
Characters 

Detective Pat Stacey (M)  Our sardonic, laconic, trilby-wearing hero. 

Snow White (F)   One cool dame; a classy lady. Our femme fatale. 

Vincent (M/F)    Head advisor to the Queen, stressed & slightly nervous. 

Prince Charming (M)   (That’s a matter of opinion) Spoiled, indulged, royal. 

Cinderella (F)    Innocent, pretty stealer of hearts and full-time cleaner. 

The Queen of Hearts (F)  She who must be obeyed. 

Sleeping Beauty, Briar Rose (F) Once a princess, now a Beatnik.  

Baroness (F)    Two-faced Step-mother. Don’t you know who she is? 

Hernia (F)    Hyperactive stepsister. 

Hebephrenia (F)   Over-dramatic stepsister with a starlet complex. 

The Count/ess  (M/F)   A guest at the ball; a vampire. 

The Frog Prince (M)   A guest at the ball. 

Little Man 1 (M)   Dressed in a dark suit and dark glasses; a jewel expert. 

Little Man 2 (M)   Ditto. 

Off-stage Voice (M/F)   With a Brooklyn accent. 

 

Extra Guests or Palace Servants (M/F) 

Palace servants also double as stage crew for scene changes. 

The action takes place in the ballroom of the palace, the Baroness’ house, and Stacey’s office. 

 

 

  



 

Scene 1 - The Palace Ballroom. 

(Lights up on the ballroom, SFX. music, dancing centre stage are Prince 

Charming and Cinderella. Other characters are dancing around them or 

chatting near the table USR, which holds platters of food and drinks and is 

covered in a long table cloth. USC are two thrones, on the largest of which sits 

the Queen of Hearts, standing SR of her is Vincent. USL are more seats where 

Snow White is sitting with Man 1 standing beside her, mirroring the Queen and 

Vincent. The music is playing, the main couple is enthralled with one another, 

the Prince twirls Cinderella around and he leads her DS. SFX. music quietens) 

Prince: You are the most wonderful, beautiful girl here tonight.  

Cinderella: Your Highness, you really are as charming as your name. 

Prince: You have charmed me! Please, lovely lady, tell me your name.  Tell me I can see you 

again. Tell me you’ll never… 

(Over the music, SFX. the clock strikes midnight slowly) 

Cinderella: Midnight! 

Prince: Midnight? What a mysterious name. (He moves to kiss her hand) 

Cinderella: No, it’s not my name … I’m so sorry … I have to go … I have to! 

(The Prince holds on to Cinderella’s hand for a moment but she breaks free and 

runs off stage left, looking back once at the Prince as she goes) 

Prince: Stop! Stop! Someone stop her… 

(SFX. music stops.  Queen jumps to her feet, Vincent rushes after Cinderella. 

Blackout. SFX. Stacey’s noir jazz theme. A light flickers on DSL, Stacey lighting 

a nightlight/candle. SFX. As Stacey begins to speak the music fades.  LFX. Dim 

spot on Stacey) 

Stacey: People think detective cases all start at the beginning, but it’s usually smack in the 

middle or the end of something big when I come in. The name’s Stacey, Detective 

Inspector Stacey. I work for the Grimm’s Intelligence Agency. Around here those 

fairies tell some tall tales and it’s my job to get to the bottom of them. 

Voice:  (Off-stage) Hey Stacey! A new call just came in. You’re wanted at the palace. 

Stacey: There must be some benefits to being a detective with the GIA but I ain’t found none 

yet. And dealing with royalty wasn’t top of my list of ‘fun things to do at 1:00 am on 

a night shift’. Light and dark, good and evil; it ain’t always black and white in this 

crazy town… 

Voice: (Off-stage) Stacey! Stop your prayers or your monologuing or whatever! The chief 

wants your mopey ass up at the palace. Pronto! No one keeps that Queen of Hearts 

waiting. 

Stacey:  It seems I shall go to the ball, after all.   

(Stacey blows out the candle.  LFX. Blackout followed by lights up on the 

ballroom scene. The guests are waiting around US. Vincent is SC looking 

worried and hurries to greet Stacey as he appears SL) 



 

Vincent:  Ah, Detective Stacey, I presume? 

Stacey:  Well, I ain't Dr Livingston. 

(Vincent and Stacey shake hands) 

Vincent: It’s so good of you to come so fast. The palace is in an uproar. 

Stacey:  It looks like you all had a swell party here this evening. 

Vincent: The Queen wants to find a bride for her son, Prince Charming. 

Stacey:  Charming? That's a matter of opinion. 

Vincent: Oh! (A little laugh) As I was saying, the Prince... 

(Enter Prince SR. Moves quickly to join Vincent and Stacey. They all meet SC) 

Prince:  Vincent? Is that the detective from the GIA? 

Vincent:   Yes, your Highness, this is Detective Inspector Stacey. 

Prince:  (To Vincent) Stacey? Isn't that a girl’s name? 

Stacey:  Detective Inspector Stacey, your Highness.  

Prince: Perfect. Vincent, mother is looking for you. You'd best... (Indicates off-stage right) 

Vincent: Thank you, sir. (Hurriedly leaves SR) A matter of opinion. (Laughs to himself 

again)  

Prince:  I want her found, man! 

Stacey:  You want to find a man? I thought you wanted a bride. 

Prince:  No, the girl! 

Stacey:  Right. Tell me about this girl. 
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Prince:  She was divine! She was an angel! 

Stacey:  She sounds like some girl! 

Prince: She entered the ballroom like a vision of loveliness, and saved me from having to 
dance any more with this lot.  

Stacey:  Right. And then? 

Prince:  We danced, and we danced, and we danced... 
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Stacey:  So you're not really one for conversation… 

Prince: We danced... and I was just going to suggest we go outside, to talk ... you know. 

Stacey:  Yeah, I know. 

Prince:  But when I asked her for her name, she ran. 

Stacey:  That sounds pretty suspicious to me. Was anything taken or broken? 

Prince:  Only my heart.  

