTINE: Here, here Mrs. Brisby.

BRISBY: I’ll be back.

NICODEMUS: We’ll be waiting. 

BRISBY: Alright. Here I go to drug a stupid cat and save my family.

She exits, black out.

end of part one.
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PART TWO
7.

The Fitzgibbon’s kitchen.  We see Mr. and. Mrs. Fitzgibbons in shadowed silhouette, a 
la American Gothic- pitchfork and all. Mrs. Brisby sneaks in, low and super stealthy. She 
has a walkie-talkie. She reaches into her pouch and pulls out the vial. 
Suddenly, the Fitzgibbons’ children, Sue and Sarah, burst into the kitchen, chasing each 
other. Brisby hides quickly. 

SUE: Just because you found me doesn't mean you win! You still gotta catch me!

SARAH: That’s not how the game works, Sue!

SUE:  Says who, Sarah!?

SARAH: The whole world!!

BRISBY: (into the walkie talkie): Iceman, this is Maverick. Do you read me? Over.

JUSTINE (stands in front of the stage, off) That’s a roger, Maverick. Iceman reads you 
loud and clear. What’s your status? Over.

BRISBY: I’ve got a couple bogey’s circling the target zone. Over.

JUSTINE: Roger that, Maverick. Identify. Over.

BRISBY: Humans. Ugly ones. Over.

JUSTINE: Identities confirmed, those are the human children. Sue and Sarah 
Fitzgibbons. What are they doing? Over.

BRISBY: They’re playing tag. They’re terrible at it. Over.

JUSTINE: Do you have eyes on the target? Over.

BRISBY: No sign of the cat. What do I do about the ugly human children? Over.

JUSTINE: Just wait it out. They’ll get bored. Human children have terrible attention 
spans. Over. 

BRISBY: Roger that. Over. 

Izzi appears offstage in a different location with her own walkie talkie.

IZZI: Maverick, Iceman, this is Goose. Do you read me? Over.
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JUSTINE: Roger that, Goose, you’re on an open channel. Over.

IZZI: We have spotted the target in the backyard. I repeat, Dragon the Cat has been 
spotted in the backyard. The house is clear. Over.

JUSTINE: Roger that, good buddy. Maverick, the target is offsite. You have a mission 
go. Over.

BRISBY: I’m still pinned down. Over.

IZZI: What’s going on? Over.

JUSTINE: Maverick has eyes on the Brisby children. Over. 

IZZI: What are they doing? Over. 

BRISBY: Oh! They’re headed out! They’re exiting the target zone! 

The Children run off.

I’m gonna add the sleeping agent to the beast’s food dish. Over. 

JUSTINE: Roger that, Maverick. We have eyes on your six. Over. 

Brisby makes her way to the bowl, she pours it’s contents in.

BRISBY: Mission success!! Mission success!! This dumb cat’s gonna sleep for a week!! 
Over!

IZZI: Well done, Mrs. Brisby!! Now get out of there. Over and out!

Sue enters and grabs Mrs. Brisby! (this is executed through Shadow) Sue holds Brisby 
in her hand.

SUE: Bla! Bla bla bla bla!!! (Sarah! Come check this out!)

Sarah enters. 

SARAH: Bla!!! Bla bla bla bla? Bla!! (Whoa! Is that a mouse? Gross!!)

BRISBY: They’ve got me! The ugly humans have me!!

IZZI: Oh no!! They’ll keep her as a pet!!

JUSTINE: Have no fear, Mrs. Brisby!! We will mount a rescue!!!



�46

SUE: Bla bla bla bla!! (I’m going to keep it!!)

SARAH: Bla bla blablablabla!! (Let’s put it in the old hamster cage!!)

They run off with Brisby.

JUSTINE: We’ll save you Mrs. Brisby!! We’ll save you!!! Where there’s a will there’s a 
way!! Be strong and hold on!!

Justine and Izzi exit.
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8.
The Great Move.  BUGS. RABBITS. BIRDS. MICE. SQUIRRELS. ROLAND and 
ABBOT, along with the COUNCIL (JEREMY, BERNIE, AGNES, ELLE) corral the 
massive population of creatures. Maybe there is a song here- something that is a ‘here 
we go, call and response type thing). 

