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Characters

CHILDREN:
(including the following)

STEPHEN:
Believes everything his dad tells him

THEODOR:
Likes to be in charge

VIKTOR:
Good fun, always happy

ANGELIKA:
Always wants to know why

NATASCHA:
Always thinks the best of people

PETRA:
Can be a bit sarcastic but she's fun really

VILLAGERS:
(including the following)

DAGMAR:
Natascha's mum - always thinks the best of people

URSULA:
Bossy

WOLFGANG:
Stephen's dad - very prejudiced

OSWIN:
The village idiot - roughly spoken and a slow speaker.

JOHANN:
A humourist

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
A funny little goblin with a heart of gold

MILLER:
Proud and boastful

KING:
Vain and greedy

HANNAH:
The Miller's daughter: beautiful, clever and kind-hearted

GWENDOLINE:
Rumpelstiltskin's cat, wise-cracking but very fond of him

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Pedantic, wants everything done by the book.

ENGELBERT:
The King's tailor - loves to strut his stuff.

NURSE:


BISHOP:


BEADLE:
Large and pompous.

FRANZ:
Trainee Messenger: intelligent and keen to help.

INGEMAR:
Royal Protocol Officer - very military.

GUARDS, CITIZENS, TAILORS, GOBLINS, CHOIR, ATTENDANTS, MESSENGERS:


The show is designed to use three areas: the full Stage, the Apron (the space in front of the closed curtains) and the Arena (the open area at the front of the Auditorium), with the intention that it can run without any pauses.

RUNNING TIME:
1 hour.

Scene 1:  Stage:  Village Green.

There is a big bush downstage left and possibly other bushes and plants.

The children (including STEPHEN, THEODOR, VIKTOR, ANGELIKA, NATASCHA and PETRA) are playing a game where they make up a song.  One person sings the first line of a verse.  Whoever can make up the next line joins them in a line holding hands and then during the chorus points at someone to start the next verse.

SONG:
"See how the story goes"

ALL:
Chorus
See how the story goes.  It's a story that no-one knows.
See how the story grows.  That's the fun of the story.

SOLO:
Once there was a little man.

ALL:
Little man, Little man.

SOLO:
(Pause.)  He used to sleep in a frying pan.

ALL:
Long, long ago.


Chorus
SOLO:
He would rest his weary legs.

ALL:
Weary legs, weary legs.

SOLO:
(Pause.)  Between the bacon and scrambled eggs.

ALL:
Long, long ago.


Chorus
SOLO:
Then there was a sudden flood.

ALL:
Sudden flood, sudden flood.

SOLO:
(Pause.)  The man was covered in filthy mud.

ALL:
Long, long ago.


Chorus
SOLO:
In the mud he couldn't breathe.

ALL:
Couldn't breathe, couldn't breathe.

A pause - nobody can think of a good rhyme.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(suddenly appearing from behind the large bush)  He ate the bacon and scrambled free!

End of song.  The children all jump back in alarm.  Rumpelstiltskin is a goblin, dressed very differently from the children.  He always walks with his feet turned out as far as possible which means he hobbles about.

NATASCHA:
Who are you?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I just wanted to join in your game - it looked such fun.

STEPHEN:
My dad says I mustn't talk to strangers.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
What about me then?  I'm talking to lots of strangers; you've only got one.

PETRA:
Anyway, that was an awful rhyme!

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well, I couldn't let the little man drown in mud, could I?  Not in his own frying pan!

The children laugh and move a bit closer.

VIKTOR:
What's your name then?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Oh, I only tell my friends that.   It's too precious to share with everybody.

VIKTOR:
And how many friends have you got?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Er  - -  (counting slowly on his fingers, then looking up)  None.

NATASCHA:
No friends?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
No.

ANGELIKA:
Oh, that's terrible.  Why not?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Don't you start feeling sorry for me!  (Dramatically)  I've got  (long pause)  a cat.

ANGELIKA:
And is he your friend?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
She.  Well, when it suits her.

THEODOR:
I don't think we should let you join our game.  You don't belong here.

NATASCHA:
Oh, don't be so mean.  He's only trying to be friendly.

STEPHEN:
I don't trust him.

Rumpelstiltskin walks slowly towards Stephen who tries to stand his ground, then turns to run away and trips over his own feet.

ANGELIKA:
Why do you walk like that?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Like what?

ANGELIKA:
(imitating his walk)  Like that.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Oh, like that.  (He thinks about it.)  I suppose my feet work differently from human feet.

The children all react with shock.

PETRA:
Aren't you human then?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Ah well  - -  maybe I shouldn't have said that.

VIKTOR:
So what are you?

Several VILLAGERS (including DAGMAR, URSULA, WOLFGANG, and OSWIN) enter the arena through the door, talking quietly.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'm  - -  I'm friendly.  I like helping people.  I can do tricks.

THEODOR:
What sort of tricks?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Juggling.  Acrobatics...

URSULA:
Who's that playing with the kids?

WOLFGANG:
It's a goblin!

They all rush up the steps onto the stage.


Hey you!  Get away from our children!

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
But I was only playing with them.

WOLFGANG:
(grabbing hold of him)  Keep out of our village - we don't want your type here.

He shoves Rumpelstiltskin who falls over, then scrambles off upstage left behind the big bush.

DAGMAR:
He wasn't doing any harm.

URSULA:
He's a goblin!

WOLFGANG:
Goblins are always bad news.

OSWIN:
Yeah, everybody knows that.

URSULA:
You're not to play with him ever again - do you hear?!

ANGELIKA:
But why are they...

WOLFGANG:
Don't argue.  They're always making mischief, damaging the crops, turning the milk sour.  Like I said, goblins are bad news.  Go home, the lot of you!

The children exit stage right, complaining and looking back at where Rumpelstiltskin has gone.  The MILLER enters the arena through the door, strutting pompously and pretending not to notice the villagers.

URSULA:
And talking of bad news, here comes the man who thinks he's better than all of us put together.

MILLER:
(climbing onto the stage and grudgingly acknowledging the villagers)  Good morning, peasants.

The Villagers growl a little but don't actually speak.


(louder)  I said - Good morning, peasants.

VILLAGERS:
(half-heartedly)  Good morning.

MILLER:
Perhaps you've forgotten who I am.

