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(Enter the KING and ESME. They are doing up their clothes and looking dishevelled and post coitus) 
KING
Splendid. Splendid. Well, there we are. How was that for you? Perfect, I imagine. No, no, no need to thank me. All part of the service. I do seem to get better and better every time though, don't I? Amazing, that's the only word for it. Must be those oysters, even though one of them was off.

ESME
You're certainly getting quicker.

KING
Why, thank you. I tell you, there's no beating about the bush with me. 

ESME
Yes, I noticed. 

KING
D'yer know, I think I'd see off every one of those young bucks down at the stable in a minute. 

ESME
Yes, a minute seems about right.

KING
The point is, you have to think of a woman's needs, not just your own. A woman needs to...

ESME
be able to breathe?

KING
No, no. A woman needs to be feel... appreciated. Now that's enough harking on about me. How was it for you, my dear?

ESME
Marvellous, my lord. I couldn't ask for anything more.

KING
Exactly my feeling. Not too rough, was I?

ESME
No. It was perfect. As always.

KING
Thought so. Life in the old dog yet, eh?

ESME
Of course.

KING
Anyway. Must be off. Affairs of state. Couple of hangings to arrange. Oh, and that village to be razed. Honestly these people will never learn will they? Harbouring the devil again. Just because you can't see or hear him doesn't mean he's not there. By the by, once the fire dies down, coincidentally, it'll be the  perfect place for my new stables. Still. It's an ill wind, as they say.

ESME
Do you have to go so soon?

KING
Eh? What? Not with you. 

ESME
I thought we might just talk for a while. I have some ale.

KING
Talk? What about?

ESME
About us.

KING
Us. What do you mean, us? 

ESME
There's you. And there's me. And then there's us.

KING
Lost you on the third one. There's me. And you. There's no actual us, is there?

ESME
We have been together for nearly a year.

KING
Together? Really? I didn't realise we were together. Apart from when we're...

ESME
I thought you might want to know a little more about me.

KING
I think I know pretty much everything, don't I? You're a woman, I'm 100% sure on that one, eh?. A spinster, albeit a very pretty one. You live in a hovel. Missed the boat marriage-wise probably. What else should I know?

ESME
My dreams, my ambitions, my life.


KING
Ambitions. Ambitions. You're a peasant. Your ambition, I would imagine, is to get through the winter without starving to death. Perhaps you might fancy a hovel with fewer draughts, a new table, a new bed. By the way, that one has become awfully creaky. I'll send someone down.

ESME
I thought, one day, you might want to marry me.

(The KING laughs loudly and uproariously)
KING
Classic, classic! 

ESME
I'm not joking.

KING
Oh, I see. Not Joking. Sorry. Marry you? I don't think so.

ESME
A man who takes advantage of a single woman must surely know she hopes that one day.. there will be love, and marriage maybe.

KING
Really? No one told me. 

ESME
You say such nice things before...

KING
Oh, take no notice of that. One does, doesn't one, in the heat of the moment. What you don't seem to understand is that being a king is a jolly expensive business. You're lucky to be living in a hovel - no overheads, d'you see, mmm, d'you see?  I have a castle, servants, knights, squires. Do you know what wood costs these days, and charcoal? If I put up taxes I never hear the end of it. No, when I marry it will no doubt be to some hideous old crone in her twenties who just happens to have a cellar full of gold pieces, lucky woman. 

ESME
You said you loved me.

KING
Of course, but that was... before.

ESME
So you don't really love me at all?

KING
All this talk of love. Nobody marries for love, woman. This is real life. It's not a fairy tale. We must live for the moment. Grasp the brief flash of joy in the morass of misery and pain. Look, tell you what, here's a few coins for you (He throws some coins to the floor)  I'd give you more, but I never carry small change.

ESME
I am not that sort of woman, my lord.

KING
No? Ah well, have it your own way. (Picks up the coins). Waste not. Want not. We wouldn't want tittle tattle in the village, would we? Look, honestly, I would marry you in a trice, if you had money. I mean real money. Tell you what, if you can spin all this straw on the floor into gold, I'll  see what I can do. 

ESME
You cannot spin wool into gold. It's not possible.

KING
Oh I see. Not possible. Well, if you're not prepared to put yourself out a little, then, I'm afraid marriage is almost entirely out of the question. At most, I could bump you up to Mistress Number Three. How would that suit?