ABBOT: Good citizens! Welcome to the Caravan!! Settle down, settle down now!!! 

ROLAND: There will be no pushing and shoving!! We’re all headed to the same 
location!!

ABBOT: That’s right!! Everyone just be cool!!

ROLAND: You’re creatures but you don’t have to act like animals!

ABBOT: You know what, Roland? I got this.

ROLAND: Do you, Abbot? Do you?

JEREMY: All names has have been registered. Let’s sound off!! Birds!!

BIRDS: HERE!!

ELLE: Rabbits!!

RABBITS: HERE!

BERNIE: Bugs!!

BUGS: HERE!

ABBOT: Squirrels!!

SQUIRRELS: HERE!

AGNES: MICE!!

MICE: HERE!!

ABBOT: Alright citizens! This will be a 10 moon march! We will take first camp just 
south of the Creek. 

JEREMY: Has anyone seen the Brisby’s? 

MOUSE 1: The children are with Shrew and Dr. Ages in the old cinder block. 
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MOUSE 2: But no one has seen the Widow Brisby.

ELLE: Our spies confirm she has sought aid from the Rats.

RABBIT 6: Then she’s doomed!! The Rats can’t be trusted!!

BUG 4: Is there anyone ruder than a rabbit??

BIRD 2: Please there’s no time for this! We must go!!

Assent.

AGNES: Wait!! I implore the council to hold the Caravan for the Brisby’s!! 

Chaos!!

SQUIRREL 2: Of course you’d wanna hold for the Brisby’s, Agnes. Mice look out for 
mice!!

BIRD 1: Or maybe she’s just not a selfish squirrel!!

SQUIRREL 5: Hoarding acorns isn’t selfish, bird brain!!

BUG 1: No but it’s totally nuts!!

BUG 2: Nice pun!

BUG 1: Thank you!!

Chaos.

ABBOT: Citizens!! Calm yourselves!!

ROLAND: Honestly!! Doesn’t it ever get boring, all this bickering??

CREATURES: NO.

JEREMY: Agnes, dear friend, we all care for the Brisby’s. But we cannot delay The 
Great Move. Already the thunderheads are rolling in! The Once Storm will be here by 
dusk.

ELLE: Jeremy the Crow speaks true. We must make it south of the creek before 
nightfall. 
 
Assent.
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JEREMY: Mrs. Brisby is the most resourceful creature I know.  She will catch up to us. 

MOUSE 3: We must go!! 

BIRD 5: Time is running out!!

Assent.

ELLE: It’s time creatures! Children in the center, Adults on the outside! The field is safe, 
but once we hit the trees we must be wary of predators!

ABBOT: Stay vigilant!! Be smart!!

ROLAND: If someone falls behind, help them!! We must help each other through this!! 

ABBOT: Everyone, hold close and march!!! 

JEREMY: Are we ready??? 

CREATURES: READY!!

JEREMY: The the Great Move Begins!!

COUNCIL: FORWARD!!

CREATURES: HO!!

COUNCIL: FORWARD!!

CREATURES: HO!!

ALL: AWAY WE GO!!

exeunt.
lights up on the Brisby home. The children are there, along with Shrew and Ages. Shrew 
is at the window. Ages sits with Timothy, the other children crowded around. (Abe, Sil, 
Lucy, Mary)

MARY: Standing at the window won’t make our mom come home any faster, Auntie 
Shrew.

SIL: We’re kids, and even we know that.

SHREW: Won’t make her come home any slower either.

AGES: It’s no use, kids, your Aunt is part puppy.
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LUCY: I wish we could get a puppy!

ABE: They’re too big though! 

LUCY: Yeah but we could ride him!

SIL: And rule this town!!

SHREW: Hey! There’s Justine!! And Izzi!

Justine and Izzi are hurriedly passing by outside, on their way to Nicodemus.

Hey you stinkin’ rats!! What’s going on?? Get over here!!

They do.

JUSTINE: Hello, good mouse.

