
Characters 

Frumpynitspin (M)  Major Domo at Hotel Happy Ever After 

Captain Hook (M)  Frumpy’s second in command 

Prince Charmaine (M)  Handsome, married to Cinderella and has a serious foot fetish 

Prince Philípe (M)  Energetic, outdoorsy type, married to Briar Rose 

Wolfy (M/F)   He’s the big bad wolf; attending the L.O.V.E.  meeting 

Ebanaza (M)   Aladdin’s vanquished enemy, attending the L.O.V.E.  meeting 

Alibaba  (M)   Head of the G.I.A. and working as a bag man at the hotel 

Snow White (F)   Princess, successful business woman, and founder of the P.E.N. 

Cinderella (F)   Princess and famous neat freak 

Briar Rose (F)   Princess, the sleeping Beauty, married to Philípe, and famously laid back 

Ebony (F)   Daughter of Snow White, dresses like a Goth/Emo from head to toe 

Goldilocks (F)   A kleptomaniac maid who works at the hotel 

Red Riding Hood (F)  Not so little and still attracts the wolves  

Fairy Buttercup (M/F)  Leads the L.O.V.E. meeting and is there for the party 

Fairy Pease Blossom (M/F) Fairy Godmother at the retirement party 

Fairy Greenleaf  (M/F)  Fairy Godmother at the retirement party 

Fairy Lobelia (M/F)  Fairy Godmother at the retirement party 

The Baroness (F)  Cinderella’s stepmother 

Dame Gothel  (F)  Villain attending the L.O.V.E.  meeting 

Evilyn (F)   Villain, witch from Oz, attending the L.O.V.E.  meeting 

Narrator (M/F)   Our guide in this story 

21 actors required, 13 with doubling. (See production notes for details) 

 

 

  



Act 1 

Scene 1 – Reception 

 

(The curtains open on the reception lounge of a grand hotel: there is a reception 

desk upstage centre and a seating area of three chairs downstage right in a 

semicircle. Frumpi can be seen behind the desk, working.  There is a large board on 

an easel advertising the Princess Empowerment Network Conference in the 

Diamond Palace Suite and the retirement party in the Woodland Room stage left of 

the reception desk. Enter Narr stage right, dressed as a janitor and pushing a 

bucket or cleaning trolley) 

Narr:  There was once an old woman who lived in a shoe 

  When the children left home, she didn’t know what to do 

  So she opened a hotel for the royalty and you. 

  Whether a Swan Princess or a Little Boy Blue, 

Welcome, one and all, to Hotel Happy Ever After! 

(Narr stands with arms outstretched for a pause) 

 

Frumpi: You there! What are you waiting for, a song and dance routine? This is the busiest day of 

the entire year! I have a Dragon Express of Fairy Godmothers arriving any minute now 

and we’re up to our necks in princesses. As a matter of fact, you’d best take your bucket 

over to the spa – you would not believe what the Little Mermaid and The Frog Prince 

have been doing with the seaweed body wraps. Go on, off you go. 

 

Narr:  (Moves downstage left and addresses the audience) 

Psst! Listen a moment, between you and me, 

Things around here aren’t always what they seem; 

The princesses have a network and the villains, a league! 

There’s more trouble growing than when Jack lost his beans. 

Best keep your wits about you to live happily ever after. (Exits stage left) 

 

Goldi:  (Enters stage right) Hey, Honey pops, they’re here at last (She leans over the reception 

desk at Frumpi) 

 

Frumpi: Thank you, but don’t call me that in the reception lounge. 

 

Goldi: Okay, I’ll save it for in the store cupboard later – sugar and spice, and all things nice! 

(giggles and wiggles her shoulders at him) 

 

Frumpi: (Moves stage left to come out from behind the desk. Coldly) Not now, Goldi. We have 

guests to greet. 

 

(Snow and Cind enter stage left, holding cocktails) 



Frumpi: Oh, excuse me, your highnesses, I must dash.  I have a Dragon Express to meet before it 

scorches the front lawn again. 

 

Cind:  Oh, quite right.  

 

(Frumpi and Goldi bow/curtsey and exit stage right)  

 

Cind: Poor fellow, it must be really quite a job being majordomo in such a splendid hotel. 

Everything has to run so smoothly and so look perfect all of the time. 
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Snow: He’s an obsequious little man who smiles too much.  

 

(Snow sits, stage right, followed by Cind in the centre seat, leaving the stage left seat 

free)  

 

Snow: Is this the second or third hotel Old Mother Shoe has opened, I forget?  It’s perfect for 

this year’s conference, anyway.  I was surprised when they contacted us; (indicating 

where frumpi has exited stage right) him being such an enterprising fellow has worked 

in our favour. 

 

Cind: You’ve worked so hard, Snow White. The Princess Empowerment Network is really 

taking off. You must have every princess from across every kingdom coming this year! 

Snow: Did you see Penelope Pitstop and She-ra knocking back shots in the bar? I couldn’t 

believe it, when we left, She-ra was throwing up into her helmet and that southern Belle 

was still knocking back salutes! (She lifts her glass to illustrate the salutes) 

Cind:  That’s right; she was working her way through The Anthill Mob. 

Snow:  Not the only way she’s worked through them from what I’ve heard. 

Cind:  Snow White! That’s rich coming from you, after living with seven little men and all… 

Snow: (Nonchalantly) Don’t be vulgar, Cindy, they’re all hairy little beggars for a start. (She 

shudders) Talking of which, how are things between you and Prince Charmaine now? 

Does he still have, you know, his special interest? (She wiggles one of her feet) 

Cind: Oh Snow … it’s dreadful. Things just haven’t been the same since I had that (whispers 

dramatically) … that bunion. And then, last week …  (starts to get emotional) last 

week, I caught him reading … Podiatry Weekly again! (She fans her face in an effort 

not to cry) 
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Snow: (Dryly) Oh the horror. There are worse things than a foot fetish. (More kindly) Now, 

don’t cry, Cindy dear. Honestly, as smooth and beautiful as your feet are, every marriage 

goes through a rough patch. And it’s not like he’s shagging his way through the servants 

or has dead wives in the attic, is it? He even came with you this weekend, didn’t he? 

Cind: Only…Only because he thought the hotel would be a real shoe! (Cind crumples and 

begins to cry. She pulls herself together when the others enter) 

Snow:  Oh, dear. 

(Enter stage right, behind the seating area, Frumpi followed by the Fairies and 

Goldi, Alibaba or Narr carrying the bags. The fairies are doing the conga and 

obviously already in a party mood) 

Frumpi:  Yes, this way, ladies, this way …spit spot… you have to freshen up before lunch. 

(Pease blossom pinches his bottom and winks at him as she passes)  

Frumpi: Oh! Although some of you are fresh enough already as it is!  Goldilocks, get them out of 

here! 

Goldi: Sure thing, sweetness. (She runs to the front of the conga line and leads them singing 

off stage left) 

Frumpi: Ah, princesses Cinderella, Snow White. I trust everything is in order for this afternoon’s 

very important conference? 

Snow:  Yes, thank you. 

Cind: Oh, everything looks wonderful, all clean and shiny. I’m so sorry, I didn’t catch your 

name earlier? 

Frumpi: Frumpynitspin 

Cind:  Frumpy-nit-spin? The name is familiar somehow. 

Frumpi: Ah. You may be thinking of my brother, Rumplestiltskin. Such a sad case.  