Stacey: Right. If you can hold yourself together a little longer sir, I know this is very 

upsetting. She stole your heart? 

(Prince nods) 

Stacey:  And you want it back? 

Prince:  I want her back! My life isn't worth living without her. 

Stacey:  You'd be surprised. 

Prince: No, seriously! Mummy has decided I need to get married and will keep making me 

dance with these people until I choose someone! (Whispers, indicating the people 

behind him) You can smell the desperation on them! 

Stacey:  I can imagine, sir. Oh, the horror. 

Prince:  Are you mocking me? 

Stacey: I wouldn't dream of it, sir. So you want me to find the girl. Can you give me a 
description?  

Prince:  She was an angel. 

Stacey:  And how tall was your angel? What colour were Angel's eyes? 

Prince: About this tall (indicates) and, um, I'm not sure what colour her eyes were. She has 
[colour] hair though. And beautiful feet. 

Stacey: That's ... something to go on at least; I guess it wasn't her eyes you were looking at. 
I'll question the other guests in a moment, maybe they saw something. 

Prince: My lovely lady has just vanished. The guards didn't see anything, just a servant girl 
running home. But she can't have just disappeared like that! 

Stacey: The servant girl and your heart-stealing angel may have been working together. 

Prince:  Just find her, man! 

Stacey:  You want her man? 

Prince:  I want my lovely Angel.  



 

(Moves away to sit on the thrones, desolate) 

Stacey:  You want a reality check and a kick in the pants. 

(Stacey writes in his notebook, Baroness approaches him) 

Baroness:  Are you here to find that girl who upset the Prince? 

Stacey:  I am. 

Baroness: Good. She ruined a perfectly good ball with her shocking behaviour. She forced the 
Prince to dance with her, you know. 

Stacey:  You think she had some kind of hold over him? 

Baroness: A jujitsu hold, probably. I know the type of girl she was. He was happily dancing 

with my daughters before she arrived. 

Stacey:  Ah, I see. And you are? 

Baroness: Don't you know who I am?  

(Stacey maintains silence and eye contact, obviously not impressed) 

Baroness: I am the Baroness Tremaine, and those are my daughters. 

Stacey:  And Mr Baron Tremaine? 

Baroness: (Bowing her head) The Baron is no longer with us. 

Stacey:  Did he go home early? 

Baroness: No, you stupid man, I mean the Baron is dead! 

Stacey:  Recently? 

(Baroness nods and dabs her eyes with a lacy handkerchief) 

Stacey:  Natural causes, was it? 

Baroness: Of course. It was never proved otherwise. 
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Stacey:  Interesting. And your daughters... 

Baroness: Hernia and Hebephrenia. 

Stacey:  Say what and say what now? 

Baroness: Hernia and Hebephrenia. Beautiful names, aren't they?  
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Stacey:  It's all Greek to me, lady. 

Baroness: My girls will do anything to help the Prince. Write that in your report. (Tapping 

Stacey's notebook) I'm sure you'll want to talk to them. Hebe! 

(Hebe runs over, Baroness grabs her by the shoulders and plants her firmly in 

front of Stacey) 

Baroness: This is my eldest daughter Hebephrenia. Hebe, this is detective ... whatever.  

Hebe:  Are you going to interview me? 

Stacey:  I'd like to ask you some questions... 

Hebe:  Oh, how thrilling! 

(Baroness moves back upstage. Stacey guides Hebe DSL) 

Hebe: I saw everything you know; how that girl tussled with Prince Charming, the tramp! 

Stacey:  There was a fight? 

Hebe:  Not exactly. 

Stacey:  Tell me what happened this evening. 

Hebe:  Well ...  

(SFX. The music starts 'winding up' as we move into her memory. The cast take 

their places for the first dance and begin as the music start) 

Hebe: The ball was beautiful. Everyone was dancing. Such a romantic song! There was 

moonlight, there was candlelight, there was the perfume of flowers in the air...And 

then the Prince saw me... 

(The Prince and Hebe make dramatic eye contact) 

Hebe:  It was fate. It was written in the stars. He just had to dance with me...  

(She runs to the Prince and they dance SC with the others also dancing. After 

some time, Hernia interrupts Hebe and Prince) 

Prince:  (Dramatically) I'm sorry, but I have to go. 

(Prince reluctantly leaves Hebe, looking back, she still reaching out to him. She 

forlornly moves back DSL, finally to join Stacey) 

Hebe: He had to leave me, but I know he wanted to stay. He danced with my sister for a 
while... 

(Hernia is dancing violently, jerkily, while the Prince is dragged around by her. 

Cinderella enters SL) 

Hebe:  Then that girl appeared. 



 

Prince:  (To Hernia) Please, can you move... 

(Cinderella moves to claim the Prince and starts dancing with him. Then 

Cinderella begins to pull Prince’s hand towards SL, but he pulls back) 

Hebe: It looked to me like she was trying to force him to leave with her! How shocking, 
don’t you think? Finally the Prince broke free and she ran off in shame. 

(The Prince breaks free, Cinderella leaves SL. The actors freeze except for 

Stacey and Hebe) 

Stacey:  And that's all you remember. 

Hebe: Yes, sir. It was all very terrible; the poor, poor Prince! I was looking for him to 

comfort him just now... 

(The actors unfreeze. Baroness moves to Hernia and pushes her in the direction 

of Stacey) 

Stacey:  Of course. Thank you for your time, miss.   

(Hebe moves upstage to join the rest. Hernia quickly joins Stacey) 

Stacey: (To himself) Although I think ‘poor’ and 'prince’ in the same sentence is a bit of an 
oxymoron. 

Hernia:  Who’s a moron? Other than my sister. So are you a real detective? With the GIA and 
everything? 

Stacey:  I am. 

Hernia: Do you have a gun, can I see it? 

Stacey:  I just want to ask you a few questions... 

Hernia: So shoot! ... I mean the questions, not the gun. Or can I shoot it? The gun, not the 
questions… 

Stacey:  (Patiently, slowly) Tell me what happened this evening.   