SHREW: Where’s Mrs. Brisby??

IZZI: It would perhaps be best to speak in private, away from the children.

ABE: Hey anything you got to say to her you can say to us!!

SIL: Yeah she’s our mom!! What’d you do with her??

JUSTINE: Very well- Mrs. Brisby has been captured by the Fitzgibbons’ children.

SHREW: What??

There is a lot of chaos here.

IZZI: It’s okay though! Justine and I are headed to the Rosebush to plan a rescue with 
the Rats. 

SHREW: I’m coming with you.

CHILDREN: So are we, me too, etc.

AGES: No children, absolutely not. You will stay with me. Your safety is our charge. 

SHREW: That’s right. We’ll get your mom out of this mess.

The children huddle together, whispering.
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AGES: What are you whispering??

MARY: Nothin’ Doc. Just what pranks we’re gonna pull on you all night.

IZZI: Justine, we must go.

JUSTINE: Rest assured, good Brisby’s, we will bring your mother home.

SHREW: Be good ya filthy pantry mice!

CHILDREN: You too ya grumpy grump butt!

they exit.

AGES: You guys are so weird.

blackout.
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9.
The Fitzgibbon’s Kitchen. Mrs. Brisby is in a cage. She sings to herself:

BRISBY: Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen, 
     Nobody knows my troubles…

Suddenly the phone rings. Brassy stands to attention. After a couple rings, Mrs. 
Fitzgibbons answers the phone. She is in silhouette.

MRS. FITZGIBBONS: Fitzgibbon’s farm. Why hello there Dr. Bancroft! How are things 
going over at NIMH? Why yes it does look like a big storm is coming, doesn’t it? The 
Plow? Well wouldn’t you know it, some critters got into the engine and chewed right 
through the gas line! That’s right! Darndest thing. Gus will have it fixed in the morning, 
just after the storm passes. That’s right. What’s that? Rats? You say some Rats got 
loose from your labs??  I can’t say that I’ve seen any near the farmhouse. Though 
Dragon is always sniffing around our rose bushes. Of course, you’re free to come and 
have a look. Mmhm. Ok then. See you tomorrow then. Okay Dr. You too. Buh-bye now. 

She hangs up and exits.

BRISBY:  Oh no- I have to warn the Rats. NIMH is coming back!

The Brisby children, Abe, Sil, Lucy, Mary, enter. They look like they mean business. 

SIL: This is crazy this is crazy this is crazy

LUCY: Yeah crazy awesome.

ABE: We’re gonna get in so much trouble.

MARY: Guys get your game faces on. We’re here. 

LUCY: Ninja mouse mode. 

The children do some pretty rad sneaking and tumbling. They enter the kitchen, just at 
the door.

ABE: There she is!! 

BRISBY: Who’s there??

MARY: Hey mom.

SIL: What’s up. 

BRISBY: Kids!? What in the world- what are you doing here???
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LUCY: We’re here to bust you outta here!!

BRISBY: Bust me outta here? You should be at home with Auntie and Shrew and Dr. 
Ages!!

MARY: Well, Auntie Shrew heard that you got caught by some ugly human kids and so 
she went to meet up with the Rats to figure out a plan to come and rescue you!

ABE: Which could be pretty tough, we figure, to get to you before the once Storm hits 
and with the Great Move going on, thats a lot of traffic to get through!

LUCY: And don’t even get us started on how ‘ol lady Dr. Ages won’t take her eyes off us 
for two seconds except, she said, for her stories.

BRISBY: Her stories?

SIL: Yeah that’s what she calls her Soap Operas. She said we weren’t allowed to talk to 
her when she was watches Desperate Mouse Wives. 

MARY: So that’s a lot of grown ups doing grown up things, none of which include going 
into ninja mode and coming straight here and saving you. 

LUCY: So as soon as Desperate Mouse Wives started, we snuck out.

ABE: And here we are!

SIL: Bustin’ you out!

BRISBY: Kids, this is very dangerous business. The Fitzgibbon’s farm is no place for 
you!!

MARY: Mom, that cat is completely passed out in the backyard. Seriously, he’s snoring.