(Cind nods sympathetically, Snow sips her cocktail)  

Frumpi:  He was the black sheep of the family, you know. Mummy never quite got over it.  

(Rose enter slowly and dreamily stage left)  

Frumpi:  Here is Sleeping Beauty, Princess Briar Rose. (He bows and returns to the desk) 

Cind:  Rose, darling, over here! (To Snow) How is she doing? 



Snow: As well as can be expected for someone who overslept by 100 years. Her fairy godmother 

has been helping her. Now she’s so laid back she’s more horizontal than before that 

famous kiss. 

Cind:  (Cind pats the chair stage left of her own) We were wondering where you’d got to. 

Rose: I followed the luggage up to mine chamber – methinks it most pleasant.  And then, 

Philípe did call upon me and we tarried a while. 
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Snow:  (As an aside) Is that what they used to call it? 

Rose:  Philípe is the dearest, sweetest youth that ere I hath known – but he doth tire me so. 

(Snow Snorts into her cocktail) 

Cind: Yes, he does seem a rather enthusiastic chappy. Did you get a cocktail at the bar? I’ve got 

a Fairydust Fizz, and Snow has her usual Dragonblood Slammer.  

Rose:  Eeeeueth! 

Cind:  It’s not real dragon blood, darling – that would melt the glass!  

Rose: I thank you, but I partook of a pot of tea before I came down. A special blend from my 

fairy godmother; it is most relaxing. 100% natural herbs. I wouldst to share some with 

you, Snow White, for methinks I would be stressed out of my noggin shouldst  I be 

leading a conference like this one. 

Snow: Thank you, Rose dear, but after waking up and realising that I was sitting on a goldmine 

– quite literally – I am well used to running things by now. 

Cind: It’s so exciting, Snow. Your business empire is impressive, to say the least, and now the 

Network; next to you, I feel quite lazy with what I do as a fulltime princess.  

Rose:  Of what is the conference about again? 

Snow: (Rolls her eyes, but answers patiently. She gradually becomes more impassioned 

and stands as she explains) The Princess Empowerment Network – P.E.N. – exists to 

empower princesses everywhere. We no longer want our hands to be given in marriage to 

the first Thomas, Richard or Harold that solves daddy’s dastardly riddle. We are not 

spoils of war, or conquests, or bargaining chips. We are princesses; not pawns in the 

game of life to be claimed by others. We are not passive and need to be rescued; we will 

rescue ourselves through our own ingenuity and power. Together we are stronger, 

together we are empowered princesses. Together, the PEN is mightier than the sword! 
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Cind:  Oh, bravo! (She claps excitedly) 

Rose:  What did she sayeth about the prawns? Methinks I dost not like seafood. 

Snow: (Sitting again) Basically, the PEN is to ensure that the crap that happened to us doesn’t 

happen to others. We are rewriting the definition of a princess. Get it – P.E.N., pen, 

rewrite…? 

Rose:  No. 

(Enter Ebony, stage left) 

Ebony: Mum, a carrier pigeon arrived from the Uncles. The deal has fallen through with 

Bratisvaria. (Hands Snow a little note) 

Snow:  Oh, for crying out loud! 

Cind: Hello, Ebony dear, you’re looking pretty… (she takes in her full goth look)… um … 

grown-up. 

Ebony: Hey Aunt Cindy, hey Aunt Rose. You’re so diplomatic, Aunt Cindy, Mum hates my look 

and she won’t let me get another piercing. She says piercings are only for trolls. 

Cind: Well, black is a very practical colour. It doesn’t show the dirt , for a start. 

Snow: Oh, I’ll have to deal with it after the conference. (She hands the note back to Ebony) 

So, have you unpacked and settled in? 

Ebony:  Yeah. And I found it, Mum. I am not wearing it. 

Snow: But it’s for the Grand Ball tonight! You can’t turn up looking like Dracula’s armpit! 

Really, Ebony, I wish you’d get over this phase. 

Ebony: It’s not a phase, Mum! Anyway, you are such a hypocrite! You go on and on about 

changing things for princesses, but you want to stuff me into some stupid dress for a 

stupid ball, of all things. And anyway, technically, I’m only a Duchess. Dad wasn’t a 

prince, remember? 

Rose: Get not thy bloomers in a bunch, Ebony. Thou art always a princess in your mother’s 

eyes. 

Ebony:  Thanks, Aunt Rose. But maybe that’s what I’m afraid of. (Exits quickly stage left) 

Snow: Ebony! Ebony? Oh dear. She may not technically be a princess but she is certainly a 

drama queen. Raising Ebony makes running a business empire seem like a stroll in the 

woods. 

Cind:  Going for a stroll in the woods is where a lot of stories start to take a turn.  

Rose:  And, prithee,  not always for the bettereth. 



(Alibaba enters stage right, loaded down with luggage, including a rolled carpet) 

Ali:  Luggage for Princess Yasmina! 

Frumpi: Room 302, and hurry up. I can see more guests arriving. 

Ali:  Your wish is my command. (He glances at the princesses, exits stage left) 

Rose:  Princess Yasmina?  

Cind: I heard she married a carpet salesman or something. Ali dar, Ali din, Ali G … some such 

name. Not royalty, of quite questionable birth actually. 

(Enter Wolfy  stage right dressed in a smart suit, 1940’s gangster style, with Red on 

his arm. They ‘check-in’ at reception) 

Snow:  Oh, look who it is, Pussy in Boots. 

Cind: Puss is so cute! Here, kitty…oh. (Realizing it’s not a cat) 

(Red sashays over to them, obviously preferring to talk to Cind and Rose) 

Red:  Good day, your highnesses. Snow White. 

Snow:  Hi, ho.  

(Red glares at her, the others look in surprise)  

Snow:  What? It’s ancient dwarvish for ‘good morrow’. 

Cind:  Well, look at you, Red Riding Hood. Not so little now… 

Snow:  But still attracting the wolves, I see. 

Red: Aw, Wolfy is just a little bit of fun. Some of us girls have to go looking for a guy, we 

can’t just lay back and wait to get kissed.  

(Snow looks like she wants to throw her glass at her)  
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Red: Some of us even have to kiss a couple of frogs on the way to finding our ‘prince’ (she 

does the “ “ in the air) and some of us find a couple of wolves. But, wolves aren’t that 

bad if you know how to handle them. 

(Red cutesy waves Wolfy, who responds with a howl or wave) 

Rose:  Hast thou come for the conference? (She indicates the notice board) 
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Red: Aw, well that’s really sweet of you, Princess  Briar Rose!  Wolfy sure treats me like a 

princess, but I’m not exactly royalty am I? No, I’m here with him for some get-together 

or other. I plan to hit the spa while he goes to his boring old meeting. Don’t you think this 

really is a fancy hotel? I can’t wait to see the rest of it! 

Cind:  I hope you have fun and enjoy yourself, dear.   

(Red goes back to Wolfy and they exit stage left) 

Snow:  Bye, ho. Mind you don’t get a hairball. 

Cind:  Snow White! Just what has got into you? 

Snow: She always comes across as so sweet, but she is up to something.  ‘I’m just taking some 

cookies to grandmother’s house’. Nobody is that stupid and lives to tell the tale, 

especially when a Wolf is involved! Besides, her eyes are just too clever for her bimbo 

act. (She sees Cind’s worried face) Oh, I’m sorry girls. Maybe I’m just a little stressed 

with everything – what with the business, and the Network, and Ebony. Once you realise 

‘Happily Ever After’ doesn’t exist, you have to take responsibility for your life and work 

for it instead.  