ESME
I do love you.

KING
Yes, well, you would, wouldn't you? I'm the king. Even those devil worshippers in the village love me. Anyway. This is all very interesting, but I'm afraid I don't have any more time. Goodbye.


(The KING gives ESME an awkward kiss and leaves. ESME sinks to the floor and weeps. RUMPEL enters)
RUMPEL
Oh, don't cry, don't cry, dear. I happened to be standing by the window when I heard you sobbing. Is there anything I could help you with? Anything at all?

ESME
Who are you?

RUMPEL
Just a passing goblin. Nothing more.

ESME
You're so small and so ugly

RUMPEL
Yes, thanks for reminding me of that. I was kind of hoping I'd grown tall and handsome overnight. Apparently not, it seems.

ESME
Get out of my house.

RUMPEL
You know, that's what I like about the poor. They don't have a bean, but there's always a hearty welcome by their fireside.

ESME
Will you please get out of my house.

RUMPEL
Of course. Never stay where you're not wanted, that's always been my philosophy. And that takes in just about... everywhere.

ESME
I'm a friend of the king. He'll send soldiers, if you don't get out.

RUMPEL
Friend, is it? Hmm, not sure that's what I'd call it. Still, if you don't want to hear my proposition, I'll waste no more of your time. 

(RUMPEL walks towards the door)
ESME`
Proposition?

RUMPEL
I can help you with the whole transmogrification of straw into gold thing.

ESME
It can't be done.

RUMPEL
If that's what you believe, I'll waste no more of your time. Good day.

ESME
Are you saying you really can spin straw into gold?

RUMPEL
People don't generally invite me into their homes - due to the aforementioned ugly and short appearance business. So as I wander my lonely path, my only comfort is to listen at doors to the comforting sound of human voices. Voices talking about straw, gold and such like.

ESME
You can do it?

RUMPEL
Yes.

ESME
And you'll do it for me?

RUMPEL
Absolutely. For a price.

ESME
What price?

RUMPEL
Oh, I don't know. What have you got that's worth anything? What about that bracelet?

ESME
It was a present from my mother.

RUMPEL
Oh no, stop, stop,  I'm not sure I can hold back the tears. They're welling up, as I speak. It's such a shame though, isn't it, that it's such cheap tat. Utterly worthless. I hope I haven't broken your heart.

ESME
If it's worthless, why do you want it?

RUMPEL
Because. Because I can pretend my dear mother gave it to me. You see, when I was born I was so malformed, so grotesque, she made my father take me away deep into woods where he was supposed to cut my throat and leave me to die. But my father, poor man, didn't have the heart. So instead he just left me in a clearing to starve to death. Yeah, thanks for that, Dad. Pretty soon I was surrounded by wolves. But, miracle of miracles, they didn't eat me. Instead they brought me up as one of their own. I learned to speak their language: AAROO! That's me telling my dad to bring some rabbit for tea.

ESME
What a terrible thing to happen.

RUMPEL
Yes. It would be, wouldn't it, if it were true. It's more just a story I tell, so people will feel sorry for me, so they don't throw rocks and drive me out of their horrible ugly, smelly, putrid villages. Not immediately anyway.

ESME
That's sad.

RUMPEL
Isn't it? And of course when they notice half their silver and gold has gone missing, they're less sympathetic. And who do they blame?

ESME
You, I suppose.

RUMPEL
Oh God no. They blame the old lady in the woods. I tell them she's a witch and is enchanting their gold away and, while they're gathering the wood to burn her, I sneak away with the rest of their gold and silver. Plus a couple of babies if they're lying around.

ESME
That's horrible. You're a horrible goblin.

RUMPEL
Oh, pul...ease, they've got babies coming out of their ears. Not literally, of course. Anyway if they weren't so keen on seeing an old woman burn to death, they'd take better care of their offspring, wouldn't they?

ESME
You should be ashamed of yourself.

RUMPEL
Me!!!  Listen, I'm the victim here. I never asked to be small and ugly. Not only that but (Wipes away the imaginary tears) i suffer from a borderline personality disorder.

ESME
A what?

RUMPEL
A borderline personality disorder. Bit of a mouthful, isn't it? I think I preferred it when they just called me evil. Can't get the benefits though, can you?

ESME
I've heard enough. Please go.