LUCY: And the ugly human kids are playing in the dirt out behind the outhouse.

SIL: Humans are disgusting.

BRISBY: That may be- but you just can’t go sneaking away and going on secret 
missions to save your mom!!

They are unlocking her cage.

ABE: If we got mouse-napped, wouldn’t you do the same thing?

BRISBY: Of course I would!
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LUCY: So that’s what we don’t get- why are parents any more responsible for their 
children than children are responsible for their parents??

ABE: It goes both ways dude.

BRISBY: NO, children, that’s not the way it works!! It isn’t supposed to-

MARY: Mom! Stop! We lost our dad- okay??

LUCY: We’re not losing you too. 

ABE: Not ever. 

SIL: You got it, lady??

Brisby hugs her kids. it’s real real sweet.

LUCY: Guys this is a real sweet family moment and all- but we should probably split.

BRISBY: Okay, right. Kids, we’re going home. Follow me.

MARY: No mom. You follow us.

They exit, ninja mode. 
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10.
There is the rolling of thunder.  The stage is partially divided. 
In the fields, outside the Cinder Block. The Rats are securing the home by rope, and 
preparing to hoist it above the lee of the stone by a series of pulls and levers. 
NICODEMUS supervises the effort, with Remy, Tully and Louise. Other Rats are there, 
working: Albee, Locke, Solomon. 
We also see Dr. Ages and Timothy, inside the Cinder Block. 

NICODEMUS: Good, good!! We must hurry, my friends. The rain is already starting to 
fall!

ALBEE: Nicodemus- are we sure the rope will hold?

LOCKE: The Brisby’s home must weigh….well…

REMY: 32.17 lbs. Dry.

TULLY: The rope will hold, as will the pulley. But Nicodemus is right-

REMY: As soon as this storm hits, the Cinder Block will start to sink into the mud! 

TULLY: And we’ll be slippin’ and slidin’ all over the darn place!!

LOUISE: So let’s get to it! Time’s a wasting! 

SOLOMON: Ok- it’s all tied off! We’re ready on this end!

thunder.

LOUISE: Dr. Ages, we will begin to list the Cinder Block over the Lee of the Stone! Are 
you and the child secure!?

from inside:

AGES: We’re ready! Any word from the other children? From Mrs. Brisby??

NICODEMUS: Our spies report that they are all safe, and will be here any-

JUSTINE, IZZI, and SHREW enter.

JUSTINE: Nicodemus!! Mrs. Brisby has been mouse napped!

NICODEMUS: All is well, Justine. The Brisby’s are almost here!! The children mounted 
their own rescue, and were successful! 

REMY: Dragon the Cat sleeps the sleep of ages-
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TULLY: And so the Rats fulfill the rest of the bargain- moving the Brisby home!!

SHREW: Did you say the children…rescued Mrs. Brisby!?

The Brisby’s enter.

LUCY: Oh yeah we did!!

SHREW: That’s it!! Everyone is grounded for the rest of their lives!!

BRISBY: Nicodemus! Is Timothy inside?? 

NICODEMUS: He is, with Dr. Ages.

BRISBY: Can I be with him? I don’t want him to be afraid!

TULLY: The door is tied off.

REMY: And we don’t want to take anymore weight on the rope.

NICODEMUS: He is safe, I promise you. RATS!! Take hold of the rope!! On my signal 
pull!!!

Thunder. The Rats take hold of the rope.

NOW!!! HEAVE!!

RATS: HO!!

NICODEMUS: HEAVE!!

RATS: HO!!

The Cinder Block begins to raise. (Shadow work)

BRISBY: Oh please!! Be careful!!

AGES: Don’t worry- we’re good in here!

TIMOTHY: Hi mom!! It’s like a ride at Disney World!

SHREW: Can we not bring up Mickey Mouse for just one day!?

BRISBY: Auntie Shrew-
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SHREW: He broke my heart in St. Louis!

BRISBY: Ok-

SHREW: He never called!! He said he would and he never did!!

TIMOTHY: Stop being weird, Auntie Shrew!!

SHREW: Sorry Timothy!