Cind:  But you’re not responsible for everyone else’s Happily Ever After – just your own, Snow. 

Rose:  Thou art wise, Cinderella. 

(Frumpi comes out from reception to address the Princesses) 

Frumpi: My dear princesses, I’m afraid I must ask you to vacate the reception lounge. With both 

the Woodland Room and the Diamond Palace Suite in use, we must use this lounge for 

our other function today. We have the monthly love meeting, it’s why the hotel is just so 

crazy today. 

Rose:  Love meeting? 

Frumpi: L.O.V.E. (Spelling out the letters) the League Of Villains Evolved. Some of them have 

come such a long way, we’re so proud of them. It’s true what they say: ‘All you need is 

love’. (He makes a heart with his hands over his chest, with a sickly smile) 

Snow:  And that’s my cue to find another cocktail before lunch.  

(Snow stands, followed by Cind and Rose) 

Frumpi: Excellent idea, your highnesses. Lunch will be served shortly in the banqueting hall. 

(Frumpi exits Stage left) 

Cind:  I might try an Enchanted Appletini this time. 

Rose:  A most excellent notion. 



Snow: I think I’ll give that one a miss, if you don’t mind. 

(The girls laugh as they move stage left. Rose exits first, Cind turns to Snow and 

stops her stage left) 

Cind: Snow, darling, I know that things have been hard for you and I understand why the 

Princess Empowerment Network is so important, and you know I’m behind you 100%. 

It’s just that… when you talked about rewriting what it means to be a princess… 

Snow:  Yes... 

Cind: Well, how can I put it? … I just love being a princess! I love the dresses and the duties, 

and the castle, and the waving from the carriage. I love helping the poor and making 

things better for all my people. I don’t want us to change things too much, that’s all. 

Snow: You, Cinderella Genevieve Fontaine, are my dearest friend and the most perfect princess 

in all the kingdoms  - and I wouldn’t change you for anything. (She hugs Cind) Now, 

where is that Dragonblood Slammer before I get all emotional!  

(Both exit stage left) 

 

 

  



Scene 2 – Reception  

(Enter Char and Phil, stage right) 

Phil: It’s all clear, Charmaine, the girls have scarpered. Although you should stop avoiding 

your own wife, man! 

Char: I’m not avoiding her; I just wanted to see the gardens. There was that famous maze, big 

fountain, and all that. 

Phil:  You, sir, are moping. 

Char:  Am not! 

Phil:  Are too! And it is not the done thing for a royal to mope! 

Char:  Oh, and keeping a stiff upper lip is going to help save my marriage, is it? 

Phil: Steady on, old chap, it can’t be as bad as all that. Cindy is an absolute pip – you two will 

muddle through, I’m sure. 
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Char: That’s just it; everything feels all muddled the last few months. She was always very 

accommodating of my … um … special interest until recently. Now things are all 

strained and tense. She doesn’t walk around with her shoes off anymore. And she even 

bought stripy woolly bed socks! 

Phil: Stripy bed socks! (He shudders) Well, quick marriages are usual in our line of work, but 

you really did move fast – and fell for her pretty hard. 

Char: How could I not fall for her! There was a ball, a room filled with pretty faces and pretty 

shoes and in she walks in glass slippers. Beautifully formed feet in see-through shoes, 

man! See-through shoes! It would be like you meeting your Briar Rose for the first time 

and her wearing nothing but a couple of strategically placed rose petals! 

Phil:  Egad, man. That would be rather bonktastic – I see your point. 

Char: Then, when I could finally tear my eyes away from her beautiful feet, I found the 

sweetest, kindest, loveliest girl in the kingdom.   

Phil:  Sounds perfect –and you can be happy ever after! 

Char: Well, we were for a while. Anyway, how are things with you two? (He wanders over 

and picks up a leaflet from the reception) 
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Phil: Things were a bit dicey there for a while, what with the whole fiasco of my mother trying 

to kill the twins and Briar Rose – but then Mother could be a bit of an ogre at times. 

Char:  Your mother was an ogre!  

Phil: Quite right, quite right. Only half ogre, I believe. But with Mother gone – things are just 

fantastic! Why do you think she looks so tired all the time, eh, eh? Nudge, nudge, wink, 

wink. 

Char:  I have to ask you this, did you really waken her with a kiss? 

Phil: Well, that is the kingdom-friendly version but between you and me, it might have been a 

bit more than just a kiss – beautiful girl, already in bed… 

Char:  She was unconscious! 

Phil:  Not for long!  

Char: Good Grimm, Phil! … Anyway. What are we going to do while the girls are at this 

conference thing? (He looks at leaflet) 

Phil: A spot of wrestling? We could go hunting? I say, there’s bound to be something 

interesting lurking in that forest we passed. 

Char:  Oh, it says they have a spa here. 

Phil: Sparring! (He acts it out fencing) Now you’re talking! Daddy always said bosh them 

with one sword or your other – ha, ha! 

Char:  So your father was an over-sexed idiot as well, then? 

Phil:  Absolutely! 

Char: Come on, let’s get lunch. Then I want to check out this reflexology thing they do in the 

spa - maybe I could do a class…   

(Both exit stage left) 

 

  



Scene 3 - Reception 

(Enter Frumpi and Goldi. They bring in extra chairs and set up a semi-circle centre 

stage and change the board for another that announces the L.O.V.E. meeting) 

Goldi:  Do you like my new earrings? (Goldi shows Frumpi her earrings) 

Frumpi: They’re very pretty … very shiny… diamond shiny, in fact! Where did you get them? 

Goldi:  I found them. (She looks a bit shifty) 

Frumpi: Found them? Where? Under a toadstool or in a guest’s bedroom? 

Goldi:  It wasn’t anywhere near a toad – toads are yucky. 

Frumpi: Not this again. You cannot steal from the guests, Goldilocks! I’ve worked too hard to set 

this all up to have it ruined by a hairbrained little kleptomaniac! 

Goldi:  Fwumpy-wumpy mustn’t be cwoss with his little Goldipops.  
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Frumpi: Fwumpy-wumpy isn’t cwoss … Ah! You’ve got me at it now! It’s taken me years to get 

everything in place. When I think of all the dark nights of planning, the things I’ve done, 

the lives I’ve ruined… 

Goldi:  I know. I’m so pwoud of you. 

Frumpi: (Menacingly) Then. Don’t. Mess. It. Up 

Goldi:  No, Fwumpy, sir. 

(The other villains start to arrive, wandering in, bringing chairs if necessary. 

Captain Hook enters and leans on the reception desk, picking his teeth with his 

hook. The chair in the centre of the arc is for FairyB, who enters carrying a clip 

board) 

Frumpi: Come along now, take your seats…  

(The villians pick up their seats and make as if to take them away) 

Frumpi: No, it means to sit down not steal them! … Ah! Fairy Buttercup, welcome, welcome.  

FairyB: So nice to see you again, Mr Frumpynitspin. Our little meetings are making quite a 

difference to villain’s futures. 

Frumpi: Oh, you have no idea how much. 
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FairyB: Who is that interesting looking gentleman lounging at the reception desk? A new 

member? Is he shy? 

Frumpi: Ah, that’s Captain Hook. 

FairyB: Ooh. An army man, is he? 

Frumpi: Ex-navy  -  of sorts. He works here at the hotel as our outwards bounds instructor. We 

have a little excursion to plan for this afternoon. 