URSULA:
(low)  Not much chance of that.

MILLER:
I think you need to be reminded.

SONG:
"I'm the Miller"

MILLER:
I'm the Miller; I'm the best!  I'm a cut above the rest.
I'm the man who harnesses the power.
And you must agree that you all need me,
When I grind your harvest into flour.
There are farms everywhere,
there are fields going spare,
but we've only got one mill.
So while my wheel keeps turning round,
I'm the most important person still.

He struts about self-importantly and doesn't hear the Villagers' retort.

VILLAGERS:
He's the Miller; he's the worst!
We're surprised he doesn't burst.
He's so full of pompousness and pride.
And he talks and talks, and he talks and talks,
If we can't find anywhere to hide.
If we just had a chance we could lead him a dance,
but we've only got one mill.
So we just have to bide our time,
though it really goes against our will.

MILLER:
And my daughter is the best!  She's a cut above the rest.
She's too good for any sons of yours!
She's so sweet and kind, with a first rate mind,
And she cooks and sews and sweeps the floors.
She can do anything; she'd be fit for a king.
She could spin straw into gold!
She really is a perfect girl,
And she always does as she is told.

VILLAGERS:
Yes his daughter, we agree, is as kind as she could be,
And we love to watch her passing by.
Though we'd not been told of the trick with gold,
We would really like to see her try.
It's a shame, all the same, that her dad's such a pain,
Ever since he lost his wife.
So we just hope she'll meet a bloke
who can offer her a better life.

End of song.

MILLER:
So show me a little more respect in future.  That is, if you want your bread - and cornflakes - and all that sort of thing.

JOHANN:
(sarcastically)  Well, of course we do.

WOLFGANG:
We all realise we need your mill.

The KING enters through the arena door, followed by his guards.

MILLER:
Then you realise I'm the most important person round here.

DAGMAR:
Well, you are very important.

MILLER:
Most important, I said.

KING:
That's not quite true.

WOLFGANG:
It's the King!

They all fall on their knees, as the King and his guards go up onto the stage.

KING:
No really, there's no need for that.  Well  - -  perhaps there is, but  - -  enough is enough.

He gestures to them and they get up.

WOLFGANG:
What brings you here, Your Majesty?

KING:
My horse, actually.  Oh, you mean why am I here?  Well, I like to make sure my subjects are all working hard to pay their taxes.

Groans from all the Villagers.


Oh come, come.  I can't run the country without taxes.

JOHANN:
(low)  You can't run the country anyway!

KING:
What?!  Who said that?  (Long pause while he looks round the group and they all act innocent.)  And it's important for my subjects to see me.  (He strikes a pose.)  What do you think?

DAGMAR:
Rheumatism?

KING:
No, you silly woman, I mean the clothes.  (He strikes another pose.)
DAGMAR:
Ah!  Beautiful, of course.

KING:
Don't they suit me well.  It's lucky that I'm so handsome and have such good dress sense.  (Another pose.)
OSWIN:
Of course you are.  Anyone can see that.

KING:
Yes  - -  Thank you.  And I've come to make an announcement - I'm about to be married.

Cheers and applause from everyone.

URSULA:
So who's the lucky girl?

KING:
Ah, well I haven't decided that yet.  I feel it's important to get the clothes right first, for a ceremony of this importance.

OSWIN:
Yeah, course it is.

KING:
And the wedding outfit is going to be far more expensive than any of my others, so I need to increase the taxes to pay for it.

Shocked cries from all the Villagers.

URSULA:
You take most of our money as it is!

KING:
That's your problem not mine; I need gold.

OSWIN:
Well, if it's gold you need  - -  the Miller's daughter can spin straw into gold.

KING:
Really?!

MILLER:
Well, I didn't...

JOHANN:
Yes you did!

MILLER:
I mean  - -  I was only saying  - -  er  ...

KING:
Can she or can't she?

MILLER:
She  - -  er  - -  Yes, yes of course she can.

KING:
Guards, fetch the Miller's daughter.

The guards hurry off.


Straw into gold, eh?  Just think what I could do with all that gold.

MILLER:
But  - -  but I need Hannah to do the washing and ironing and cooking.

KING:
I could cover the whole palace with it.

MILLER:
She's all I've got.

KING:
A gold swimming pool.  Gold fish in the royal pond  - -  oh no, I've got those already.

MILLER:
But Your Majesty...

The guards drag Hannah on.

KING:
Don't worry, if she can do as you claim she'll be back safe and sound in a few days.  If not - well, I always enjoy a good execution - chance to show off my latest suit!

HANNAH:
Father, what have I done?  Where are they taking me?

KING:
You villagers, go about your business - you should all be working to make money for me!

They exit horrified.

MILLER:
She's only a girl!

KING:
You too, Miller - go off and  - -  get milling.

The Miller exits.


Guards - take her to the palace.

The King exits down the steps and out of the arena, followed by the guards dragging Hannah.

HANNAH:
(as she is dragged off in tears)  Won't somebody help me?

A pause, then out from behind the bush comes Rumpelstiltskin, very upset.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Poor Hannah.  I often watch her from hiding - she's so kind to other people.  What a lovely girl.  She won't be able to do it - only goblins can do that sort of thing.  (He thinks hard.)  Wait a minute - I am a goblin.  I need to go home and consult my book of spells!

He hobbles off behind the bush as the curtains close.

Scene 2:  Arena:  Village street.

The children are walking home throughout the scene.

(If you want to spread the parts out, different performers can speak in this scene.)

PETRA:
Wow, that was exciting.

VIKTOR:
I've never seen a goblin before.

STEPHEN:
I hope I never do again.

NATASCHA:
Oh, but he was such fun.

STEPHEN:
You heard what my dad said - goblins are bad news.

PETRA:
You always believe everything your dad says.

STEPHEN:
He knows more than you do!

NATASCHA:
Well I thought he was a nice goblin.

THEODOR:
That's just to fool you.  They're all like that.

ANGELIKA:
And how many goblins have you met?

THEODOR:
Everybody knows what they're like.

STEPHEN:
My dad says there's no such thing as a good goblin.

NATASCHA:
Well, my mum says you should judge people by what they do, not what other people say.

THEODOR:
Yeah, and by the time they do you, it's too late.