RUMPEL
You see, this is exactly the kind of unthinking prejudice I'm up against.  Here I am, offering to spin all this straw into gold in exchange for a crummy old bracelet that I don't like, desire or need, and, instead of a small round of applause, you toss me out into the street empty handed.

ESME
Can you really do it? Spin all this straw into gold?

RUMPEL
Just because I happen to be a pathological liar, you seem to think it's acceptable not to believe a single word I say. That's the kind of goblinest attitude I've had to put up with every day of my life. Besides, you don't really have a choice, do you? Not if you intend to nail that half-wit of a king. So, give me the bracelet. I'll get started and you can get off to bed. Well, go on then. Some of us members of hard-working families have work to do. 

(Exit RUMPEL. Fade. Lights up on ESME and the KING emerge, post-coitally)
KING
Ah, splendid, splendid. Nothing like a few mighty hip thrusts to get you started in the morning.

ESME
You took all the gold.

KING
Oh for goodness sake, woman, do you think of nothing but money. It's such an obsession with the poor. They can't seem to think of anything  else.

ESME
I thought you might leave me just a little. Just enough to see me through the winter.

KING
The harvests were good last year, weren't they? I don't notice anyone starving around here.

ESME
More sheep, more lambs, more wool, more spinsters. The price of yarn has plummeted. I have barely enough food for a month or more.

KING
Really? That's strange. I feel sure I abolished boom and bust years ago. It was one of my first royal decrees. What you don't seem to understand is that I have overheads. My servants, for some reason, seem to get very indignant when I omit to pay them. I tell them, what do you need money for, you've got your hovels, your vegetable patches, free firewood, a hour off for football on a Sunday and, to cap it all, no actual responsibilities. No point in having money if you've no time to spend it. You, young lady,  should try being king once in a while.

ESME
If I cannot feed myself, how can I feed a baby?

KING
You don't have a baby, do you? I've never heard one.

ESME
No, not yet, but I will do. I am with child.

KING
Really? Well, don't look at me. It's your own fault. If you insist on having a roll in the hay with the boys from the village, this is precisely the type of thing that can happen. People never seem to learn.

ESME
I have only slept with one man.

KING
Really. And who was he, the rascal?

ESME
You. The child is yours.

KING
Mine? Oh, no, no, no, I don't think so.

ESME
Why not? We have lain together enough times.

KING
I am the king. I have royal blood. Whereas you... you have peasant blood. You can't mix the two, d'yer see, mmm, d'yer see. Now how can I put this simply enough for you to understand. Imagine I send my emissary to make a treaty with a nation on our northern borders and when they got there, the country was run by grapefruit.

ESME
Grapefruit?

KING
Wouldn't work, d'yer see, mmm, d'yer see? Entirely different things humans and fruit. So even if the royal emissions encountered the peasant eggs, there would be no rapprochement, no détente. No, no, you've just had some boy round and forgotten about it.

ESME
I have never slept with any man but you.

KING
Oh come along dear, do you really expect me to believe that?

ESME
Yes. Because it's true. There is no boy. There is no man. Just you. This is your child. I assumed...

KING
You assumed. You assumed. You assumed what? That I would marry you in a leafy bower showered with rose petals. That you would be my one and only queen. Have I ever, ever, given you the slightest indication that such a thing could happen?

ESME
No. But if you were a man, you would stand by me

KING
I don't think I like the tone of your voice, young lady. Have you forgotten to whom you speak. I am the king. Besides, I have no funds for a marriage. That gold you spun before didn't go very far, barely paid for the larks' tongues. Of course, if you could spin all the straw in the stable into gold, then that might change things. In those circumstances, I might, just might,  be able to come up with a proposition to our mutual satisfaction.  Anyway can't spend all day chatting. You haven't got anything more interesting to say have you?

ESME
No, my Lord.

KING
Thought not. I'll be on my way then (He kisses her awkwardly). I do... you know... quite like you. You're not at all that bad, you know, compared to those cackling harpies surrounding the queen. Good day.

(The KING exits and RUMPEL sneaks in)

RUMPEL
Has he gone?

ESME
Yes.

RUMPEL
More straw into gold, is it?

ESME
All the straw in the stable.

RUMPEL
Doesn't want much this king of yours, does he?

ESME
Will you...

RUMPEL
Of course, of course, if the price is right.

ESME
What do you want?

RUMPEL
What have you got?

ESME
Nothing.