Hernia: Well ... The party was rocking... 

(SFX. The music starts 'winding up' as we move into her memory. The cast take 

their places for the dance and begin as the music starts)   

Hernia: The ball was hopping, everyone was bopping. Everyone was having a blast dancing 
in the moonlight. My sis called first dibs on the Prince, of course... 

(Hebe and the Prince are pompously ballroom dancing, in contrast to the jiving 

around them. Hernia moves to intercept them) 

Hernia: But the Prince is a real cool cat... (To the prince) Come on snake, let's rattle! 

Prince:  (Happily) I'm sorry, but I have to go. 



 

(Everyone dances, except Hebe who moves forlornly to the side SR)  

Prince:  You can really move! 

(Enter SL Cinderella, who grabs the Prince and starts dancing with him. Hernia 

moves SL to join Stacey. While Hernia is talking, Cinderella leaves SL and the 

actors freeze) 

Hernia: We were having a whale of a time until that party pooper arrived. Next thing I see, it 
all goes south. The girl is agitating the gravel... 

© 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/dame-performance/ 

Stacey:  The what now? 

Hernia: Burning rubber, hightailing it, leaving very fast. I'm making the king's jive here, man! 

Stacey:  I wish you'd speak English. 

Hernia: (Hernia rolls her eyes) And that's a wrap, mister. She disappeared. I don't know why 

the Prince had to go and stop such a great party for some girl. Goodbye to bad 
rubbish, I say.   

Stacey:  Thank you, miss, for... 

Hernia: Well, see you later alligator. (She moves upstage to join the cast)  

Stacey:  (To himself) Not for a while, crocodile. 

(Stacey catches The Count’s eye as he heads for the buffet table, and summons 

him over DL) 

Stacey:  Can you answer a few questions? 

Count:   I don't know anything, really. I'm just here for the nightlife. 

Stacey:  Aren't you a bit long in the tooth for these events? 

Count:  What do you mean? I am forever young! Sorry, I can't help; I was just going to get a 
bite... Try that guy. (Points at Freddie and moves USR to the buffet table) 

Freddie:  Who me? (Moves to Stacey) I didn't do anything; I just came for the ball. I'll do 

anything for a ball. (SFX. Burps loudly) Sorry, I was drinking cola earlier. (SFX. 

Burps again) I'm Freddie... 

(Freddie shakes Stacey's hand enthusiastically. SFX. Burps again, even louder) 

Freddie: Darn that cola, it gets me every time. 

Stacey: Wait a minute! Clammy hands, (he wipes his hands on his trousers) loud belching, 

kinda jumpy ... You're Freddie the Frog Prince! Get out of here, go on, hop it! 
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(SFX. burp. Freddie moves back upstage to the cast. Enter SR Queen, followed 

by Vincent trotting behind her) 

Queen:  Where is he? Where is the detective? 

(Everyone in the room jumps and points at Stacey who looks up from his 

notebook to see what the fuss is. Queen crosses to Stacey. During this dialogue, 

Vincent flinches, every time Queen says ‘head’) 

Queen: Vincent, my head Advisor here, tells me that you have been sent to resolve our little 
mystery. 

Stacey:  That's correct ma'am. 

(The Queen looks alarmingly at him. Vincent mouths 'your majesty' and mimes 

bowing) 

Stacey:  Your Majesty. (He bows) 

Queen:  Off with your hat, man!  

(Stacey hurriedly takes off his hat, smoothing his hair) 

Queen:  Are you a head detective?  

Stacey: I am Detective Inspector Stacey. I detect whole people, not just heads. Although, 
there was this one case… 

Queen: (To Vincent) Isn't Stacey a girl’s name? No matter. Well, I only want the best. My 

little Strudel has been most upset by this girl running off like that. It is most irregular. 
People didn't behave like that in my day. 

Vincent: No, your Majesty. 

Stacey:  No, your Majesty. (To Vincent. Whispering) Strudel? 

(Vincent carefully indicates the Prince) 

Queen: The air has quite gone out of my little cream puff. I don't like to see him so deflated 
and sad.  

Stacey:  If it pleases your Majesty, could you tell me what happened this evening? 

Queen: I had decided it was time for my little dumpling to marry. So I arranged for a ball and 
for a selection of tarts to be delivered. Chair! 

(Vincent hurries forward and kneels on fours as a chair for the queen DSL) 

Stacey:  Should I be calling the vice squad? 

Queen: (Sitting) Tarts are my only vice. Strawberry, lemon, coconut - it makes no difference 

to me. 

Stacey:  Ah, for the buffet. 



 

Queen: No, for me! I need something to sweeten my mood during such a long and tedious 
event. Well now ... let me see... 

(SFX. the music starts to wind up. The cast take their places in lines for the 

dance. It is very regimented and almost clockwork, despite the music) 

Queen: It was all going very well, just as I had planned. I wanted it to be perfect for my little 
muffin. 

Stacey:  Some may even say cupcake. 

Queen:  (Standing abruptly) Charming danced with various, very unsuitable girls.  

(Stacey and Queen move along the dancers, as if Queen is giving an inspection. 

They continue to dance; the Prince dances with Hebe, then Hernia) 

Queen:  Just look at them. Imbeciles! Nitwits! Just looking at them makes me angry! 

Stacey:  If you can keep your cool, your Majesty; think of those tarts. 

© 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/dame-performance/ 

Queen:  I am! Enough! 

(The dancers freeze) 

Queen: (Sits on the throne) Stand there. (Indicates SR of the throne) Then this other girl 

arrived. Charming looked at her differently; like she was the most delicious thing in 

the world. They danced, of course. I had hoped that he would pop the question, but 
she went and ran off. 

Stacey:  And he didn't get to pop anything. 

Queen:  So you must find her! Or else... 

Stacey:  Or else what, Your Tartness? 

Queen:  Or else you won't need a hat anymore! Vincent! 

Vincent: (Running up) Yes, your Majesty? 