VIKTOR:
(as they exit)  I'd like to meet him again.

ANGELIKA:
Me too.  Wonder where he lives.

Scene 3:  Stage:  Rumpelstiltskin's Cottage.

A spinning wheel, table, chair and perhaps other furniture.

Gwendoline is curled up on the floor.  She stretches out fully and makes cat noises.  Rumpelstiltskin hurries on.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I need to do a spell!

GWENDOLINE:
Oh, not again!  When are you going to give up this "spell" nonsense?  You know they never work.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Now listen to me, Gwendoline!

GWENDOLINE:
Don't you try and bully me!  Cats don't respond to that sort of treatment.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Cats don't respond to anything unless it suits them.

GWENDOLINE:
Go and get a daft dog then - see if I care.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Now now, Gwendoline...

GWENDOLINE:
And fancy calling a cat Gwendoline!  Ridiculous name if you ask me.  "Gwendoline, Gwendoline, come and eat your dinner!"  It's a wonder I ever answer at all.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I don't have time for this!  Where's my book of spells?

GWENDOLINE:
Where you left it, on the table.

He picks up the book, sits down and starts looking through it.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
The Miller told the King that Hannah could spin straw into gold.  He's taken her off to the palace - and if she can't do it he'll have her executed.

GWENDOLINE:
Oh, that's awful.  (Pause.)  I know you think a lot of Hannah, but...

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
So I need to do the magic for her.  Ah, here's one - "Turning dried leaves into gold".  I wonder if I could change that.

GWENDOLINE:
You're always trying to "change" spells - and they go horribly wrong.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
That's not true.

GWENDOLINE:
It is true.  What about the time you tried that spell to make the chimney rain-proof?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
It worked.

GWENDOLINE:
Oh, it stopped the rain getting in - but it stopped the smoke getting out!  I nearly choked to death.  And the spell for building a boat?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
That was unfortunate.

GWENDOLINE:
Unfortunate, my paw!  (Mimicking him)  "Oh, I'll just change this to build a cow-shed".

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well, the cow needed shelter for the winter.

GWENDOLINE:
And when your beautiful shelter floated away?   With her in it?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I didn't know it would float off as soon as it rained.  (He searches through the book.)  Ah!  Here it is!  Spinning straw into gold - no adapting needed.

GWENDOLINE:
And what level of magic?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Um  - -  Eight.

GWENDOLINE:
Eight!  That's a lot more powerful than anything you've tried before.  You're really asking for trouble.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
If I don't do something, Hannah will be executed.

GWENDOLINE:
It could be horribly dangerous.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
OK, I'll try it on you first.

GWENDOLINE:
Me?!

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well, who else have I got?  (He studies the book.)  It says the "spellee" - that's the person the spell is for - must give the "speller" a present - something very valuable to him or her.

Gwendoline gives a frustrated sigh, thinks for a while...

MUSIC:
"Scurrying"

She rushes round the room energetically, eventually pouncing on a large rat (a toy, not a performer), having a big fight with it and bringing it to Rumpelstiltskin in her teeth.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Very kind.

GWENDOLINE:
It's a good one.

He takes it from her but it nearly gets away.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Aah!  No you don't.

GWENDOLINE:
You'd make a rubbish cat!

He manages to regain control and puts it in a box.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Thanks - I'll  - -  save it for later.  (Deep breath)  All right, let's see if it works.

SONG:
"The Spell"

Note: If the first two verses are too difficult, start with the following arpeggio and then "That's it".

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
When you're making a spell, if you want to do well
you must be in a good state of mind.
You must try to relax, with no panic attacks;
you must leave all your problems behind.
Don't let your mind wander; remember to ponder
the job that you want to achieve.
Don't let yourself wonder if you're going under:
You just have to hope and believe.


When you're making a spell it's important to dwell
on the words that you plan to recite.
It's essential to feel that you're making them real,
and it helps if you get them all right!
There's magic around and as soon as you've found it
you're ready to make it your own.
If men really knew what a goblin could do,
he would soon be a king on a throne.


That's it!  All's well!  I'm ready to weave the spell.

Lights down except for overhead spot on Rumpelstiltskin as he sits down at the spinning-wheel.


Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.

A group of goblins run silently into the darkened arena.  Possibly a flicker-wheel to illuminate bright items of their clothing as they move.  They dance and sing.

GOBLINS:
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.

They continue to make magical incantations while he sings.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Something tells me it's the only
thing that I can do for Hannah.
Such a kind girl shouldn't have to die.
Even though she doesn't know me
I would risk my life for Hannah.
I may fail, but I must still try.

ALL:
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.

End of song.  He turns the spinning wheel and out comes a string of German sausages.

GOBLINS:
Sausages?!

They gesture disgustedly to Rumpelstiltskin and rush off.

GWENDOLINE:
That's great - I love sausages.  (She starts to eat them.)
RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
The King's not going to be impressed by a room full of frankfurters.  (sigh)  Probably caused by your feeble feline mind.

GWENDOLINE:
Feeble?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You obviously weren't concentrating hard enough on gold.

GWENDOLINE:
I was hungry - you forgot to feed me this morning.  Again.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'm sorry.  So maybe it'll work better with Hannah.  I'll leave you plenty of food.

GWENDOLINE:
But the King's palace is in Berlin.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well, it is the capital.

GWENDOLINE:
Don't give me geography lessons; I know it's the capital.  But look at how the people here treat goblins - they'll be even worse in Berlin.  You're risking death or imprisonment.  You're safe here.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
But Hannah's not.

GWENDOLINE:
Getting yourself killed won't help her one bit.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
This spell is going to work - I just know it.

GWENDOLINE:
And what about side effects?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Ah, good point.  (reading)  "Nausea  - -  Vomiting  - -  Do not operate heavy machinery" - all the usual stuff.  Oh, here's one I haven't seen before.  "A ten percent chance of  being turned into a statue"?

GWENDOLINE:
Who, you or Hannah?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Apparently anyone who does the spell wrong or interferes with it.  So don't try and stop me - you hear?

GWENDOLINE:
Huh!  Taking it out on a poor defenceless cat.  You're lucky the RSPCA hasn't been invented yet.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I've got to go.  See you in a few days.

GWENDOLINE:
I hope so.

Scene 4:  Arena:  Berlin street.