RUMPEL
What about that necklace?

ESME
My mother gave that necklace to me the night she died. I've never taken it off. It's the last thing I have to remember her by.

RUMPEL
They were peasants weren't they, your parents? If I were you, I'd forget  all about them. Everyone else has. 

ESME
Yes, I could do that. I could forget them - if I were someone like you. Thank God I'm not.

RUMPEL
Sentiment. All very lovely. Doesn't pay the bills though, does it?

ESME
This necklace means everything to me and nothing to you. It has no value outside that door.

RUMPEL
I know. But it's the necklace or nothing.

ESME
Don't you have a heart?

RUMPEL
You see, you see, that's the kind of mindless bigotry I have to put up with. Of course I have a heart. It's half way down my left leg next to my liver. Got me through a fair amount of scrapes that has. They think they've stabbed me in the heart but they've nowhere near. 

ESME
Do you get many people trying to stab you in the heart?

RUMPLE
Comes with the territory. You get used to it.

ESME
I suppose I have no choice. Here. Look after it please.


(ESME hands him the necklace)
ESME
I don't understand. If you can spin gold from straw, why don't you just become rich and live in a castle.

RUMPEL
I could. But can you imagine how boring that would be. That's the problem with the king. He thinks he has everything he wants, but he doesn't. He never has any fun. He's bored. Whereas me, I have all the fun in the world.

ESME
By hurting people.

RUMPEL
Oh, I don't just hurt people. I confuse them. I scare them. I mock them. I tie them up in knots and make a nice big bow on top of their heads.

ESME
I can't see the fun in that.

RUMPEL
That's because you're a beautiful innocent young girl. How would a creature like you have, or be, any fun, ever? I don't understand why men are always looking for virgins. Virtue is so dull, so very dull. 

ESME
I'm sorry to be such a disappointment. 

RUMPEL
Not your fault. Anyway, it's going to be a long night. The sooner I start, the sooner I finish. If you need me I'll be in the stable spinning gold. Oh, and there's no need to thank me.

ESME
I had no intention of thanking you. You have your reward.

RUMPEL
Oh yes I do, don't I? That piece of worthless crap.

(ESME and RUMPEL exit to either side of the stage. As RUMPEL exits he casually tosses the necklace away. Fade)

(The KING and ESME emerge from the back room post coitally. ESME is very pregnant)
KING
Gosh, that was a bit uncomfortable, wasn't it? Like making love to a pumpkin. (addressing the audience) and that rumour was a lie. I never touched that pumpkin. So. I think I'll probably give it a miss for a couple of weeks, if you don't mind. Either that or I'll get my men to rig up some sort of harness. Anyway you can get word to me when you're ready, you know, to get started again.

ESME
I think the baby's coming.

KING
Oh crikey, I'd better be off then. Can't stand all that screaming nonsense. Used to put wax in my ears when the queen was producing. All that for another girl. Complete waste of time. Do you need a bucket of hot water, stick to bite on, that sort of thing?

ESME
I need the midwife.

KING
I'll send for one. If I remember. So many affairs of state these days, things tend to slip my mind. Just a thought before I go. You do know I've had twelve daughters, don't you. And only three of them survived, God be praised. The Queen's worn out. I'm not sure she's going to make it next time. Last one was a horror. I had to go and spend the night in the Black Horse. So. If this... thing survives, and happens to be a boy, well...  

ESME
I have no say in that.

KING
No, but let's just say, for argument's sake, it is a boy, and, once you've had a little lie down and a rest, you could wind up the old spinning wheel and get to work on the straw in the barn. 

ESME
All of it?

KING
Then, of course, if something should happen to the queen...

ESME
What do you mean?

KING
The stairs to her chambers are rather steep. If she should, God forbid, take a tumble... then there would be an empty place on the throne next to mine. So if all those things came to pass...

ESME
You'd marry me.

KING
Yes. (Half-heartedly, pronounced ye..E..E..S)
ESME
You know, all my life, I've dreamed of a day when a man would go down on his knees and ask me to marry him. 

KING
If I went down on my knees. I'd never get up again.

ESME
Somehow, with all these conditions, you've ruined my dream. 

KING
You'll not get a better offer.

ESME
And now you've killed it completely.

KING
Women, never could make sense of them. Never will. (BRUSQUELY) Good day.

(The KING exits and RUMPEL emerges)
RUMPEL
Has he gone?