FairyB: Well, he’s quite a fellow! And what fabulous boots he’s wearing. 

Frumpi: They’re crocodile skin, I believe. (He returns to reception) 

FairyB: (Taking her seat) Welcome, welcome, everybody. Welcome to the meeting of the 

League Of Villains Evolved, because… 

Villains: (Unenthusiastically) All you need is L.O.V.E .  

(The Villians make a heart with their hands over their chests and exhibit some 

pretty horrible smiles) 

FairyB: Lovely. We have a new member joining us today, let’s welcome Baroness Tremaine. 

(The Villains do so, half-heartedly) 

DameG: I thought you were still locked in the tower. 

Baroness: I was let out early for good behavior. 

Goldi: She obviously ‘performed’ all her tasks well for the guards.  (She makes lewd gestures, 

the others snigger) 

FairyB: (Looking down at her register) Yes, very admirable indeed, well done. Now, let’s see 

who’s here.  

(Wolfy enters, stage left and sits next to Goldi)  

FairyB: Evilyn, Witch of the West… 

Evilyn:  Present. 

FairyB: Dame Gothel… 

DameG: Here. 

FairyB: Baba Yaga? 

Evilyn:  She couldn’t make it - transport problems. Her house got bird flu. 

FairyB: Ebanaza … Ebanaza?  



(Ebanaza enters, in a rush) 

Ebanaza: Here! Sorry I’m late, I had to see a man about a carpet. 

FairyB: A job? A new business venture, is it? 

Ebanaza: Here’s hoping. 

FairyB: Super. Wolfy Wolf… 

Wolfy:  Wow. 

Goldi:  He’s ‘ere. 

FairyB: What are you doing here? Aren’t you one of the maids in the hotel? 

Goldi:  Chwanslator. I speak Bear fwuently an’ Wolf ain’t that differwent. 

FairyB: Oh, I see. Well, let’s start with you then, Mr Wolf. How have you been getting on? 

Wolfy:   Wowwwwowooowwwoo…. 

Goldi:  He says, this week he helped a poor wittle owld lady acwoss the woad . 

ALL:  Ahhhhhh. (And other sounds of encouragement) 

Wolfy:   Wowwwwowooowwwoo…. 

Goldi:  She said, ‘What big eyes youw’ve got’ an’ he said, ‘All the better to see the twaffic wiv.’ 

Wolfy:   Wowwwowooowwwoo…. 

Goldi: And then she said, ‘What big ears youw’ve got’. An’ he said, ‘All the better to hear if 

somefing’s coming.’ 

Wolfy:   Wowwwwowooowwwoo…. 

Goldi: And then she said, ‘What a big nose youw’ve got’. An’ so he told her to shove her 

knitting where the sun don’t shine ‘cos she was just being wude. 

FairyB: Well, apart from the comment about the knitting, that was admirable progress, Mr Wolf. 

A veritable good deed!  

(FairyB applauds followed by the others, less enthusiastically) 

Wolfy:   Wowwwwowooowwwoo…. 

(Goldi  sniggers) 

FairyB: What was that? (She has pulled out a large pocket watch and is looking at the time) 



Goldi: Oh,it, er, don’t chwanslate well, Miss Fairy. But he…er…helped the poor wittle  owld 

lady get somewhere nice and warm after their wittle talk. 

(Unseen by FairyB, Wolfy  pats his belly and the other villains snigger) 

FairyB: Super. Well, done…  

Frumpi: (Approaches FB, she stands and they move away from the group) Is everything 

alright, Miss Buttercup? I can’t help but notice you seem somewhat distracted today? 

FairyB: Oh, it’s nothing really. I’m just thinking about the retirement party… 

Frumpi: Of course you are! Silly me. We thought Fairy Forget-me-not was going to stay true to 

name and never retire!  And it’s quite an event, isn’t it? Every godmother in fairydom is 

partying away and here’s poor you stuck here with this lot. Look, I’m free…why don’t I 

finish up here for you? 

FairyB: You would do that? 

Frumpi: I would. Think nothing of it. 

FairyB: Oh super, so very kind … Ok, everyone, Mr Frumpynitspin will continue our meeting… 

remember party on  -  I mean - stay strong … and ‘All you need is love’…. (She gathers 

her things and makes a hasty exit stage left) 

Frumpi: Right, now that vomitous do-gooder has gone, we can get down to business. Goldilocks, 

change the board round . 

(Goldi does and we see Master Plan notes on the reverse. Hook unpeels himself from 

the desk and joins the group. The villains have changed from a bored lacklustre 

attitude to eager) 

Frumpi: Now, your pathetic little plots all failed in the past and you got vanquished.  

(The Villains grumble at him pointing this out so bluntly) 

Frumpi: There’s no point grumbling because you know I am right. Villains always go it alone, and 

those stupid princesses always have help.  However, my Masterplan changes everything. 

This time, things will be different!  
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Evilyn:  We’ll steal their shoes! 

DameG: And cut off their hair! 

Frumpi: Whatever.  
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Baroness: But they’ve started this dratted Princess Empowerment Network. Surely that will throw a 

spanner in the works? 

Frumpi: Which is exactly why we must put my plan into action today! Today is the culmination of 

2 years of planning and scheming and conniving. Everything has been planned to 

perfection.  We villains have evolved all right! This time, we will all be working together 

and we have a Masterplan with my great intellect behind it.   

(Frumpi or Goldi slaps the board with a pointer as he speaks)   

Frumpi: Point 1: The princes will be taken on a little ‘nature trail’ by Captain Hook here into our 

crocodile-infested swamp where the local crazed giant has been heard raging and roaring. 

Goodbye, princes. Point 2: The Tooty-Fruity punch at the retirement party is spiked with 

enough alcohol to knock out a cave troll. The teetotal fairy godmothers will be 

completely useless within the hour.  Point 3: And with all the princesses here together for 

their pathetic little pow-wow, we can finish them in one gloriously fell swoop! 

Baroness: And then we can take their money, their gold and riches… 

Evilyn:  We can steal their shoes! 

DameG: And cut off their hair! 

Ebanaza: Take their power 

(The villians talk over one another getting louder and louder) 

Evilyn:  Steal their shoes! …  

DameG: Cut off their hair! …  

Baroness: Take their gold! …. 

Ebanaza: Finally, power! Power! 

Frumpi: (Shouts) silence!  

(The villians are silent and attentive immediately) 

Frumpi: You can cut off their golden shoes and steal their hair for all I care … as long as you do 

exactly what you are supposed to do! Failure will make you wish you had gone on the 

picnic with the princes – understand? Right, hand out the instructions.  

(Goldi collects the instructions from reception and hands them around) 

Frumpi: More than anything, this is about revenge! We will destroy all their ‘Happily Ever Afters’ 

once and for all. I want to see these royals groveling and humiliated – cast out into the 

cold. So do not fail me! To your posts … and take your chairs with you.  



(They all get up and start to leave. Three chairs are abandoned stage left. Hook 

approaches Frumpi stage centre) 

Hook:  And you’ll make this all worth my while? 

Frumpi: Of course. Think of how much fun you’re having. You’re not bored now, are you? 

Hook:  Not at all, sir. Your plan certainly looks ship-shape. Can this lot pull it off, do you think?  

Frumpi: They had better! I’ve made it easy for them. All the la-dee-dah princesses are rounded up 

in the spa for a pre-conference ‘treat’.  