As the music starts the citizens enter with a great bustle and commotion: calling to each other, selling wares and so on.  Eventually they notice the audience and line up ready to sing.

SONG:
"Citizens of Berlin"

CITIZENS:
We are the citizens, the citizens of Berlin,
And here you will find the palace of the King.
Here there are parks, there are gardens and streams.
So much to do: a place full of dreams.
We prance and we dance, and we like to make a din.
For we are the citizens, the citizens of Berlin.

SOLO:
Here in the city walls the darkness is kept as bay.
But out in the forest we're far from the light of day.
Creatures of every kind are waiting for us, we fear.
But here in the city they never could appear.

CITIZENS:


Repeat chorus.


Yes we are the citizens, the citizens of Berlin.

End of song.  RUMPELSTILTSKIN creeps on through the curtains, unnoticed by the singers who are bowing extravagantly to the audience - he smiles at the audience, puts his finger to his lips, creeps down the steps creeps off through the door.

Scene 5:  Apron:  Throne Room.

Two GUARDS enter carrying a large mirror which they set up.  The KING enters; the Guards bow low and exit.  The King admires himself in the mirror.  The LORD CHAMBERLAIN enters disapprovingly.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Your Majesty?

KING:
Yes?

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Your tailor is here, with rather a large body of assistants.

KING:
Excellent!  Send them in at once.

The Lord Chamberlain bows and starts to exit.


(to the audience)  I'm an absolute slave to my tailor.

ENGELBERT enters followed by TAILORS, all extravagantly dressed.  The Lord Chamberlain has great difficulty fighting his way through them.


(warmly welcoming him)  Engelbert!

ENGELBERT:
(giving the King a high five)  Your Majesty!  Have I got clothes for you!

KING:
I don't know.  Have you?

ENGELBERT:
Sure thing.  And you know what they say.  Clothes make the man.

KING:
Do they say that?

ENGELBERT:
You didn't know?  Hey, we'd better tell you all about it!

SONG:
"Clothes make the man"

ENGELBERT:
When a guy is hoping to make a splash,
We'll be happy to help him, if he's got the cash.
He may be good looking, but everyone knows
What he really needs is the clothes.
He may be a wizard with stocks and shares,
But if he's out of fashion then nobody cares.
He may rule an army with thousands of men,
But his clothes are something else again.

(The verses could be split between Engelbert and other singers if required.)

TAILORS:
Clothes make the man!

ENGELBERT:
(spoken)  You'd better believe it baby!

TAILORS:
Clothes make the man!

ENGELBERT:
Everyone knows!

TAILORS:
If you think your life's a failure,
All you need to do is see your tailor.
Just make a plan.

ENGELBERT:
We got big plans for you!

TAILORS:
Soon as you can!

ENGELBERT:
No time like the present!

TAILORS:
And the first thing to remember is:
Clothes make the man.

ENGELBERT:
When you know you're wearing the coolest gear,
You can wander the city with nothing to fear.
Don't you know the story of how it began?
Don't you know that clothes make the man?
Now a guy called Adam was in despair;
He was stuck in a garden with nothing to wear.
But he got some clothing to dazzle his girl,
And he then went on to rule the world!

TAILORS:
Clothes make the man!

ENGELBERT:
You never see scruffy people

TAILORS:
Clothes make the man!

ENGELBERT:
ruling the world!

TAILORS:
If you think your life's a failure,
All you need to do is see your tailor.
Just make a plan.

ENGELBERT:
You know you won't get far

TAILORS:
Soon as you can!

ENGELBERT:
in second-hand clothing!

TAILORS:
And the first thing to remember is:
Clothes make the man.

ENGELBERT:
(walking round the audience)  (spoken)  
Take a look at this guy he's wearing a sweater.
Put him into a suit, he'd look so much better.
Now I don't really care about your  - -  education.
With the right kind of clothing you could  - -  rule the nation!

ALL:
Clothes make the man!
Clothes make the man!
If you think your life's a failure,
All you need to do is see your tailor.
Just make a plan.
Soon as you can!
And the first thing to remember is:
Clothes make the man.

End of song, during which the tailors try various clothes on the King.

KING:
All right, I'll have that, and that, and  - -  oh, I don't know  - -  that and that.  Get them made up for me at once  - I feel a wedding coming on!

The two guards enter and carry the mirror off.

ENGELBERT:
Your wish is my command.

KING:
Yes, I know.

Engelbert and the tailors bow and leave.  The Lord Chamberlain has trouble entering as they exit - Engelbert gives him a high five and he looks disgusted.  If this scene has been performed full-stage, this is the time to close the curtains and set the next scene.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Your Majesty, the Straw Chamber has been prepared.

KING:
And the Miller's daughter?

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
She's just being escorted here.

Guards drag Hannah in, feisty and somewhat defiant.

KING:
What's your name, girl?

HANNAH:
Hannah.

KING:
"Hannah, Your Majesty".

HANNAH:
"Hannah, Your Majesty."

KING:
Well Hannah, if you're as good as your father's boast you'll be able to go home tomorrow.  But if you haven't spun straw into gold by breakfast time, you'll have the honour of being the main attraction at an execution in the afternoon - I shall be merely the frontman.

HANNAH:
But that's so unfair!

KING:
"Fair" doesn't come into it - I'm the King!

HANNAH:
And that gives you the right to execute people any time you like?

KING:
Of course it does.  Don't you know anything?

HANNAH:
I know that you're a bad man and a lot of people are fed up with the way you're running the country - ruining it, more like.

KING:
People!  Their lives and deaths are unimportant.

HANNAH:
That's ridiculous - everyone's life is important.

KING:
If you disagree with me again, I'll have you executed immediately.

HANNAH:
With no chance of getting the gold?

KING:
Oh, yes.  (Pause.)  Hadn't thought of that.  Guards, take her to the Straw Chamber before she really annoys me.

The guards drag Hannah off.

KING:
A room full of gold.  Just think what I could do with that.  I'd be the richest King ever to rule Germany.  Everybody would say  - -  But can she really do it?  Sounds like pretty advanced magic for a Miller's daughter.  (as he exits)  Well, we'll find out tomorrow morning.

Scene 6:  Stage:  Straw Chamber.