Queen: See to it that this man finds that girl. You are my head advisor, and you know what 
that means don't you? 

Vincent: Yes, yes I do, your Imperial Majestiness. 

Queen: Right. I'm bored of all this. I'm going to feed my Jabbawocky. Vincent, bring me 

those tarts. 

(The dancers unfreeze and Queen exits SR. Vincent is visibly shaken. He grabs a 

plate off the buffet table USR and follows the Queen) 
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Stacey:  She is one scary lady. 

Rose:  (Like the rhyme) The Queen of hearts ain't got no heart, her anger ate it clean away. 

Stacey:  Say, you're the Sleeping Beauty, right? 

Rose: Beauty is a perception and comes with expectation. I have discarded all expectations! 
Although, as you know, detective, perception is everything. 

Stacey:  You got that right. So what do you call yourself now? 

Rose:  I am Rose, the Briar Rose; because every rose has its thorn. 

Stacey:  Yeah, yeah, and every cowboy sings a sad, sad song. I get it. Darn Beatniks. 

Rose:  So long, Daddy-O. (Moving DSL)  

Stacey:  (Following Rose) Wait, you can answer some of my questions. 

Rose:  Maybe I can, and maybe I can't. 

Stacey: (Taking hold of her arm) Well, I say you can! Tell me what happened this evening. 

Rose:  Well, as you asked so nicely … (Shakes off his hand) 

(SFX. the music winds up as she tells her memory. Everything is free-flowing 

and groovy. The cast take their places to dance; the Prince lounges over the 

thrones and then gets up and dances wildly through the middle of everyone) 

Rose: It was a groovy party. Like Crazy, man!  The Prince, he isn't just charming, he is 

charmed! He really knows how to throw a party. Everyone dancing with everyone 
else, a party I could really dig. 

(Rose disappears into the throng of dancers while Stacey writes in his notebook)  

Stacey: Cute, real cute. But get to the point, Rosy. Hey, get back here, I haven't finished with 

you yet. 

Rose: (Finally returning DSL) Take a little something to take the edge off. (Offers Stacey 

a hip flask) 

Stacey: Give me that! (He smells it, it's strong) You drink that, Rosy Posey, your petals are 

gonna fall off. What’s a nice girl like you want to get mixed up with something like 
this anyway? 

Rose:  You don't know anything, copper. 

Stacey:  Try me. 

(The dancers freeze) 

Rose: (In his face, aggressive, the groovy persona is gone) I was poisoned and left in a 

coma for one hundred years! Everyone I once knew is dead. I had to learn to live all 

over again in this freaky world. Do you know, after I woke up, I didn't sleep for 

weeks - I was too scared to, in case I never woke up again. 



 

Stacey:  I hear you, little sister. There are times when my past stops me from sleeping too. 

Rose: Give me break, it’s not on the same level! So I take a little something for my nerves, 

so I party like there's no tomorrow. So I look for love wherever I find it, so I don't 
want to play by the rules anymore. So sue me! 

Stacey:  (Quietly) Yet you came to the palace tonight. 

Rose: (Groovy and relaxed again) It was a party, man! Who doesn't like free food and the 
promise of a little romance?  

Stacey: The girl. The one who ran away. Have you seen her before? Did you know her? 

Rose:  I don't know; why, you looking for girl, huh, Stacey? Feeling lonely? 

Stacey:  Cut it out. Yeah, I'm looking for her. Look, kid, go get some coffee.  

(The dancers unfreeze; Rose wanders off to the buffet table) 

Stacey: (To audience, moving SR as he talks) Poor kid. She tried to hide it, but I know 

PTSD when I see it. The tremor to the voice, the masks we hide behind, the choices 

we make in this cruel world just to survive. I hope she finds a little peace. I hope she 
finds whatever it is she's really looking for. 

(Snow White walks in his direction) 

Stacey: The next person to interview was something else. Last time I saw curves like those, it 

was on a mountain road and they came with a warning sign: curvas peligrosas. But 
this dame was cool; frosty even. 

Stacey:  (To Snow White) Can I have a moment? 

Snow:  You can have two, if you’re good. 

Stacey:  Can I have your name, for the record, please. 

Snow:  Snow White.  

Stacey: (To audience) That's right, cool as the driven snow. Just how white and pure she was 
remained to be seen. Something told me I'd best not slip up with this ice lady. 

(Snow claps her hands and Man 1 brings her a chair, places it DSR and then 

stands behind it as if on guard, hands clasped in front of him) 

Snow:  And you are? 

Stacey:  Stacey, Detective Inspector Stacey. 
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Snow:  (To Man 1) Isn't Stacey a girl's name? 
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(Man shrugs but remains on guard) 

Stacey: Miss White, you don't look like someone who came here tonight for the caviar, 
canapés and cavorting. 

Snow:  Correct. If I want caviar, I'll eat it at home. 

Stacey:  But you were invited. 

Snow:  I'm a close friend of the family. 

Stacey:  A friend? 

Snow:  I am the prince's godmother. 

Stacey:  But not in the fairy way of things? 

Snow:  Hardly. 

Stacey:  So take me through your movements tonight, if you will. 

Snow: I went backwards and forwards, and side to side. (Moving towards him, sashaying 

her hips. Pause. Sigh, giving up the sarcasm) My men and I arrived just after 
8:00... 

Stacey:  Men? 

Snow: You cannot expect a woman like me to travel alone, surely? A young widow 
travelling on her own, anything could happen, and frequently does.  

Stacey:  How many men? 

Snow:  Seven. 

Stacey: (Writing) Seven. (Looking at Snow again) As in seven men? Not The Seven by any 
chance? Seven pocket-sized gangsters. 

(Stacey indicates the Man behind her chair, who just stares at him and then 

looks away) 

Stacey:  And you're the prince's godmother, as in The Godmother? 

(Snow delicately shrugs her shoulders to neither confirm nor deny his deduction. 

She sits) 

Stacey: So if you weren't here for the caviar, what was your reason for attending tonight's 
ball? 

Snow:  Connections. Good connections are the currency of my business.  