Hook: And what a treat it will be! Right, I’d best heave-ho. The clock is ticking so I’m off to 

sharpen my hook and take care of some poncy princes.   

Frumpi: You had best make it ‘snappy’ (He snaps his teeth like a crocodile) Enjoy your picnic…   

(Both Frumpi and Hook exit stage right. Enter Cind, and Rose stage left, with Snow 

following them, preoccupied) 

Cind:  I’m surprised you didn’t want to go to the spa, Rose, dear. 

Rose: Methinks I am verily relaxed enough;  I do not wish to sleep through our Snow White’s 

speech. But prithee, why not you? 

Cind: Well, if I’m honest, it seems a little unhygienic to me. All that sharing spa baths and 

putting mud on one’s face; I couldn’t do it! Everyone else seemed to be having a lovely 

time though. Girl time! 

Rose:  How fairs thee, Snow White? 

Snow: Oh, I’m OK really. What with the deal with Bratvaria going south, I didn’t have time to 

practice my speech. I was hoping to find a quiet corner just now and do it… 

Cind: Practice here with us! I’ll just tidy this board away and we can be your audience (She 

crosses the stage to move the board) Oh, my! Girls, come look at this!  

  (They gather around the board, with their backs to stage right) 

Rose:  As Princess Leia wouldst say, ‘I haveth a bad feeling about this.’ 

Cind:  It looks like some kind of plan – an evil plot! 

(Goldi, DameG, and Ebanaza enter behind them stage right) 

Goldi:  It sure is, sweetness! 

Cind:  Goldilocks, what are you doing? 



Ebony: (Enters, stage left) Mum! Mum! The villains have taken over the spa! All the princesses 

are… 

Goldi:  In big twouble! This game’s gonna be fun! 

Ebony:  What’s your damage, psycho-Barbie? (Moves to face up to Goldi)  

Goldi:  We’ve had enough of you pwincesses, that’s what.  Get her! 

(DameG rushes forward and captures Ebony) 

DameG: Don’t give me any trouble, little miss, or I’ll cut off more than your hair. 

Snow:  Ebony! 

Goldi: Naughty naughty, Snow White, don’t move! Stick her in the cleaning cupboard until the 

Boss gets here.  

(DameG leaves stage left with Ebony, dragging her by her hair)  

Goldi: I should have known you thwee hoity-toity pwincesses wouldn’t go along with the west. 

You’d best play nice now if you want to see pwetty wittle Ebony White again.  

(Ebanaza has moved behind the princesses, DameG comes back to stand stage left 

and Goldi is stage right. Enter Frumpi stage right) 

Frumpi: What’s going on here? 

Cind: Oh, Frumpynitspin! Thank goodness you’ve come. They’ve taken Ebony and trapped all 

the other princesses! 

Rose:  They waiteth for their boss. 

Cind:  You have to help us! 

Frumpi: Oh, how terrible, how awful, how dastardly! Of course I’ll help you, dear princesses … 

I’ll help you understand … You see, I am the Boss. (He does a self-depreciating little 

bow) 

Cind:  (Together) No! 

Rose:  (Together) No! 

 

Snow:  That figures. 

Frumpi: Oh yes… I’m the bad guy! (An evil laugh, of course) 

(Song suggestion: The Bad Guy by The Cog is Dead.  Scene end, curtain closes) 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uJvrUTtnmIM


Act 2 

Scene 1 – Front of curtain 

(Front of curtain or through the audience, the princes are wandering through the 

‘forest’) 

Char:  Pick up the pace a bit will you, Philipe. 

Phil:  Sorry, old chap. I just love being all out and about in the wild. 

Char:  We are in a swampy forest that smells like rotten eggs! 

Phil:  Bracing, isn’t it? 

Char: ‘Bracing’ isn’t the word I’d use … Eeuuuur, I’m sure I ruined my good boots when I 

stepped in something squishy just now. 

Phil: I agree it’s not quite the nature trail and picnic we were promised. If you ask me, that 

guide looked a bit shifty. 

Char:  He had fabulous boots though. 
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Phil:  Can’t say I noticed, old bean. 

Char: But then he beggared off and left us! I thought we were goners when that crazy giant 

came roaring and crashing in on us. 

Phil: Absolutely! The poor old soul was quite mad with pain though. Who’d have thought an 

infected toenail could get so bad. 

Char:  It was gross - don’t remind me. 

Phil: But you soon sorted him out, didn’t you? Your foot-porn is good for something, eh what! 

Char: Podiatry Weekly is not ‘foot-porn’ as you call it … OK, maybe just a little bit, for special 

cases like me. But I was glad I could help him, it was no wonder he was groaning and 

hollering with a foot like that. His toe looked more like a giant mushroom than a toe. 

Phil: You saved us, man. And it was jolly decent of him to lay on that lunch for us afterwards. 

I’d never tried barbequed crocodile before. 
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Char:  Very like chicken, I thought. 

Phil:  That was the python. 

Ali:  (Enter Alibaba, on the run) There you are! Your highnesses… 

Phil:  It’s that bag-carrier chappy. 

Ali:  My name is Alibaba… 

Phil:  No thanks, I had a trim before coming away. (Strokes his hair) 

Char:  Shut up a moment, Phil, this looks important. 

Ali: My name is Alibaba. After bringing down the 40 thieves, I have been working in the 

hotel undercover for the last few months. I am, in fact, head of the G.I.A. 

Phil:  Undercover? GIA? 

Ali: Grimm’s Intelligence Agency. We monitor activity between the kingdoms, especially 

with regards to known villains. Hotel Happy Ever After has been a place of interest for 

some time. 

Phil: Well, the rooms are nice but it’s not that interesting, and I don’t recommend the outward 

bounds activities…  

(Char slaps Phil to shut him up, on the arm or the back of the head) 

Ali: This ‘League of Villains Evolved’ was particularly worrying. Villains getting together is 

always a bad idea ; usually, they don’t play well with others and it’s not a problem, but 

this ‘League’ is different. 

Char:  You don’t believe that they’re reformed then as they claim? 

Ali: Well, one of the Little Pigs overheard some of them talking and just squealed on them big 

time – he’ll need a new house now if they ever find him. It seems the League is a front 

for a Masterplan, and we have a Master Villain behind it all! 

Char:  That is quite a different story! 

Phil:  The girls are all back at the hotel! 

Ali: Exactly! We think he has already put his plan into action (He looks around) Where are 

the other princes? 

Phil: Over at the giant’s house having a slap-up lunch, they were starting on the trifle and 

karaoke when we left. Charmaine here didn’t want to miss his reflexology class so we 

were on our way back. 

Ali:  I’ll run over to get the reinforcements; you get back to the hotel …  



Char:  If the girls are in danger, there’s not a moment to lose. 

Phil: Now that’s what I like!  

(The other two stop and look at him)  

Phil: Well, I haven’t rescued a princess in ages – it feels like old times! 

Char:  Get a move on, Phil. 

Phil:  Who’s an action man now, eh Charlie? Tally ho! 

(Char and Phil exit. Ali exits the same way the princes first entered) 

 

 

  



Scene 2 – Reception 

(Curtain rises on the reception area. The three princesses are being tied to chairs 

stage left by Goldi & Ebanaza. Snow right, Cind in the middle then Rose far stage 

left. Frumpi is stage right) 

Rose:  Thou shalt be thwarted! 

Snow:  You won’t get away with this, you know! 