NICODEMUS: Easy does it, Rats!! Slow and steady wins the race!!

Jenner, Sullivan, Jango, and Monty enter.

JENNER: NICODEMUS!!! 

NICODEMUS: Who goes there??

JUSTINE: It’s your faithful lieutenant, Jenner. And his lackeys.

JENNER: We’ve come to put an end to this, Nicodemus.

NICODEMUS: An end to what?

JENNER: To all of it. The co-mingling with lesser species, the measly world under the 
Rose Bush, the thoughts of farming and irrigation- but mostly- we’ve come to put an 
end…to you.

He draws his sword. And so does everyone else. The Rats tie off the rope, suspending 
the Cinder Block mid air.

JUSTINE: Jenner I always knew you were a coward traitor.

NICODEMUS: So it’s a coup then?

JENNER: Call it what you’d like.

NICODEMUS: And you others, you’re with him?

JANGO: Time for new leadership, old man.

Thunder, heavy rain.

MONTY: He makes a lot of sense once you get passed all the speeches and stuff.

SULLIVAN: He’s my best friend!
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NICODEMUS: We can settle this peacefully after we move the Brisby home to the lee of 
the stone!

Jenner makes his way toward the rope.

JENNER: See that’s the thing, right there, Nicodemus. You spent too long in NIMH. 
Words and reason. They way of the humans. You’d have us be humans, if you could. 
But we’re so much better than that. We’re so much better than these hairless, dope 
eyed giants lumbering about the Field-

NICODEMUS: Jenner-

JENNER: Because the bigger they are…

NICODEMUS: Don’t!

JENNER: The harder they fall!!

He cuts the rope. The Cinder Block crashes to the mud. 

BRISBY: NO/

SHREW: /TIMOTHY

chaos.

BRISBY: Dr. Ages!! Timothy! Are you ok?? Can you hear me, are you okay!?

AGES: We’re ok!! What’s going on out there!?

IZZI: The Cinder Block is sinking into the mud!!

NICODEMUS: Quick, Rats!! Pull!! With everything you have!! Don’t let the Block sink!

JENNER: And while you’re all busy doing that, we’ll busy ourselves with cleaning 
house.

JUSTINE: Alright Jenner, we’ll do it your way. 

SHREW: You there, Rat- 

SULLIVAN: Who…me?

SHREW: You’re mine.
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SULLIVAN: I’m not gonna fight a little lady mouse. 

SHREW: Fine, you can just stand there. It’ll be quicker.

BRISBY: Please, everyone stop this at once!! I’ve just come from the Fitzgibbon’s 
home!! I overheard Mrs. Fitzgibbon’s on the phone!!

MONTY: What’s this?

BRISBY: She was on the phone with the human scientists of NIMH! They’re coming 
back for you- for the Rats who escaped!!  They’re coming to the Rose Bush!

JENNER: Lies-

BRISBY: They’ll be here tomorrow!!

NICODEMUS: Then we will seek shelter in the forest- or we can catch up with the 
Caravan-

JENNER: LIES! 

SULLIVAN: Wait, Jenner-

JENNER: It’s a distraction from a desperate mouse! And even if it’s true, let them 
come!! 

MONTY: What??

JENNER: Let the humans come! After we deal with Nicodemus, we’ll lay traps for them. 
We’ll bring the giants to their knees!! We’ll put THEM in cages!! We’ll run tests on 
THEM. 

NICODEMUS: And more will come.  And more and more. We must live on better terms- 
we must sustain a life or warmth and community- we can build a world for ourselves- a 
new one apart from the traumas we’ve endured!!

JENNER: Never!

NICODEMUS: Oh, my friend- the things that happened to you at NIMH have been your 
unmaking. But we can help each other. Please-

JENNER: No!!

Jenner lunges at Nicodemus but is parried by Justine. 

You.
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JUSTINE: Me.

They fight.
Shrew attacks Sullivan. He parries. It is another fight. Jango rushes Izzi. They fight. 
Monty wants no part- he lays down his sword. 

BRISBY: Please- the rope!!!