Stacey:  So it was nothing personal? 

Snow:  No, it was just business.  

Stacey:  And what exactly is your business? 



 

Snow:  Connections. 

Stacey: Ok, ok, fine; so connect the dots for me this evening. You and your guys arrived at 
8:00. And then? 

Snow: First, I had a brief meeting with the Queen, we’ve known each other for years and we 
had things to discuss. 

Stacey:  A red queen and a white queen. Interesting.  

Snow: Then I had a little something to eat, a little something to drink, and watched 

Charming dance with some very silly young women. 

Stacey: Where were you when the girl disappeared? (To the audience) If anyone knew 

anything about disappearances, it would be this chick! 

Snow: I was here in the ballroom, seated over there. It's a shame she left in such a hurry. She 

seemed the only one he was actually interested in; she seemed sweet, she had 
potential, you know? 

Stacey:  That's not how I hear it from the others. 

Snow:  And they would give unbiased accounts of the evening, would they? 

Stacey:  What about your Seven Little Men? 

Man 1: (Looks hostile) You got a problem, hey Shorty? Well do ya? Do ya? You wanna 
piece of me coz I'll... 

(Snow White raises her hand and Man 1 goes back into neutral mode behind the 

chair) 

Snow: My Seven Men all had their duties to do. I don't like them to be doing nothing, they 

might get into trouble. Accidently. (Leaning towards Stacey, talking quietly) And 

less of the ‘little’. They are very sensitive regarding their height. They can't help 

being vertically challenged. 

Stacey:  Well, size isn't everything. Every man knows that. 

Snow:  That's certainly been my experience. 

(There's a moment of prolonged eye contact between Stacey and Snow until 

Stacey breaks it and writes notes in his book) 

Stacey:  Your men seem very loyal. 

Snow:  They are. 

Stacey:  Would do anything for you, I'd bet. 

Snow:  They would. 

Stacey: Anything I need to know about? Particularly regarding the disappearance of a certain 
young dancer this evening? 



 

Snow:  No. 

(Vincent runs in, SL, breaking the mounting tension and holding up the glass 

shoe) 

Vincent: Detective! Detective Stacey! We've found something! One of the guards found it on 
the palace steps. It is quite unique. 

Stacey: (Takes a hanky out of his pocket and takes the glass slipper) It certainly is. (To 

Snow) You know more about lady's footwear than me, but this here isn't your regular 
dancing shoe, is it? 

Snow:  No.  

(Snow indicates for Man 1 to take a look. He produces a large magnifying glass 

from his pocket) 

Man 1:  It’s specially hardened crystal: 75% silica, 10% limestone, 15 % soda... 
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Stacey:  Silica…Limestone…Glass? You're saying this here dancing shoe is made of glass? 

Man 1: That's right, Shorty. (He puts his magnifying glass away and returns to his post) 

Stacey:  It don't look too comfortable. 

Snow: You'd be surprised. But if a girl can’t have diamond, I suppose she makes do with 
pretty glass instead. 

(Man 2 enters SL and goes directly to Snow) 

Man 2:  Madam, your car is ready. 

(Man 1 indicates to Man 2 that he has something on his face, on his forehead or 

high on his cheek, and he should wipe it off) 

Stacey:  What ya got on your face there? 

Man 2: Er, (looking at his hand after wiping his face) doughnut frosting! I was eating them 
in my break.  

Stacey:  There? (Pointing to Man 2’s face again) 

Man 2:  I’m a messy eater. 

Snow:  (To Man 2) Thank you. (To Stacey) I assume I am free to go? 

Stacey:  Sure, but don't leave town. I may have more questions for you. 

Snow:  Lucky me. Any time, detective. 
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(Snow exits SL followed by Man and Man 2. She looks back once at Stacey) 

Stacey:  Who knew Snow could be so hot. 

Vincent: Hmm. Although I have a feeling she could hit a man like an avalanche. And no St 

Bernard would ever find you. So you think the shoe is a clue? 

Stacey: Yes, I do. Vincent, you’re the head advisor here… 

(Vincent cringes at the word head) 

Stacey: Say, why do you keep flinching like that? Aren’t you proud to be at the top of your 
game? Head advisor sounds good. 

Vincent: Recently it isn’t a good idea to be a head anything around here because if the Queen 
loses her temper you’re likely to lose it. 

Stacey: Your temper? Your job? 

Vincent: Your head! 

Stacey: You don’t mean? 

Vincent: Yes! (He draws his thumb across his neck) Shhickkk! And she was most insistent 

that this ball happened without any problems and now look at the mess we’re in! I’m 

doomed! 

Stacey: Relax, man, we’ll solve this little mystery. 

Vincent: We had better do! She meant what she said about you not needing a hat if you don’t 
find his girl. 

Stacey: Really? Right. They’ve all said the same thing tonight: Prince Charmy-pants danced 
with the ladies, then this girl arrives. Say, what’s your take on the girl? 

Vincent: She seemed lovely and the Prince really did seem to like her; and she liked him. It 
was all rather sad when she suddenly ran away like that.  

Stacey: We don’t have a lot to go on, but it might just be enough to find her. 

Prince: (Striding up to them) You, detective Sharon. 

Stacey: It’s Stacey. 

Prince: Tracey, that’s it.  (Loudly) I’ve had a royal idea! 

(There is a collective gasp from everyone except Stacey and everyone looks to see 

what the Prince will say) 

Prince: I’ve watched you asking everyone questions tonight and it seems a very methodical 

way of doing things. Now we have this shoe (takes the shoe from Stacey and holds 

it up) I, Prince Charming the Third, will look for my bride. Every eligible lady in the 

kingdom will have the chance to try on the shoe.  When I find the Lady that the shoe 
fits, I will have found my bride! 



 

(The others ‘ooh’ and ‘ah’ and applaud slightly. The Prince basks in their 

admiration) 

Vincent: But are you sure that’s entirely wise, your highness? Women’s shoes sizes and –  

Prince: Are you questioning me? Look how excited and happy my subjects are! 