Bales of straw are stacked around a spinning wheel (or just piles of straw everywhere).  It's dark.  Sinister music.

Hannah is shoved onstage by the guards who then exit.  Sounds of a heavy door being locked and bolted.  She looks at the straw, puts her hand to the spinning wheel, then collapses crying on a chair beside the spinning wheel.  Creepy music.  Rumpelstiltskin comes out of the darkness upstage.  He gets nervous and backs away.  He takes a deep breath and approaches her.  She sees him and jumps up in alarm.  He gives a deep bow.

HANNAH:
Who are you?  How did you get in?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Good morrow to you, my good lass; what are you weeping for?

HANNAH:
The King says if I can't spin all this straw into gold by morning he'll execute me.

Rumpelstiltskin does a little dance, finishing very close to her; she shrinks back.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You need some goblin magic.  What will you give me to do it for you?

HANNAH:
What do you want?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Something of great value to you.

HANNAH:
I don't have anything of value.  (She thinks hard.)  Oh, I suppose I do.  This necklace.  My mother gave it to me.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
That will do.

HANNAH:
But I really treasure it.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You won't treasure it if you're dead, will you!

HANNAH:
That's very logical.  (Pause)  All right.

She cautiously hands over the necklace.  As he holds it up high, the music starts.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Sit down and watch - just don't touch anything!  (Pause)  I hope this is going to work.

The lights go down except for an overhead spot on Rumpelstiltskin and the spinning-wheel.  As the music starts a group of goblins run silently into the darkened arena.  They dance and they and Rumpelstiltskin sing.

SONG:
"The Spell (reprise)"

GOBLINS & RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.
Round about, round about, lo and behold.
Reel away, reel away, straw into gold.

End of song.  The music continues, Rumpelstiltskin starts to spin and the goblins dance.  One by one, some of them come up onto the stage, take something such as a sparkly piece of gold cloth from the spinning wheel and drape it over some of the straw, then stand upstage in the darkness.  Meanwhile Rumpelstiltskin and Hannah talk.

HANNAH:
You haven't even told me your name.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
No, I never do that.

HANNAH:
Why not?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well, I  - -  (Pause while he wonders how to change the subject.)  That's a very pretty necklace.

HANNAH:
It was my mother's favourite.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Was?

HANNAH:
She died when I was young; I only have a father now.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You think you had it hard!  My goblin parents abandoned me when I was young.

HANNAH:
Why did they do that?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Because I was different: I wanted to help humans rather than work mischief.

HANNAH:
But that's good.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
They didn't think so.  They said I was a disgrace to the goblin race.

HANNAH:
So did some other family take you in?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
No, they all felt the same way.  I grew up all on my own - just a book of spells and a cat for company.

HANNAH:
Oh, that's terrible.

She puts her hand on his shoulder to comfort him; he jumps and pulls away.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Don't  - -  Don't do that.

HANNAH:
But I only wanted to...

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'm shy. (Pause.)   I'm not used to being around people.

HANNAH:
I'm sorry.  (Long pause while she watches the straw being spun and wonders what to say.)  So what happened to you after that?

The music stops abruptly and the goblins freeze.  .

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
It's morning - no time for any more talk.

Sounds of bolts being drawn and a lock being opened.  Rumpelstiltskin moves upstage where he cannot be seen.


Don't worry about me - just be glad that you'll be going home to your father.

The KING enters in a spotlight.

KING:
Wow!  I mean: excellent.  (He examines the gold.)  It's gold - it really is the real thing.  I'm amazed.  Who'd have thought a Miller's daughter...

HANNAH:
Can I go then?

KING:
... and if you can do it once, you can do it again!

HANNAH:
But you said...

KING:
Forget what I said - it's what I'm saying now.  We'll have a bigger straw chamber tonight.

HANNAH:
But that's not fair!

KING:
I told you yesterday - I'm the King - I don't have to be fair.

He exits.  Sounds of a heavy door being locked and bolted.  Sinister music.

She looks at the straw, puts her hand to the spinning wheel, then collapses crying on a chair beside the spinning wheel.  Creepy music.  Rumpelstiltskin comes out of the darkness upstage.  He gets nervous and backs away.  He takes a deep breath and approaches her.  She sees him and jumps up in alarm.  He gives a deep bow.

HANNAH:
It's you again!  I wish you wouldn't do that, appearing from nowhere.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I can't help it - your tears draw me to you.  (He looks around the room.)  What are you doing here anyway?  I thought you'd be on your way home by now.

HANNAH:
The King's too greedy to settle for one room full of gold; he's given me a bigger room this time.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(sizing up the room)  What will you give me to do your task?

HANNAH:
Oh, I suppose it'll have to be my ring.  That's the only other thing my mother left me.

She pauses, then takes off the ring and gives it to him.  As he holds it up high, the music starts.

SONG:
"The Spell (reprise)"

End of song.  The music continues, Rumpelstiltskin starts to spin and the goblins dance.  Again some them come up onto the stage, take something from the spinning wheel and drape it over some of the straw, then stand upstage in the darkness.  Meanwhile Rumpelstiltskin and Hannah talk.

HANNAH:
So you grew up all on your own.  That would be very hard.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Yes.

HANNAH:
But you must have some friends.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Not one.  The whole goblin race rejected me, and humans are scared of me and won't have anything to do with me.

HANNAH:
I'm not scared of you.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You were at first.

HANNAH:
That's because I didn't know you.  And the creepy music - you could do without that.  Something a bit more boppy would be good.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'll work on it.  So what's your father like?

HANNAH:
I love my father of course - but he's changed a lot since my  - -  since my mother died.  (Pause.)  He thinks  - -  well, he thinks he's better than anyone else in the village.  He's made himself very unpopular.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Sounds like the King.

HANNAH:
Oh, he's not as bad as the King - but I see what you mean.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
At least he hasn't made you unpopular with the villagers.

HANNAH:
No, they always like  - -  How do you know that?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(embarrassed)  Ah, well  - -  sometimes I watch you from the bushes.  I knew what a kind girl you are; that's why I wanted to help you.

HANNAH:
So you mean you...

The music stops abruptly and the goblins freeze.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
No more time - I can hear someone coming.

Sounds of bolts being drawn and a lock being opened.  He moves upstage where he cannot be seen.  The King enters in a spotlight.