All the others pull on the rope as the fight happens. Sullivan loses. Jango loses. 

Justine and Jenner square off.

JUSTINE: Your confederates are bested. Lay down your sword.

JENNER: After I slay you, Justine- who will step between my sword and Nicodemus’ 
heart??

SULLIVAN: I will. 

JENNER: Sully? What?

SULLIVAN: We’ve lost, Jenner. Please. This is wrong, we are wrong!

JENNER: You’ve come this far and back out now??

SULLIVAN: I just wanted to feel cool! And you seem pretty lonely!!

JENNER: It doesn’t matter. I’ll run you all through!! Each and every one of you!!

JUSTINE: En garde!

They fight. She wins.

JENNER: What now, Rat?

JUSTINE: Now you scurry off. Into the city maybe. Maybe you can live in the sewers…
and feed off the leavings of others.

LUCY: That’s pretty gross!

JENNER: You creatures…you squirrels and mice, you rabbits, you bugs and birds…you 
RODENTS of the field. You’ll live and die, never knowing what you could be…if only you 
had the guts.
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NICODEMUS: It must be hard, carrying such a heavy heart. Good luck to you Jenner. 
May you find your peace. Now go.

JUSTINE: I’d hurry if I was you, Rat. I’m not as kind as our leader.

JENNER: Sullivan…are you coming..?

SULLIVAN: Nah dude. I’m good.

JENNER: Very well. WHO NEEDS YOU. May you all rot!!

he runs off. 

JUSTINE: Well done, my friends.

BRISBY: Please! There’s no time!! Help us!! The rope!! We’re losing it!!

TIMOTHY: Mom!! 

NICODEMUS: The home sinks!! Rats, Pull!! Pull with everything you have!!

ALL: HEAVE

HO

HEAVE

HO

The rope snaps, causing all pulling on it to fall back. 

BRISBY: NO!! NO no no nonono-

SHREW: NO- It’s sinking!!

BRISBY CHILDREN: What are we going to do, etc./ Timothy!

TIMOTHY: MOMMA, WHAT’S HAPPENING

AGES: It’s okay child!

BRISBY: Timothy, can you hear me?? Timothy!

TIMOTHY: I can hear you! What’s happening?? It feels like we’re sinking!

Brisby scrambles to the rope
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BRISBY: Timothy!!

TIMOTHY: Momma!

The Block sinks completely into the mud.

JUSTINE: What can we do??

SHREW: Timothy!!

NICODEMUS: MRS. BRISBY!! The Stone! Use the Stone!!

BRISBY: How?? What do I do? 

NICODEMUS: Whisper your love into the Stone!

Brisby holds the Stone in front of her. She whispers into it. 

The stone glows read as the the grounds shakes. Wind blows, thunder. 

The Cinder Block slowly starts to raise from the mud.

TIMOTHY: Momma!!

Blackout.



�63

11.
Spring. Early evening. Inside the Brisby home. Abe runs in, chased by Lucy, Sil and 
Mary. 

ABE: C’MON LUCY. Catch me! I know actual slugs faster than you!!

LUCY: That’s not how Hide and Seek works, man. I found you, I win!

MARY: You don’t know any slugs!

ABE: Yeah-huh I do.

SIL: Abe you never met a slug in your life!

ABE: What are you talking about?? What about Mr. Henry behind the Oak Tree??

MARY: Whoa.

SIL: Holy moly!

LUCY: Mr. Henry is a snail, dude. 

ABE: What?? No! He’s a slug!!

MARY: Don’t let him hear you say that.

ABE: He doesn’t have a shell!! 

SIL: A shell does not a snail make, my friend.

ABE: Oh man. I always thought he was a slug. I gotta rethink my life assumptions. My 
whole world is shook.

LUCY: Abe, you’re just wrong about everything, always. Just know that and you’ll be 
fine.

MARY: That’s just good life advice right there.

LUCY: Thank you.

ABE: Noted. 

Timothy enters from his room, sleepy eyes.

EVERYONE: Timothy’s up!!/What’s up little dude??
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TIMOTHY: Well I was trying to Netflix and chill, but then I heard you guys-

LUCY: How you feelin’?