Frumpi: Oh really, how pathetic, Snow White. Besides, I already have got away with it. My plan 

is brilliant. 

Snow:  (Sarcastically) I suppose you want to rule the world now? 

Frumpi: Oh good grief, no. What a headache. I shall take Cinderella’s kingdom, thank you. It’s so 

nice and clean and ordered. The rest can fall into anarchy and chaos for all I care; I‘m not 

greedy. 

Snow: No, you’re worse: you scheme and you plot. And when the other kingdoms fall into 

disarray, they’ll be easy pickings for you. 

Frumpi: Such a beautiful mind you have, Snow White. You’d make a wonderful villain. 

Snow:  Go enchant yourself. 

Cind: But Frumpynitspin, you don’t have to follow in your brother’s footsteps,  you can write 

your own story… think of your poor mother’s shame! 

Frumpi: I think of it every day! I will restore my family’s honour! I came from a long line of petty 

villains but I will now surpass them all. I grew up with the shame of what my big brother 

did: he felt sorry for some sniveling wench and then he helped her! 

Rose:  He did try to taketh her child, it was most heinous! 

Frumpi: They had a bargain! A bargain she had honoured right up until she became a princess, 

and then she changed her mind. She thought herself above him and their bargain; just like 

all princesses do. But we shall see. 

Cind:  What do you want with us … besides my lovely kingdom… 

Frumpi: A bargain, of course. 

(Enter Ebanaza, stage left) 

Goldi:  Can I go play in the spa now? 

Frumpi: Yes. Off you go, dumpling. 

Goldi:  Yes! I want to dry out the little mermaid… (exits stage left) 



Snow:  What kind of bargain? 

Frumpi: Poetic justice, don’t you think? You see, people will agree to any kind of bargain when 

their lives are in danger  - or the lives of those they love! 

Snow:  If it’s money you want, we can pay… 

Frumpi: And pay you will! A king’s ransom,  or rather a prince’s ransom. It would be so awful if 

the handsome, charming princes got chomped into little princey-mincey bits by Captain 

Hook’s crocodiles … or if there should be a tragic cave-in at the mines … or a carriage 

accident on the way to school… 

Rose:  Thou art a monster most foul. 

Frumpi: Why, thank you, Briar Rose. But that’s only the first demand in my bargain. The second 

is that you leave royal office… 

Cind:  Not be a princess anymore? 

Frumpi: No, my fluffy-headed clean freak. You will all leave royal office with only what you had 

before your ‘Happy Ever After’. Which means you, Cinderella dear, will leave with 

nothing but a pair of slutty shoes and a superior knowledge of cleaning products.  

(Cind begins to cry quietly) 

Rose:  Thy drivest a hard bargain. 

Frumpi: Yes. And should you think of going back on it in any way, I will tell all your dirty little 

secrets to your adoring public. 

Snow: Secrets?  (She laughs, bitterly) What secrets? Our lives are open books – literally! Our 

stories are famous all over the 13 kingdoms. 

Ebanaza: But what about the bits that didn’t get included in those books?  

(Ebanaza produces a notebook. There are collective gasps after every secret is 

revealed) 

Ebanaza: I heard that Briar Rose here used to be so neurotic, so hyperactive and obsessed with her 

curse, that someone arranged for her to prick her finger ‘accidentally on purpose’ – just to 

shut her up so they could get some peace. (He flips the page in his notebook) Then we 

have Cinderella’s foot/tuck operation… 

Cind:  I had a bunion! Honestly! Glass slippers aren’t as comfy as you get older. 

Ebanaza: Well then, what about the fact that your OCD drives your palace staff nuts … and that 

you secretly clean your own palace at night! We have the lithographs to prove it. There’s 

a particularly nice one of you scrubbing a privy… (He flips the page in his notebook) 

Then we have Snow White, the successful businesswoman. Her jewelry business is 



booming, despite the rumours of her undermining her rivals, quite literally under-

‘mining’ them it seems…extra tunnels found, little trap doors… 

Snow:  What a pile of rot! 

Frumpi: You are quite right, Snow White, your lives are open books. In fact, I came across the 

first copy of your own story titled ‘The Child Snow White’. You really were so young 

when you first got married, what kind of marriage must that have been for you, for poor 

little Snow White? Then there was his tragic death. A mountain climbing accident wasn’t 

it? A rockfall or something. Of course, nothing could ever be proved and all your 

diminutive dwarf friends had alibis, but still, one can’t help but wonder… And then we 

have your second marriage and D.I.V.O.R.C.E, such a thing has never before happened in 

fairydom… 

(There are no comic gasps during this one, just a shocked silence) 

Snow:  Enough. We get your point. (She can’t look at anyone) 

Frumpi: Good. I’m glad we all understand each other. 

(Enter stage right fairies Pease blossom, Greenleaf, and Lobelia drunkenly singing 

and dancing the Macarena) 

Fairies: Dale a tu cuerpo alegría, Macarena 

Que tu cuerpo es pa' darle alegría cosa buena 

Dale a tu cuerpo alegría, Macarena 

Hey Macarena, woooooo hahaha 

Frumpi: How in Grimm’s name did these three escape? 

Ebanaza: I’ve no idea, sir. Which fairies are they? 

Pease:  Pish-bloffum. 

Green:  Gin-Whiff. 
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Lobelia: Labia. 

Ebanaza: Gin-whiff, Pish-bloffom, and Labia? What kind of flowers are those? (He looks rather 

shocked) 

Cind: Greenleaf, Pease Blossom, and Lobelia.  I’m quite good with accents; I talk to a lot of 

foreign dignitaries and the like. Centaur is the most difficult, such an archaic dialect. 

Pease:  I know you … you’re that receptionish chappy with the cutey patooty.  
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Frumpi: (All smiles, back in his major domo persona, trying to distract them) Yes, 

Frumpynitspin at your service, ladies. 

Pease:  That’s it! Funky-dick-spin. 

Frumpi: Frumpynitspin… 

Lobelia: Rumpunch-peach-skin. 

Frumpi: Frumpynitspin… 

Green:  Numbnuts-pig-bean. 

Frumpi: Frumpynitspin! 

Lobelia: Saggy-titskin. 

Frumpi: (Shouting) Frumpy…(Giving up) oh, it’s not worth it, they’re as drunk as skunks.  

(The fairies stagger upstage centre to the reception desk) 

Green:  Coo-eee, princesses… 

Ebanaza: Don’t even think about it, girls. Remember Hooks crocks? (He gnashes his teeth at 

them) 

(Enter Hook stage left. Frumpi  indicates the fairies, accusingly) 

Hook:  There they are! Sorry, Boss.  

Pease:  We’ve been dancing naked in the fountains. 

Cind:  Oh! How unsanitary! 

Frumpi: Ignore them. Report. 

(SFX. Song: We love to Boogie by T-Rex. The fairies start to sing ‘We love to 

Boogie’. One of them produces a wand and enchants the villains to dance. Hook 

tries to ignore them and deliver his report. The fairies grab the wand off each other 

as they change the music. The Villains dance as the dialogue continues, with 

dialogue interspersed with dance moves.) 

Fairies: I said we love to boogie, We love to boogie 

High school boogie, Jitterbug boogie 

We love to boogie, On a Saturday night 

Ah, yeah 

Frumpi: I said to ignore them! 

Hook:  All the other princesses are being contained and menaced in the spa.  



Lobelia: Swinging Disco Boogie!  