ESME
Yes. How is it you're always just outside the door when the king leaves?

RUMPEL
What did he want?

ESME
More gold, of course. What else do rich men want? Gold and sex. It's all their tiny little minds can deal with.

RUMPEL
But if you have a boy and a barn full of spun gold, just think - you could be queen.

ESME
For some reason, right now I don't find the idea of being queen particularly appealing. I can't imagine sitting next to that great oaf all day, churning out a boy every year.

RUMPEL
You could get used to it though – the servants, the banquets, the dances, the wine. You'd never be cold again. An hour before you open your eyes, your servants will lay a fire and the flagstones would be warm enough to walk on with your bare feet.

ESME
There's just one small problem.

RUMPEL
Which is?

ESME
I have nothing left to give you. That bracelet and necklace were all I ever had. Now I have nothing, so unless you are prepared to spin a barn full of gold for nothing, I'm afraid you've been wasting your time.

RUMPEL
There is one thing you could give me.

ESME
What?

RUMPEL
The baby.

ESME
What?

RUMPEL
I would do it....  if I can have the baby when it's born. 

ESME
My God, what sort of... creature are you?

RUMPEL
You can have a dozen more when you're queen

ESME
You will never ever come within a mile of my baby.

RUMPEL
You do realise it'll probably be a girl and no use to anyone. Probably won't last the winter anyway. You can't look after a baby. It would be safer with me. Tell the king it was stillborn, or better still, tell him it was a girl.

ESME
Supposing it's a boy? 

RUMPEL
You don't honestly think he'd marry you, do you? The king would whisk him away and let the court ladies raise him. 

ESME
Over my dead body.

RUMPEL
Yes, probably. He wouldn't dream of marrying you, not without the gold. He'd just take the baby away. And one day you'll catch a glimpse of your son riding by on some magnificent steed. He wouldn't look at you, though, arrogant little sod. To him, you'd just be some mad old peasant woman, always shouting at the king. He'd just kick dirt in your face and ride off. 

ESME
I will never, never give anyone my baby. Not you, not the king, no one. If we have to starve to death then so be it. At least I will die with my baby in my arms.

RUMPEL
Oh dear, oh dear, let's not get overly dramatic here. I think, I might have a solution to all this. I will spin all the straw in the barn for you tonight and you won't see me again for a month. And, when I come back, if you can guess my name, I won't touch your baby, and I will never trouble you again.

ESME
Guess your name? 

RUMPEL
You're a clever girl. It can't be that hard, can it? Then you'll have your  baby, and the gold left on the floor of the barn alone will be enough to live on. You could even be queen. Or not. It would be entirely up to you. Not many people get to hold their fate in their own hands like you do, right now.

ESME
All I have to do is guess your name?

RUMPEL
Absolutely

ESME
How can I trust you?

RUMPEL
Oh, I never go back on a bargain. Anyway, who would you rather trust – me or the king?

(Fade. Lights up on ESME and the KING emerge post coital)
KING
Honestly do we have to have that child screaming beside the bed. Puts me right off my stroke. Wouldn't mind if it was a boy. It'd show he had good strong lungs. Baby girls just whine and whinge, whine and whinge. Getting in practice, I suppose, for their poor husbands.

ESME
You said you'd marry me. You said I could move into the castle.

KING
Of course. And all you had to do was produce a boy. But no, that was too much effort. I must say, I feel terribly, terribly let down. So thoughtless of you. And now the queen is with child again. I feel almost certain it will be a boy this time. If not, there's always those stairs. Can't you just leave the girl with a friend whilst I'm here?

ESME
If that's what you desire. I thought you might want to see your daughter.

KING
Why would I want to do that?

ESME
Because she's tiny. Because she's beautiful.

KING
Really, looks a bit cross-eyed to me. I can't believe she's one of mine.

ESME
She has your eyes. I think if you looked into them, you might love her.

KING
Unlikely. Anyway, I've left you plenty of gold to look after her. A lot of men wouldn't do that.

ESME
A few strands

KING
There's beggars in the street who'd give their right arm for a few strands of gold. If they had a right arm, of course. I don't know what they do with their arms, these people.

ESME
I wish, just once in a while, you'd show me a little respect. That you had some feelings for me.

KING
Look. I don't need to come down here to be nagged. I have a queen who does that perfectly well at home.  I come here to relax a little. To have a little joy in my life. Don't spoil a beautiful thing.