TIMOTHY: I keep telling you I’m all better! Fit as a fiddle! What are you guys doing?

SIL: We’re playing /hide and go seek

ABE: /Tag!

MARY: See dude that’s the problem right there! 

Shrew and Ages enter from the back with cake and party hats. Shrew has a walkie 
talkie.

AGES: Children!! What are you doing?? It’s almost time!

SHREW: (into walkie talkie) Iceman, this is Auntie Shrew, do you copy? Over.

JUSTINE: (offstage) 10-4, Auntie Shrew, we gotta get you a cool nickname. Over.

SIL: How about Grump Butt?

SHREW: No, not that-that’s terrible name. How about…like, Awesome Mouse, Or 
Mighty Mouse or something? Over.

JUSTINE: Roger that, Grump Butt it is. Over.

SHREW: Hey-

JUSTINE: Oh!! Target is inbound! I repeat, Grump Butt- Target is inbound! Over.

SHREW: Oh golly! Ok- everyone- positions! Positions!! She’s here.

Everyone scurries and hides. Roland enters.

ROLAND: Hello Brisby /residence.

EVERYONE: Surprise!!

ROLAND: Oh my, thank you!!

LUCY: Oh man!

MARY: Great!
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ABE: It’s just Roland the Rabbit!

SHREW: What do you want, Rabbit? You’re gonna spoil the surprise party!

ROLAND: I bear news from the Council of Creatures, my good mouse.

AGES: Can it wait? We don’t have time right now!

ROLAND: I think you know the answer to that question, my good mouse-

SHREW: Fine! Great! 

JUSTINE: Come in, Grump Butt! Over!

SHREW: DON’T CALL ME THAT, OVER

JUSTINE: False, alarm! I repeat, Grump Butt, that was a false alarm!! Over!

SHREW: No duh, Rat! You’re not very good at-

JUSTINE: Target inbound!! I repeat, target inbound!! 

SHREW: Oh golly!! Okay! Positions, everyone!! Positions!! She’s here- quick Roland put 
this on!!

She hands him a party hat.

Now hide!! Quick like a bunny!!

ROLAND: That’s a blatant stereotype, Mrs. Shrew!!

SHREW: Oh can it!! Hide!! 

ROLAND: Very well!

They all do. Nicodemus, Tully and Remy enter.

TULLY/ REMY/ NICODEMUS: Good evening Brisby household! 

LUCY: OH MY GOSH!!

ABE: It’s just Nicodemus!!

SIL: What’s the deal??

MARY: GIMME THAT-
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She grabs the walkie talkie from Shrew.

NICODEMUS: We’ve come to see Mrs. Brisby!!

AGES: Get in line.

MARY: ICEMAN. This is Thunder Butt. Do you read me? Over.

JUSTINE: Roger that, Thunder Butt. Loud and clear! False alarm. I repeat false alarm. 

MARY: Yeah dude!! The whole town’s showing up! Everyone except the target! Over.

JUSTINE: Recon is not my forte!! 

MARY: Oh ya think?? Well guess what, you’re relieved dude! Get in here!! Over and 
out!!

Justine enters. Everyone starts arguing. It’s warm chaos. As they do Mrs. Brisby enters, 
unseen. 

BRISBY: Hello, everyone…

They don’t hear her.

Hello!?

Still, nothing.

I SAID HELLO!!!

Everyone stops, frozen.

What’s going on here?

SHREW: Perfect!! Just perfect!! 

LUCY: Justine, you blew it!!

JUSTINE: What?? You guys relieved me!!

ROLAND: Stop saying you guys! Gender is a construct!

AGES: The whole surprise is ruined!!

NICODEMUS: What is going on here?
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SIL: We’ve been planning this forever!

TIMOTHY: Don’t cry, Sil.

SIL: No one’s crying!

ABE: Oh my gosh can we just eat the cake??

SHREW: Everyone stop!! Nope! Nope. no. We are doing this. Do you all hear me? 
We’re doing this.

BRISBY: Doing what?

SHREW: Cover your eyes and turn around.

BRISBY: What?