Stacey: (Aside to Vincent) Our bacon is saved! He finds a girl, the shoe fits, and hey presto! 

He has a bride. 

Vincent: And the Lady will have the second shoe! It might just work. (To the Prince) It’s a 

wonderful idea, your Highness. 

Prince: Of course it is. Now get everyone out of here and get everything organised. 

Vincent: What now? It’s 3:30 in the morning.  

Prince: Carpe Diem - seize the day! The early bird gets … whatever birds get. 

Stacey: And the early prince gets the girl. 

Prince: Exactly! Come along, Vincent! 

(Prince strides off SR, the excited guests follow him) 
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Vincent: Thank you, thank you for coming everyone. Please help yourself to a party bag in the 
foyer.  

(Vincent calls offstage right, enter extra palace staff for scene change)  

Vincent: Right, the party’s over, let’s get this mess cleared up. I want the dance floor swept, 

take any left-over wine to the sommelier, any left-over food can go to the kitchens 

and you can help yourselves. (He starts to leave SL but turns back) Although, save 

me a bit of that trifle if you would, I’m gonna need it before this night is out! 

(Leaving) But whatever you do, don’t touch the tarts! (Exit) 

Stacey: I think I’m gonna need some coffee…  (Stacey exits SL) 

(Scene change: the palace staff remove anything not needed for the next scene 

and exit.  LFX. lights dim to blackout) 
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Scene 2 – The Tremaine Household 

(LFX. Lights up, interior of a house, darker than the ball, centrally lit with 

darker corners. The table USR is cleared of food, the tablecloth now touches the 

floor. The thrones have been removed and the chair SR. The other chairs are 

still USL.  Enter SR Baroness, Hernia, and Hebephrenia. Hebe is carrying a 

large vase of flowers which she puts on the table, Hernia carries in a cake and 

knife which also goes on the table, stage centre of the flowers. They stay SR 

fussing over how they look) 

Hebe:  Are you sure it's him, mother? 

Hernia: Of course she is, stupid! Of course it's the Prince! 

Hebe:  He's come for me, at last! 

(The sisters begin to argue until the Baroness cuffs each of them) 

Baroness: Shut up the pair of you. Show some decorum. 

(The Baroness gives the table cloth one last smooth and checks it reaches the 

floor) 

Vincent: (Off stage) How many houses is this, your highness? 

Prince:  We’ll try every house until I find my heart, my angel, again. 

(Vincent, Prince, and Stacey enter SL. Vincent Moves SC to introduce Prince) 

Vincent: His Royal Highness, Prince Charming the Third of – 

Baroness: We know who he is, you stupid little man. Welcome, welcome your highness to our 
humble home. 

(Baroness, and the sisters move forward to curtsy and simper, Prince moves SC 

to acknowledge them) 

Baroness: To what honour do we owe this visit? 

Stacey: (Stays SL) Like you didn't know? You and every skirt in the kingdom have been 
stuck to their windows like bubble gum waiting for his Fancy-ness to arrive. 

Baroness: And why are you here? 

Prince: We are looking for a missing person and this great detective is on the case! He’s like 
a faithful bloodhound following the scent. 

Hebe:  Oh, how thrilling! 

Stacey: Hardly.  It's been tiring and has involved more feet than I ever wanted to see in my 

lifetime. Most with scents you wouldn't want to follow. 

Prince:  Vincent, the shoe. 



 

(Vincent produces the glass slipper, wrapped in a velvet cloth) 

Hebe:  Why, that's my shoe! 

Hernia: The heck it is! I know my dancing shoe when I see it. 

Stacey:  Here we go again. 

(Vincent protects the shoe as the girls scrap between themselves) 

Prince:  Ladies, ladies please.  

Baroness: (Hissing) Girls! Decorum! 

(The girls stop fighting) 

Stacey:  At least they walk to heel when called. 

Vincent: Shall we commence with the trying of the shoe? I would really like to finish for the 
day, your Highness. 

Prince: We shall finish when we find her! But yes, by all means get on with it, Vincent. 

(Prince sits USL. Vincent presents the shoe to Hebephrenia. She slips off her 

own shoe and stands on one foot, wobbling badly) 

Baroness: Surely you don't expect a lady to try a shoe like this? You, sleuth-hound, fetch a 

chair. 

Stacey:  I ain't the one who looks like they should be playing fetch, lady. 

(Stacey takes a chair from SL. He goes to place it SC) 
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Baroness: No! Put it here in front of the table. Let's give the girls a little privacy, shall we? 

(Hebephrenia makes a great show off fluttering at the Prince and sitting to try 

on the shoe. Baroness positions herself to block the view of Prince and Vincent, 

Baroness heartlessly insists Hebe try the shoe and force her foot into it. It’s 

obvious that she is in pain but Baroness looming over her frightens her to force 

the shoe on) 

Hebe: (Ecstatically) It fits! It fits! Now we can be together, my Prince! (She stands and 

limps a few paces, holding out her arms to the Prince) 

Prince:  (Not sounding very keen) Really? Are you sure? 

Hebe: I am! I am! It is I! I...Ai! Ai...get it off, get it off, it's killing me! Aaaaaah! (She 

collapses back on the chair) 

Stacey:  I'm guessing it don't fit. 

http://www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/dame-performance/


 

Baroness: Thank you, detective.  

Prince:  Next. 

Hebe:  No, you can't! We are meant to be together. Tell me your heart felt it too. 

Stacey:  Like heartburn. 

Prince:  Next! 

(Hebe stands and is pushed SR by Hernia who sits, looking keen) 

Prince:  Vincent, you do it this time. 

Vincent: You want me to try on the shoe? 

Prince:  No, I want you to fit it on the – girl. 

(Vincent looks relieved but still less than pleased. He takes the shoe and kneels in 

front of Hernia. Baroness stealthily swipes the knife off the table) 

Hernia: Push, man, push, go on; make an effort. 

Vincent: Madam, I really don't think it will fit. 