(SFX. Song: Soul Bossa Nova by Quincy Jones. The Villains dance 60’s Austin 

Powers style disco moves) 

Hook: Mulan was the only one who gave us any trouble but she’s trussed up good and proper 

now.  

Frumpi: Any casualties? Mulan and Merida can both put up a good fight. 

(SFX. Song: Papa loves Mambo by Perry Como) 

Pease:  La salsa! Muma loves mambo…Papa loves mambo… 

Hook: Dracula had an incident with a sunbed and has had to lie down in a dark room, and the 

Sheriff of Nottingham got into a fight with Skeletor. 

Frumpi: Typical, the idiots. 

Green:  Ballet! 

(SFX. Song: The Russian dance from The Nutcracker, or Dance of the Little Swans 

from Swan Lake) 

Frumpi: (After a few moments of ballet) Will someone do something about those dratted fairies! 

(Hook makes an impressive effort and ballet leaps across the stage, and smartly 

bumps each fairy smartly on the head. SFX. Cartoon donk. They sink to the floor 

and the music and dancing stops) 

Hook:  I hate fairies. It will take more than clapping to bring these three round now. 

Frumpi: Good. You, put them with the rest. (He gestures to Ebanaza) 

(Ebanaza starts to drag them off stage left and exits. Hook and Frumpi, look hot 

and bothered and relieved after the dancing stops. Frumpi mops his brow with a 

large handkerchief)  

Frumpi: Any other problems? 

Hook: There is a bit of a row going on between Goldilocks and Gollum as to who found some 

bit of shiny jewelry. I left Wolfy guarding the door and Sylvester Sneakly trying to calm 

them down. In my opinion, they should both take a long walk off a short plank! 

Frumpi: (Massaging his temples) I’m starting to agree with you. Sit tight, my lovely princesses. 

I’ll be back shortly. 

(Frumpi and Hook exit stage left, dragging any left-over fairies with them. There is 

an awkward moment of silence on the stage) 



Cind:  All those horrible things he said …  

Rose:  I fear there is no one to rescue us. Verily, we are alone. 

Cind: It really was a bunion you know … and I only clean when I can’t sleep … I find it 

therapeutic. 

Rose:  Payest him no attention, Cinderella. He is a verminous cur. 

Cind:  Snow, dear … we had no idea … about your story, I mean… 

© Scripts for Stage 

This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage.  Copying and 

performance licences can be obtained from www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/happy-performance/ 

Snow: Oh, he is very clever; enough lies to be shocking, mixed with enough truth to make them 

stick! Don’t worry, girls. My first marriage wasn’t what he was making it out to be. I was 

just a trophy wife. Sometimes I wonder if our marriage would have been happier if I’d 

stayed in my glass case. 

Rose:  Do not think so, Snow White! 

Snow: I was very young and very alone, but that was the worst of it. After his death, I met the 

Duke of Dorrington and he was everything your princes seemed to be: charming, 

attentive, loving … but it turned out that it was my money that he loved. Ebony is the 

best thing to have come out of that marriage. 

Cind:  Oh, Snow. 

Snow: Do you know the really sad thing? Despite all my moxie, despite all I’ve worked for and 

achieved, I still want someone to look at me like I’m a princess; I still want to be 

someone’s princess. 

Rose:   Dearest Snow White. 

(Cind leans her head on Snow’s shoulder, and Rose on Cind’s shoulder. There is 

moment’s pause) 

Ebony:  (Creeps on from stage left) Mum?  

Snow:  Ebony! 

Rose:  How didst thee escape? 

Ebony:  I picked the lock with my belly button bar. Uncle showed me how to do it last spring. 

Snow:  Are you hurt? 

Ebony:  No. But I heard everything from inside the cupboard… Mum, I’m scared. 
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Snow:  Untie us, darling.  

(Ebony unties the princesses) 

Snow:  I’m so sorry, darling.  I’ve tried so hard to protect you from all of this. 

Cind: You’re the reason your mother started the Princess Empowerment Network in the first 

place; so no princess would ever have to be helpless again. We didn’t want anyone to go 

through what we did. 

Rose:  Yay, being locked in a tower veritably sucketh. 

Ebony:  (Laughing a little) It sucks, Aunty Rose, but you're getting the hang of the lingo. 

Snow: (Stands and paces) Look at us! We are princesses! We’ve survived towers, curses, 

poisonings, kidnappings, comas, and families that have plotted against us. Yet here we 

are! People think you have to be pretty to be a princess, but we know you have to be 

tough. We know what it really takes to be a princess – and a duchess – and it isn’t any 

bibadee-bobadee-boo! 

Ebony: Maybe there are some others on our side. I’ll go and see if I can find help. (She turns to 

leave stage left) 

Snow:  Ebony… I’m proud of you. 

Ebony:  I’m proud of you too, mum. (Exit) 

Rose:  Let us kicketh some bottom! 

Cind: That’s all very well, but I don’t see what I can do; after all, I’m basically just a cleaner 

with pretty feet. 

Rose:  I find thy vibes most negative. 

Snow: ‘A superior knowledge of cleaning products…’ Cindy, are there cleaning products that 

you mustn’t mix together because they’ll make a gas or vapour? 

Cind: Certainly, if liquid bog grass gets mixed with anything it will make a cloud that makes 

one dizzy, but I don’t see… 

Snow:  Perfect. Briar Rose, do you have any of your ‘relaxing’ tea on you? 

Rose:  Verily I do, but only a pinch. 

Snow: We’ll make a knock out spray! You two go find some spray bottles and bog grass liquid 

in the cleaning cupboard. 

(Rose and Cind exit stage left)  

Snow:  Those villains won’t know what hit them. 



(Ebony enters stage right with Red)  

Ebony:  Mum, I found someone to help us. 

Snow:  You’ve got to be joking – Red? 

Red:  (The bimbo act has gone) Let me explain, Ma’am: I work for the GIA. 

Snow:  The Grimm’s Intelligence agency? You? 

Red: I was recruited years ago. Honestly, what kind of mother sends their child across the 

forest with a basket of cookies? No one is that stupid.  

Snow:  That’s what I thought. 

Red:  That was actually my first official mission.  

Ebony:  She’s been here undercover all along! 

Red: I’m worried about my boss though, he left to go after the princes some time ago. And to 

be honest, they didn’t cover situations like this in training. 

(Enter Cind and Rose carrying spray bottle, a bucket, a stick to stir with, and a big 

spray bottle)  

Cind: We’re making knock out spray, dear. 

(Cind and Rose dump the stuff on reception. Rose takes out a packet of tea) 

Rose: I partake of a teaspoon of this and, verily, I am away with the fairies. What shouldst half 

a packet do? (She empties the tea into the bucket) 

Red:  Ingenious!  

Cind: It was Snow’s idea. I think I can see someone coming, Ebony dear, run and get more tea 

from Rose’s room . We’ll need more than this little lot if we have villains to clean up! 

(Ebony quickly exits stage left) 

Hook: (Enters stage right) What do you think you lot are up to? (Hook calls behind off stage) 

Oi, in here! We’ve got ourselves a fight!  

Red:  Get mixing, leave this to me. (She draws out a knife) 

(Snow runs to the reception desk and starts putting together the concoction) 

Hook: Step aside, girly, I know Wolfy’s fond of you an’ all so I don’t want him biting my other 

hand off if you get hurt. 