KING:
You've done it again!  Amazing.  I wouldn't have believed...

HANNAH:
Can I go home now?

KING:
Well, the thing is, I've been awake all night making plans - big plans - and I still don't have enough gold for them.  I want to cover the whole palace with gold, I want a gold yacht, and  - -  actually I've written out quite a list.  I'm having the largest room in the palace filled with straw.

HANNAH:
You don't realise how exhausting this magic is.

KING:
You just need a little more persuasion.  All right, this will be the final task, I give you my word.  If you do it I'll marry you; if not I'll execute you.

HANNAH:
Thanks for such a great choice!

KING:
Just think what it would be like as my Queen!

HANNAH:
Yeah, I was!

The King gives her a dirty look, then exits.  Sounds of a heavy door being locked and bolted.  Sinister music.

She looks at the straw, puts her hand to the spinning wheel, then collapses crying on a chair beside the spinning wheel.  The sinister music stops.  A pause, then Rumpelstiltskin appears, dancing energetically to boppy music.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You're still here.  And still crying - you know I can't stand that.

HANNAH:
The King's changed his mind again.  But he says if I can do it once more he'll marry me.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(sizing up the room)  What will you give me to spin gold for you this third time?

HANNAH:
I don't have anything else.  Oh, what about my shoes?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
No, it has to be something of great value to you - anyway they wouldn't fit me.

HANNAH:
I don't own anything else.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
That's very awkward.  (Long pause while he thinks.)  Ah!  (Another pause.)  You may not have anything of value now - but you will have.

HANNAH:
What do you mean?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Give me the first child that is born to you once you are Queen.

HANNAH:
I couldn't do that!

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Oh, I think you could.  (Pause)  Well?

HANNAH:
Well, I suppose if I don't agree, I'll be executed and I'll never have a child anyway.  All right, it's a deal.

She puts out her hand to him.  He hesitates, then they shake hands, though we can see it's an effort for him to be touched.

SONG:
"The Spell (reprise)"

End of song.  The music continues as Rumpelstiltskin starts to spin and the goblins dance.  The remaining goblins come up onto the stage, take something from the spinning wheel and drape it over some of the straw, then stand upstage in the darkness.  Meanwhile Rumpelstiltskin and Hannah talk.

HANNAH:
Why a child anyway?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
It was the first thing I thought of, actually.  But the spell demands something of great value to you.  (Pause while they look at each other.)  I've always loved children, and I'm never going to find anyone willing to marry me, so I'm never going to have one of my own.

HANNAH:
Oh, I'm so sorry.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'd love to bring up a child to accept people as they are without judging them and condemning them unfairly.

HANNAH:
And is there someone you would like to marry?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(Long pause while he concentrates on the spinning.  At last he looks up.)  Hannah, I've dreamed about marrying you, but I know that's impossible - you couldn't possibly love me, and if you're not executed you'll marry the King.

The music stops abruptly and the goblins freeze.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I hear the King coming - let's hope he really will keep his word this time.

Sounds of bolts being drawn and a lock being opened.  He moves upstage where he cannot be seen.  The King enters in a spotlight.

KING:
Well, well, well.  It's amazing what a bit of persuasion will do.  Right my girl  - -  What was your name again?

HANNAH:
(sarcastically)  "Hannah, your Majesty".

KING:
Ah yes.  Well Hannah, good fortune is yours.  We'll be married in a week's time, once my wedding clothes are made.

HANNAH:
Can't I just go home to my father?

KING:
Certainly not.  I said "married", and I meant it - I gave you my word.

HANNAH:
Oh well, I suppose it's better than being executed.  (Pause.)  Slightly.

KING:
(as he hurries off)  I need to see my tailor at once.

Scene 7:  Arena:  Berlin street.

The CITIZENS are celebrating, drinking from tankards and singing.  Each verse could be sung by a different person, or indeed two people.

SONG:
"Let's have a party!"

SOLO:
It's been just a year since Queen Hannah was crowned.
The wedding was quite an occasion.
The King looked a sight and the Miller got tight
And only sat down with persuasion.

ENGELBERT and the TAILORS enter part-way through the chorus and join in.

ALL:
Chorus
Let's have a party!
Some good German beer to add to our cheer.
We want a party!
And that's why we're dressed up so smartly.
Let's have a party!
While we celebrate these matters of State.
We don't mind the King or the weather
As long as we're drinking together.

SOLO:
And now there's a baby to double their joy.
We've come here to celebrate also.
The King's disappointed; he wanted a boy!
You can't please some people at all though.

ALL:
Chorus
The curtains open slightly to represent the cathedral door.  People appear at both sides of the apron and enter the doorway, greeted by the BEADLE with his ceremonial staff.

SOLO:
We've cheered as we've watched the procession go past.
They're all headed for the cathedral.
The princess will come to be christened at last;
They're met at the door by the Beadle.

ALL:
Chorus

All through the nation, it's time for a great celebration.

End of song.

Scene 8:  Stage + Arena:  Cathedral.

A fanfare as the curtains open.  Everyone is there.  The BEADLE welcomes the KING and HANNAH, wearing beautiful new clothes, as they enter regally, followed by the NURSE with the baby.  The BISHOP is waiting to receive them.  Those in the Arena also join in the song.

SONG:
"The Christening"

ALL BUT KING AND HANNAH:
Hail to the King!  Hail to the King!
Long may he rule our land.
We praise him for his tact and wisdom:
(low)  Only in jest, you understand.
Hail to the Queen!  Hail to the Queen!
Now we can be sincere.
We praise her for her love and kindness,
Since she was crowned last year.
Hail to the Princess!  The child for whom we pray.
With heart and voice we welcome her today.

Those in the arena turn to face the on-stage action.  The Nurse comes forward and hands the baby to the Bishop while the choir sing.

CHOIR:
Now within this holy place
See your people gathered here
Look upon this little child
Safe from danger; free from fear
Fill her spirit with your grace.

On the word "grace" the door bursts open to reveal RUMPELSTILTSKIN.  Everyone shrinks away from him.  End of song.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Give me the baby!  She's mine!

NURSE:
You leave her alone!

KING:
Who the devil are you?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(pointing at Hannah)  She knows who I am.

Hannah collapses.  The Beadle and the Nurse help her up again.