EVERYONE: COVER YOUR EYES AND TURN AROUND

BRISBY: Ok! Jeez louise, okay.

She does.

Everyone gets in position. The kids put party hats on the Rats.

SHREW: Ok…now…turn around.

She does.

EVERYONE: SURPRISE!! HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!!

BRISBY: Oh- Oh why, thank you!! Thank you everyone! But it’s not my birthday! 

ABE: Mom! You challenged the council!

LUCY: then you met the Great Owls, which is nuts!

SIL:  Yu got captured by spiders,

MARY: Traveled to the Rats- who are super scary…sorry-

JUSTINE: No problem.

TIMOTHY: You broke into the Fitzgibbon’s kitchen

AGES: You were captured by the human children
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SHREW: You escaped that-

LUCY: With a little help.

MARY: You faced down Jenner and all his buddies!

SIL: You warned everyone about the NIMH scientists

TIMOTHY: And you saved me and the Doc!

JUSTINE: By activating the Magic Stone-

MARY: You did all that! One mouse did all that!!

SHREW: So, as far as we’re concerned…

LUCY: Everyday’s your birthday!!

BRISBY: I just..well…I just did what I had to. I did what anyone would.

JUSTINE: Humble Harriet over here…

ROLAND: Madam, there is more.

SHREW: What is it Rabbit?

ROLAND: Well, I have word from the Council you see…yes here we are:
‘To the creatures of the Fitzgibbon’s Field and Forest. Summer nears its end and the 
Great Move is over. The Harvest was lost to the Once Storm, and our spies have 
confirmed that the Fitzgibbon’s next harvest will wait many moons. 

everyone is excited by this.

‘In light of the recent efforts of the good widow Brisby, her family, and the mysterious 
Rats of NIMH, the council has seen that a new way of life is possible. Where once we 
creatures kept to our own kind, where once each specie looked after only itself, we now 
begin a new age. An age where paw embraces talon, and tail embraces wing. We 
creatures will help each other, and our communities will intersect. We will share 
resources. We will share food. And when the next Harvest comes, we will protect each 
other. From this day, to our last. Also, Bingo Sundays are cancelled until we find a new 
space. Sincerely, The Council of Creatures.’

AGES: Well this is happy news!!

BRISBY: Indeed it is!! 
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NICODEMUS: Mrs. Brisby, we Rats owe you a debt. You warned us of NIMH’s return 
and gave us shelter. For this we will share our technology with all creatures of the field. 

TULLY: We will make our electricity.

REMY: And farm for ourselves. 

BRISBY: That’s- that’s wonderful! Thank you!

NICODEMUS: Thank you, Mrs. Brisby. A new age begins, indeed.

TIMOTHY and the CHILDREN bring out the cake.

TIMOTHY: Okay, momma- time to eat some cake!!

JUSTINE: Mrs. Brisby may I ask you a question?

BRISBY: Of course.

JUSTINE: The Stone- to activate it’s power, you had to whisper something into it-

AGES: What you love the most- right?

JUSTINE: Well, if you don’t mind us knowing…what did you whisper?

BRISBY: The same thing my husband whispered, I suppose.

JUSTINE: What’s that?

BRISBY: The names of our children.

CHILDREN: Aw mom, that’s cheesy, etc. (loving)

JUSTINE: That’s truly amazing, Mrs. Brisby- to think, all that power from a whisper.

BRISBY: I suppose.

TIMOTHY: It’s kind of like dad used to always say!!

BRISBY: What’s that?

TIMOTHY: Even a mouse can do great things.

MARY: Oh that’s right- ‘Even a mouse can do great things!’

SHREW: That’s right, kids. It’s just like that.
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LUCY: Oh my gosh, speaking of great things- how long does a mouse gotta wait to 
shove some cake into her mouth hole??

AGES: Okay, okay-

MARY Okay,- ready?
 
BRISBY: Yeah- ready-

TIMOTHY: Okay, make a wish momma!

BRISBY: Okay..

She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath in. 

She makes a wish and blows out the candles.

blackout.  

Cuckoo, revised.

end of play.
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