(The Prince starts to look restless) 

Baroness: Let me try; maybe a mother's touch could help? 

(Vincent backs off to SC, to recover, looking relieved. The Baroness once again 

blocks the view of Vincent and Prince) 

Baroness: Listen! Your sister messed this up but you're not going to! Take this! (She tries to 

hand Hernia the knife) Cut off your toes, or a little bit off your heel. When you're 
the princess you won't have to walk anywhere. 

Hernia: (Scared and horrified) Mother...? 

Baroness: (Threateningly) Don’t disobey me. Do it!  (Gives Hernia the knife. Turns to the 

Prince) Her feet are just a little swollen from all the dancing last night. Such a 
wonderful party. 

Hernia: What about my dancing? It's my life, my passion! 

Baroness: Do it. Now! 

Stacey:  Hold it right there! 

(Hernia drops the knife, horrified and scared) 

Vincent: What is happening here? A knife, what were you thinking, madam? It is a serious 
thing to try to deceive the Crown Prince! 

(Hebe moves over far SR and huddles to her sister) 



 

Stacey:  Oh, it's worse than that. These aren't the only girls here, are they? 

Baroness: These are the only 'ladies' of the house: my daughters. 

Stacey: Really? Look at this place, it's spotlessly clean and you three ain't never done an 

honest day’s work in your lives! And there's no money here for extra servants. 
Besides, the town records show 3 young ladies live here. 

Baroness: Well, I – 

Prince:  Madam, be silent! 

(Stacey strides across to the table and lifts up the table cloth, revealing 

Cinderella curled up under the table. Vincent and the Prince gasp. Stacey helps 

her out. The baroness opens her mouth to protest but Stacey cuts her off) 

Stacey: Look at her little hands; you're the cleaner, right doll? And you’re the third little lady. 

(Cinderella nods) 

Stacey:  What's your name? 

Cinderella: Cinderella. 

Prince:  Well, that can't be right. The girl said her name was Midnight. 

Cinderella: I said Midnight because the clock struck 12 and I had to go. 

Prince:  What did you say?  

Stacey: Get to trying that shoe, sweet cheeks. 

(Cinderella sits and removes her big boots, and slips on the shoe) 

Stacey:  Well, what do you know, it fits like a glove. 

Vincent: How? It's a shoe. 

Prince:  Really? Could it be true? 

Stacey:  It's time to come clean, Cindy. 

Cinderella: But I've cleaned everywhere already. 

Stacey:  No, confess! 

Cinderella: (In a loud voice, as if confessing to something important) I don't have any friends 
except a small mouse called Bob that I feed my breakfast to. 

(Pause. Prince and Vincent are uncomfortable, Baroness and sisters roll their 

eyes) 

Hebe:  You not having any friends is hardly a news flash. 



 

Cinderella: Ok, I used to dream about having my own rock band called Cindy and the Brooms 
and making music videos! 

Hernia: Wicked! Can I do your choreography?  

Stacey: Give me strength. No! You were the girl at the ball, right? You danced with him and 
ran away. 

Prince:  Ran away with my heart! But is it really you? 
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(Stacey takes off Cinderella's thick glasses and fluffs her hair a bit, then spins 

her towards the Prince, who looks at her from the feet up) 

Prince:  It is you! 

Stacey:  Geeze Louise. The scary thing is this is the monarchy. 

Vincent: You, Madam, can come with me! Guards! Guards, put his one in custody. 

(Vincent grabs Baroness by the arm and marches her off SL, followed by the 

sisters) 

Hebe: We’re victims here, too. She kept us prisoners! Oh, it was terrible, horrible even! 

Hernia: We had no choice, no freedom. 

Stacey: (To Prince) Excuse me, your Royal Happiness, I need to borrow the kid for moment. 

(Stacey and Cinderella move DSR) 

Stacey:  So spill it, kid. 

Cinderella: I don't like spills. 

Stacey:  Tell me what happened last night. (Gets out notebook and pencil) 

Cinderella: My stepmother wouldn’t let me go to the ball and locked me in the kitchen again. I 
was crying and talking to Bob when my fairy godmother arrived. 

Stacey:  Your fairy-what-now? 

Cinderella: My fairy godmother! Oh, she was wonderful, she set me free and gave me a beautiful 
dress and did my hair. 

Stacey:  What did this Fairy Godmother look like? 

Cinderella: To be honest, I don't see well without my glasses, and my glasses had disappeared the 

day before. Thank you. (She takes the glasses back from Stacey) I found them this 
morning in the pumpkin patch. A bit of mystery, really. 
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Stacey: Hmmm. So this Godmother dolls you up and sends you off to the ball. And all that 
midnight nonsense? 

Cinderella: She told me to leave the ball by midnight, that's all. Maybe the magic ran out at the 
start of a new day. The mice would turn back to normal size. 

Stacey:  The mice would what now? 

Cinderella: She gave me a carriage made from a pumpkin, and 5 white mice to drive it; only they 
were bigger, about this high. (Indicates height) 

Stacey:  You got any magic mushrooms in that pumpkin patch? 

Cinderella: I'm telling the truth, sir. Can I go now, please Mr Detective? (Looking over at the 

prince) 

Stacey: Sure. (Stops her) Hey, kid, are you sure about this? (He nods towards the preening 

prince) He didn't even recognise you or know your name. 

Cinderella: (She studies the prince for a moment then leans in to Stacey) It's true, he needs a 

lot of work, but I'm a sucker for a fixer-upper. And he does have a certain charm, 
don’t you think? 

(Cinderella grins at Stacey and then smiles at the Prince, who dashes across the 

stage and grabs the flowers out of the vase) 

Prince:  Let us away, my sweet Sarsaparilla. 

Cinderella: (Taking the flowers and brushing off his shirt/waistcoat) It's Cinderella. But let's 

go, Charming. 