KING:
Who is he?  What does he want?

HANNAH:
(terrified)  Don't ask me!  I didn't think  - -  I was desperate, and he  - -  (Her voice trails off and she buries her head in her hands.)
KING:
I demand an explanation.

HANNAH:
(Long pause while she pulls herself together)  When you  - -  when you said you'd execute me if I couldn't spin straw into gold  - -  I was terrified.  This little man appeared, and said he could work the magic for me.  He made the gold, not me.  And I promised  - -  that I would give him my first-born child.  (She collapses in tears.)
RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
And that's what I've come for.  (He moves towards the baby.)
HANNAH:
No, wait!  I'm rich now  - -  you can have all the wealth of the kingdom.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I don't need wealth.  I must have your baby.  You made a bargain.

HANNAH:
I know I did.  And you kept your part of the bargain.  (Pause.)  Now I must honour mine.

KING:
You'll do nothing of the kind.  Guards, kill him!

Hannah collapses again.  The guards try and attack Rumpelstiltskin but some invisible force repels them.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You obviously don't know much about magic.  Once a spell has been set off, it's very dangerous to stop it before it's done - it's like not completing a course of medicine.

KING:
Why should I care about your magic?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I cast the spell, at Hannah's request, and the baby is yours too - we're all involved whether we like it or not.

KING:
And why did you ask for my child?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Because I wanted a baby to raise as my own!  Don't you love children?

KING:
I certainly don't - squalling little brats!  But I need an heir - someone to take over from me and run the country the way it should be run.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
You mean run the way you run it.

KING:
It's the same thing.  Now look!  I don't care what you want...

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
It's not what I want.  The spell demands it, not me.  And it's very dangerous to go against such a powerful spell.

He walks slowly over to Hannah and helps her to her feet.


Hannah, you know I can't stand it when you cry like that.

She tries to speak but can't.


Listen.  The spell has a "break clause".  I can allow you three days to find out my name.  I'll come to the palace each evening, and if you haven't found it out by the third  - -  I'll leave with the baby.

Consternation.  Rumpelstiltskin exits.  Hannah pulls herself together.

HANNAH:
Messengers!  Where are the royal messengers?

The MESSENGERS push through the crowd to reach her.


Search the land.  Find out every possible name you can.  You heard what he said - there's no time to lose!

The messengers run down into the arena, scattering the citizens and tailors who hurry off.  The curtains close.

Scene 9:  Auditorium.

The messengers run round one side of the audience asking the men their names and writing them down in notebooks.

Scene 10:  Apron:  Palace.

The MESSENGERS give their notebooks to HANNAH while the KING watches in the background with the LORD CHAMBERLAIN, INGEMAR and perhaps others.

Rumpelstiltskin enters and she tries some or all of the names, but to each he answers, "Madam, that is not my name", "No", "Uh-uh", "You must be joking", etc.  Eventually...

HANNAH:
 That's all the names I have.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Then you must find some more.  (As he exits)  Two more days.

The messengers run down into the arena.  (The others stay on the apron during the following short scene.)

Scene 11:  Auditorium.

The messengers run round the other side of the audience asking the men their names and writing them down in notebooks.

Scene 12:  Apron:  Palace.

As before, but he gives the same answers.  Eventually he realises she has no more names.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(As he exits, threateningly)  Just one more day.

This time the messengers run down into the arena, look at the audience despairingly, shake their heads and run out through the door.  Franz is the last; he hesitates then goes back onto the stage.

HANNAH:
Franz - you're too young for all this rushing about - you're only a trainee messenger after all.  Why don't you just go home and have a good rest?

FRANZ:
Oh no, Your Majesty, I really want to help.  It's just  - -  well, Germany's a very big country you know, not a titchy little place like England.  Do you have any idea what part of the country the goblin lives in?

HANNAH:
No, I don't.  I've only ever seen him in Berlin, so I assume he lives here, but that's just ...  (Pause.)  Oh wait a moment.  I remember him saying he sometimes watched me from hiding, so he must live near my father's mill.  And not in the village, or I would have seen him - maybe out in the woods.

FRANZ:
(hurrying off)  I'm on my way.

Scene 13:  Stage:  Rumpelstiltskin's Cottage.

Rumpelstiltskin is sitting studying his book of spells; Gwendoline is playing desultorily with a toy mouse on a string hanging from the table.  For a few seconds neither speaks.

GWENDOLINE:
Are you really going through with this baby thing?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I have to - the spell demands it, and if I don't follow through I'll be turned into a statue.  And maybe Hannah and the baby too - the book's a bit vague.

GWENDOLINE:
But a baby, for heaven's sake!  Where are you going to put it?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'll think of somewhere.

GWENDOLINE:
And once it starts crawling, it'll be everywhere!  Pulling my whiskers and tail!

While they are talking Franz sneaks round the corner with his notebook and listens.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'll make a playpen.

GWENDOLINE:
Yeah, using one of your rubbish spells I suppose.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Excuse me, my last spell worked extremely well.

GWENDOLINE:
And look at the trouble it's got you into.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I saved Hannah - that's what's important.

GWENDOLINE:
So what about this "break clause"?  Can she find out your name?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Of course she can't.  I only tell my name to my friends, and I've never had any.  Nobody can possibly know my name is Rumpelstiltskin.

FRANZ:
(writing)  Rumpel - what?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(automatically, very clearly)  Rumpel-stilt-skin.

Franz gives a big grin and hurries off.


Who said that?  Oh, I thought there was somebody there.  (He looks around.)  Of course not - nobody ever comes here.

Scene 14:  Apron:  Palace.

As before, but he gives the same answers.  Eventually Hannah looks around the messengers to see if they have any more names; they shake their heads.

Franz rushes on with his notebook and gives it to her.  Meaningful looks all around.  She looks at Rumpelstiltskin, the baby, the King, then Rumpelstiltskin again while counting out six seconds.  Finally she drops the notebook.

HANNAH:
Then you have won your prize.  (She picks the baby up from the cot.)  Take her.

She hands the baby to him.  Rumpelstiltskin suddenly realises he has no idea how to hold a baby.

KING:
But  - -  but  - -  This can't be happening.  I'm the King - I say what goes on round here.  And I need an heir.