Red:  Oh, please. And, aw, and look at you; you bought a hook to a knife fight. 



(Hook and Red fight and the ladies mix chemicals. Enter Evelyn and Baroness) 

Cind:  Stepmother! Keep mixing Snow, you can count on us.  

Rose:  Verily! Have at it, vile crone... 
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(Cind and Rose move to fight: Cind against Baroness, Evilyn against Rose. Snow 

mixes the chemicals, with her hand over her nose and mouth and then pours it into 

the spray bottle) 

Baroness: Cinderella! You! … What do you look like? You have a smudge on your face … look at 

the state of your hair… You’re a dirty girl … slovenly dirty, child…  

(Cind starts to fall apart, checking herself and muttering. Baroness continues to 

bully her) 

Evilyn: Briar Rose, the famous sleeping Beauty …. (She produces a poppy) So, my pretty, 

you’re feeling sleepy… so very sleepy… sleepy… (she continues) 

(Rose begins to nod and sway as if falling asleep on her feet) 

Snow: Oh, for Grimm's sake! Swap villains you two! Red, over here when you can…   

(Red causes Hook to move near Snow, who sprays Hook) 

Hook: I’ll fight you…both of you… all of you….you can’t best cap’n Hook (He staggers and 

sways under the influence of the knock-out spray) 

Red:  Let’s lock them in the cupboard, quick. Good work, girls.  

(Red grabs the ropes and leads Hook off stage left. The other two snap out of it and 

swap villains) 

Evilyn:  You’re feeling sleepy, my pretty, sleepy… 

Cind:  Shut up, witch. (She slaps Evilyn) 

Baroness You are a dirty girl… 

Rose:  You hath no idea – I liketh it dirty. 

(Snow sprays Baroness and Evilyn.  They are obviously dizzy and uncoordinated) 

Baroness Why do you have two heads… where’s the floor gone… Oh! Diamonds floating in the 

air… (She tries to catch the diamonds) 
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Evilyn:  I’m seeing flying monkeys … dizzy… dizzy, my poppet. 

Cind:  That’s those two cleaned up! 

Snow:  (To off stage left) Here’s two more for you, Red! Tie them up good and tight. 

(They shove the villains off stage left. They congratulate each other centre stage. 

Red enters again after a moment) 

Cind:  That’s princess power!  

Char:  (Enters stage right) Cinderella! Where’s my sweet Cindy?   

(She steps forward and they join together, holding both each other’s hands)  

Char: There you are! They told us you were all in danger… I couldn’t bear it… I came as fast 

as I could… 

Cind: I’m fine, we all are. The villains are locked in the cleaning cupboard for now. So, you 

were worried? 

Char:  Of course, Cindy … I adore you, I don’t know what I would do if I lost you. 

Cind:  (Giggles) You’d have to tidy up after yourself for a start. 

Char:  I can’t wait to give you the best foot massage you’ve ever had in your life. 

Cind:  Oh, my! 

Phil: (Enters stage right) We’ve come to save you! Did I miss anything? What- ho, 

Roseypops. 

Rose:  Well met, lover. We hath vanquished the villains. 

Phil:  I say! Good show old girl! 
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Ali:  (Enters stage right) Red! Report in. 

(Red and Ali move upstage right, and she begins to silently explain) 

Frumpi: (Enters stage left, slowly applauding them) Vanquished the villains, have you? Oh, 

‘Good show’. You’ve beaten three out of how many? And I still have the rest of the 

princesses in my power!!! 

Cind:  We shall still triumph! 
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Frumpi: The story isn’t always about you!!!! (Calms down, once more gaining his self-control) 

Nice try, girls but it will take more than three has-been princesses to defeat me!  

(Red and Ali move as though about to fight him. Frumpi grabs Snow and holds an 

apple near her face. Behind him Ebony quietly enters stage left, looking very scared) 

Frumpi: Nobody come any closer or Snow White’s famous apple allergy may still be the death of 

her! (Evil laugh, of course. He starts to back out stage left) 

Rose:  (Together) Snow White! 

Cind:  (Together) Snow White! 

 

Frumpi: You princesses are all so pathetic… 

Ebony:  (Really angry) Hey Frumpy?  

(Frumpi turns. Ebony punches his lights out)  

Ebony:  Meet the next generation! 

(The princesses and Ebony hug and congratulate each other. Ali and Red cuff the 

unconscious Frumpi) 

Ali:  That was some right hook, Miss White! (Shaking her hand) 

Ebony: I was brought up with seven burly uncles, what did you expect? I didn’t play with dollies, 

I learned to throw axes! 

Snow:  Never play poker with her! 

Ali:  Really? Ever considered a career in the G.I.A, Miss White? 

Phil: Well, what are we supposed to do now? I was really looking forward to some baddy 

bashing some; there doesn’t seem to be any bad guys left. (Looks sulky and 

disappointed) 

Ebony: Believe you me, there are plenty of creeps and freeps still menacing the other princesses 

in the spa. 

Red:  I’ll get the knock-out spray! 

Phil:  Oh, Huzzah! Off we go chaps.   

(Phil exits stage left with Char and Red) 

Cind:  Have fun, dear!  

(Ali moves stage centre to talk with Snow) 

Ali:  Snow White, it seems I owe you my thanks for finishing this mission for us. 



Snow:  Well, if there is anything I can do to help the GIA, please let me know. 

Ali:  There is one thing: you can have dinner with me. 

Snow:  Dinner? 
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Ali:  Princesses eat dinner, don’t they? 

Snow:  Yes, we eat dinner, but I don’t know…  

(The others are nodding furiously behind Ali) 

Ali: (He takes Snows hand) Since the death of my Morgiana, I have realised how rare 

women like you are. You would be a man’s greatest treasure… 

Ebony:  He would know, mum, we’re rich but he makes us look like a peanut operation. 

Snow:  I … I… I like dinner! 

Ali: Then I look forward to us talking together later. Now, I will go and clear up the mess in 

the spa and free the rest of the princesses. (Kisses her hand, bows, then exits stage left) 

Rose: Quite an exotic dish, methinks! Forsooth, it looketh like thy couldst live ‘Happily Ever 

After’ after all, Snow White.  

Cind:  Also, it seems the pen really is mightier than the sword. Princess Power! 

Snow: And in the end, I was rescued not by a prince, but by 2 – no 3 – of the most beautiful, 

wonderful princesses in the land.  

Ebony:  Duchess. So, um, is the party still on for tonight? 

Cind:  Of course. We shall all go to the ball! I’ve always wanted to say that.  

(They turn to exit stage left) 

Snow:  Now, about the ball, Ebony, I know you’re in this phase... 

Ebony:  It’s not a phase, mum! (Humphs and starts to stomp off stage left) 

Snow:  I was just going to make a suggestion…  

(Ebony and Snow exit, followed by the other two laughing at them. Enter Narr stage 

right, sweeping up. He pokes the unconscious Frumpy a few times with his broom) 

Narr:  So we’ve come to the end of this here chapter, 
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  The princesses are free and the villains all captured. 

  We’ve shared a time together of story and laughter 

And we wish you all the best in your own Happily Ever After. 

 

(Pause while Narr again dramatically waits for a musical number. Frumpi groans) 

Narr: What, still no musical number? Right. I’m off to find the fairy godmother´s then! Those 

girls really know how to party. Ta-ra. 

(Curtain. Walk down/line up led by the fairies, then minor characters, followed 

lastly by the main characters. Final Curtain.) 