(Cinderella and Prince exit SL arm in arm. Stacey takes out his handkerchief 

and carefully picks up the knife) 

Stacey:  I still say ‘Charming’ is a matter of opinion. 5 white mice, eh? Hmm. (Exit SL) 

(Enter SL Vincent followed by the palace staff) 

Vincent: Right, collect anything that might be evidence. That vase will have fingerprints! Spit 
spot, quickly, I need to get back to the palace. I’ve had quite enough fun for one day! 

(Vincent exits SL. The palace staff remove anything not needed for the next 

scene and exit SL.  LFX. Lights fade to black out) 

 

  



 

Scene 3 – Stacey’s Office 

(LFX. Lights up on Stacey's office. The table is now bare, with one chair USL. 

Stacey enters SL carrying a pile of files which he dumps on the desk then moves 

the chair round behind the table and sits) 

Stacey: I'm gonna need a whole pot of coffee to get me through this lot. (Calling offstage) 
Hey, any chance of a cup of joe for a hardworking detective? 

Voice:  (Offstage) I'll send some right in, boss.   

(Stacey starts to open the files and look through the papers. After a moment, 

Snow White enters SL and walks / sashays over to the desk. Stacey doesn't look 

up) 

Stacey:  Thanks, doll. Put it right there on the desk. 
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(Snow perches herself on the edge of the desk. Stacey looks up in surprise) 

Snow:  Hello, Patrick, miss me? 

Stacey:  Should I call for back up? 

Snow:  No.  

Stacey:  And I'm pretty sure it says ‘Detective Inspector Stacey’ on my door. 

Snow:  So I did a little home work.  

Stacey:  What do you want, Snow White. 

Snow:  (Laughs a little) Oh, I have a list. 

Stacey:  And am I on it?  

Snow: (Nods her head) But in a good way. The case all wrapped up? Is it all ‘happy ever 

after’ at the Palace? 

Stacey: Hmm. It appears so. Just a few loose ends. (Leaning back in the chair) Funny, I did 

a little homework too and your name came up on my list. 

Snow:  Now how about that? What a coincidence. 

Stacey: I don't believe in coincidences, Ms White. And I don't believe Cinderella's story about 
no white mice and magic pumpkins. 

Snow:  You think she's lying? Or touched in the head? 

Stacey: I think she ain't too bright. And doesn't see so well without her glasses, (leaning 

forward onto the table) which I happen to know went missing the day before the 
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ball. You say you and your men arrived at 8 on the night of the ball, but you were 

seen with only 2 of them. That leaves 5 little guys to be doing Grimm only knows 
what. 

Snow: Why the attitude, Stacey? What do you suspect me of? (Getting off the desk) Wanna 
frisk me, Stacey? Wanna pat me down, Pat? 

Stacey: No need. If you wanted to do away with me, there are 7 little ways you could make it 

look like an accident. Maybe like the one your late husband had. A mining accident 

wasn't it? 

Snow: Yes, it was. (Slight pause, a slight shrug) He wanted what was mine. It was a 

tragedy but, marrying a much older man, one kind of expects widowhood. 

Stacey: You are one cool lady, Snow White. But your husband's accident is an old case; it's 

this one that interests me. You're Prince Charming's godmother, right? 

Snow:  I told you I was. 

Stacey:  But what you didn't tell me was that you are also Cinderella's godmother! 

(Snow moves towards SC, Stacey gets up and moves around to the front of the 

desk) 

Stacey: Cinderella's story about white mice reminded me of the white stuff I saw on the face 

of one of your men - doughnut frosting my ass! It was white make up.  You created 
this whole fantasy scenario for her to get her to the ball, didn’t you? So tell me why. 

Snow: Cinderella’s mother was my dearest friend. Before she died, I promised I would take 

care of Cinderella. But then her father married that awful woman. If you want to look 

into husbands dying, try that case! 

Stacey:  Nothing could be proved. 

Snow: Because she knew what she was doing! He wasn't the first husband to "tragically" 

meet an early grave. Then, a few months ago, I started to get reports about 

Cinderella's life and it made me lose my cool. She is such a good kid; she didn't 
deserve to be a slave to those hard-boiled harpies. 

Stacey: And the Prince’s ball presented a more humane way to change her story. No accidents 
this time, hypothetically.  

Snow: Yes, it did. I know what it takes to make a happy ending, Stacey, and it ain't no 
bibadee bobadee boo. You have to take control and write your own story in this town! 

Stacey:  And what about all that midnight nonsense? 

Snow: You, of all people, know the creeps and freeps that hang around after hours; I wanted 

her home. 

Stacey:  I get it. You wanted her safe. 

(Snow nods) 

Snow:  The world feels cold to me, Stacey. How do you keep your hope alive? 



 

Stacey: I light a candle and think of things to be grateful for. (Stacey moves to her SC and 

hands her one) 

Snow:  You got a light, mister? 

(Stacey lights her candle) 

Snow:  It smells like vanilla, like ice cream. 

(SFX. music starts to play softly) 

Snow:  You have a radio on? 

Stacey: That’s Sam’s Bar across the street. If it’s happy hour at Sam’s already, I really am 
working late. 

Snow: Dance with me, Stacey. (She puts the candle on the desk) 

Stacey: Well, I ain’t much of a dancer; just a flat-footed cop. 

Snow: You can shuffle in time to the music can’t you? I’ll lead (holds out her hands). 

Stacey You’ve lead me enough of a dance already. 
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(They dance together) 

Stacey:  So the Snow ain't so cold after all.    

Snow: Anytime you want to play with a little snow, you let me know. I have a nice place in 
the mountains. 

Stacey:  You have a country in the mountains. 

Snow: I do. You never know, maybe the snow will melt and we can have a touch of spring, 
you and I. 

Stacey:  Maybe.  

(They dance together some more) 

Stacey: Say, you wanna make like a banana and split? Maybe get you some real vanilla ice 

cream. I know a good place downtown. 

Snow: Sure. (Blows out candle) Why not? You know, you’re real good at this good cop / 

bad cop thing. 

(Stacey offers Snow his arm and they leave SL) 

Stacey:  Well, doll, if the shoe fits… 
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(Exit. Music plays to curtain) 