Rumpelstiltskin starts to leave, walking very slowly and looking down at the baby in his arms with a terrified expression.

HANNAH:
Wait.  Can I trust you to provide the baby with milk, clothing and everything else she needs?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Well the milk might be a problem, I suppose.  And I don't actually know anything about babies - (laughs)  in fact this is the first one I've ever seen.

HANNAH:
In that case I will have to go with Rumpel  - -  I mean, this little man, to look after my baby.

KING:
What!  You mean you'd rather stay with a creature like him in some disgusting little cottage, than live with me in my beautiful palace?

HANNAH:
Well, yes, actually.  I never had any choice about marrying you.  What have you ever done for me except threaten me with execution?  This little man has been my friend and saved me from that - I'd much rather spend my life with him and my baby.

She moves towards Rumpelstiltskin.  The King hesitates, then rushes over to stop them.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Don't touch them!  You're putting yourself in great danger.

KING:
You're not in charge here!  I'm the King!

He makes a grab for Hannah and the baby.  There's a flash and a bang - a cloud of smoke - and he is turned into a statue.  There is a stunned silence for several seconds.  Then the Lord Chamberlain cautiously moves forward and touches the statue.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
May I ask whether this is likely to be permanent?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
I'm afraid it is.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
But we can't have a statue ruling the country  - -  (He pauses and gives a big smile, then shakes his head)  Actually that might be an improvement, but I don't think it's a long-term solution.  Ingemar, you're the Protocol Officer.  What's to be done?

INGEMAR:
Well sir, a statue is clearly not competent to rule the country.  This means that the heir to the throne will succeed.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Is that the Queen?

INGEMAR:
No sir.  The Queen is not in the line of succession.  The heir to the throne is (pointing to the baby)  Princess Angelika.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Then you must return her to us at once.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Oh no, I'm keeping the baby - otherwise I'm in danger of being turned into a statue myself.

The Lord Chamberlain and Ingemar have a whispered conversation.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
I see your point of view, but how about you moving into the palace rather than the three of you going off somewhere tacky?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Tacky?!  (Pause.)  Well, I suppose it is, rather.

HANNAH:
And this could be a very nice palace now the King isn't in charge.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
Ah, but what about my cat?  I can't just abandon her.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Can she catch rats?

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
She certainly can.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
Then she'll be made welcome here.  The two of you can rule the country as Regents until the princess is old enough to take over as Queen - and you'll make sure she's brought up right.

HANNAH:
We'll stop interfering in people's lives and we'll spend the gold on the poor people of the country - everybody will be better off.

INGEMAR:
But what about the statue?

HANNAH:
(Pause while she thinks of several ideas and rejects them)  Oh, let's put it on a pedestal outside the palace overlooking the main road.  Everybody going past will admire it - he'd like that!

INGEMAR:
Excellent idea.

He waves at the guards and they carry the King off.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
And maybe humans and goblins will get on better now.

HANNAH:
That'll take some time - but it's worth working towards.

LORD CHAMBERLAIN:
There's just one thing - it's going to be difficult doing the official letters if we don't know your name.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
That's no longer a problem.  At last I feel I'm among friends, with a family.  I'm happy to announce to you all  - -  my name is  - -

HANNAH:
(together)  Rumpelstiltskin.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
(together)  Rumpelstiltskin.

Rumpelstiltskin looks at her open-mouthed - he didn't realise she knew his name.  Hannah picks up the notebook and shows him, and he realises she has chosen to be with him rather than use the break clause.  He hugs her.

Scene 15:  Stage + Arena.

The curtains close.  The CHILDREN run on to the arena as the music starts.

SONG:
"Life is getting better"

CHILDREN:
When the sun's in the sky, and we go out to play,
We can just close our eyes and remember the day
When we first met Rumpelstiltskin.
Now Hannah and he can live happily.

The VILLAGERS enter in time for their verse.

VILLAGERS:
Now the King's not around, and the taxes are down,
We are all better off, and we're holding our ground.
It was really an upheaval
To learn that goblins aren't all evil.

ALL:
Chorus
There's a feeling all around us.  It's a kind of open letter.
Everything is telling us that life is getting better.
If you learn to feel the magic,
You can cast a spell, and that means
For the moment, we can tell that things are going well.

The GOBLINS run on in time for their verse.

GOBLINS:
Though we don't want to dwell on the power of a spell,
You can see it was that making everything well,
So if you should meet a goblin,
Don't send him away.  Invite him to stay.

The next four enter on the apron.

BISHOP, BEADLE, LORD CHAMBERLAIN, INGEMAR:

There is joy all around on the streets of Berlin.
Though we have to admit, we don't envy the King
Would you want to be a statue,
With everybody looking at you?

Fanfare.  The curtains open to reveal the King's statue on a pedestal, with all the remaining performers around it.  Everybody cheers.

ALL:
Chorus
GWENDOLINE:
Now I feel quite at home, and it's really a treat
When I get for my lunch all the rats I can eat.
I would say that things are purrrrrr-fect.
No worries or strife.  Yes this is the life!

MILLER:
Well I said from the start she was clever and keen.
It was all thanks to me that she got to be Queen.
Only one thing makes me ill now -
She won't come home and clean the mill now!

Rumpelstiltskin and Hannah enter and stand centre-stage.

HANNAH:
This was a land of shadows.  Here I was forced to stay.
I was alone in darkness, searching for the day.
You were the path I followed out of the land of shadows.

RUMPELSTILTSKIN:
This was a land of shadows.  I was the same as you.
Seeing the world against me.  Nothing I could do.
And then I found an answer, and my answer was you.

She takes his hand.  He looks nervous at the touch, then smiles.

BOTH:
Yours was the hand to guide me, showing me the way.
No more a land of shadows,
Now I can see the light of day.

Engelbert and the Tailors push through the crowd to the front of the stage.

ENGELBERT & TAILORS:
Though we seem to have lost quite a lot of our trade,
We will still carry on and we won't be dismayed.
We will sail for foreign waters,
And maybe pursue an Emperor too!

ALL:
So we find as we come to the end of the show,
Though we're quite satisfied we would still like to know
What the King would say about it.

Pause while they all watch the statue, expecting it to speak.


But he's a statue; he can't shout it!


Chorus.

For the moment, we can tell that
things - are - go - ing - well.

END
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