ESME
Is that what we have?

KING
Of course. Anyway, time I was going. Good day.


(The KING exits)
ESME
(To the baby) the only beautiful thing around here is you.

RUMPEL
Gone has he?

ESME
You don't waste time!

RUMPEL
Did you miss me while I was away. Doesn't a month simply fly by when you're having fun?

ESME
I wouldn't know. 

RUMPEL
And how is little Erica. Who's a pretty girl then. Coochi, coochi coo. So petit. So pretty. And all mine.


ESME
I was hoping that we could come to some agreement

RUMPEL
I think, you'll find we already have an agreement.

ESME
I can't let you take my baby

RUMPEL
You don't have a choice.

ESME
I have gold now.

RUMPEL
I don't need gold. I can spin all the gold I could possibly want. No, what I want is this baby. Coochi coo, coochi coo

ESME
What will you do with her?.

RUMPEL
That's my business

ESME
I won't have her hurt.

RUMPEL
Of course not. No one wants damaged goods, do they. Is she clean?  I can't stand smelly babies.

ESME
I've just changed her.

RUMPEL
Good. Come on little Erica. Come to daddy.

(RUMPEL takes the baby in his arms and starts to leave)
ESME
Your name.

RUMPEL
Yes.

ESME
You can't take her if I can guess it.

RUMPEL
That was the deal

ESME
Is your name Moon Unit?
RUMPEL
No.
ESME
Is it Fifi Trixibelle?
RUMPEL
No-oo!.
ESME
Is it  Heavenly Hiraani Tiger Lily?
RUMPEL
You must be joking.
ESME
Is it Petal Blossom Rainbow?
RUMPEL
Not a chance.
ESME
Is it Buddy Bear Maurice?
RUMPEL
I'm not daft.
ESME
Is it Dweezil?
RUMPEL
Definitely not..
ESME
Is it Diezel  ?
RUMPEL
That's worse
ESME
Is it Alabama Gypsy Rose  ?
RUMPEL
Come on.
ESME
Is it Harper Seven ?
RUMPEL
You're not even warm.
ESME
Is it Princess Tiaamii Crystal Esthe?
RUMPEL
Do I look like an idiot?
ESME
Is it Mars Merkaba Thedford ?
RUMPEL
Of course not.
ESME
Is it Bella Vita Bardot Boreanaz Mirabella?
RUMPEL
Hold on. Could be. (Beat) no. Just kidding.
ESME
Is it Oriole Nebula?
RUMPEL
That's just rude.
ESME
Is it True Isabella Summer ?
RUMPEL
You're never going to get it.

ESME
Please don't take her

RUMPEL
We agreed.

ESME
I know. But that was before she was born. It's different now. She's my little Erica.

RUMPEL
No. I think you'll find she's my little Erica.  Say goodbye Erica. Wave goodbye to mummy.

(RUMPEL unlatches the door)

ESME
Please, don't take him, (Pause) Rumpel 

RUMPEL
What did you say?

ESME
I said. Please don't take him, Rumpel

RUMPEL
It's not enough.

ESME
How about Rumpelstilt?

RUMPEL
Nobody knows my name.

ESME
Really? Nobody at all? Rumpel-stilt-skin?

RUMPEL
(Stamping his foot) You lied, you cheated, you rotten cow, no nasty bitch, you evil two-faced slag. 

ESME
Oh dear, have I said something to upset you, Rumpy?

(ESME gently takes the baby from his arms)


Mine, I think.
RUMPEL
And don't call me Rumpy. I hate Rumpy. Even more than I hate  Rumpelstiltskin.

ESME
When I was very small, my mum used to read to me from a book of fairy tales. And my favourite was one called Rumpelstiltskin. And guess what, it's probably the same book that your mother read before you were born. That's where she got your name.

RUMPEL
Hold on, hold on, that can't be true, because none of this had happened then.

ESME
Yes, but that's the thing about fairy tales. They don't exist in the past or the future. Just in people's heads. Of course in that tale a servant hears  Rumpelstiltskin singing a little song to himself Little does my lady dream,  Rumpelstiltskin is my name. Stretches the imagination a bit, don't you think?
RUMPEL
You cheated me out of my baby.

ESME
My baby. Anyway I did you a favour. You see, the king doesn't care very much about me, or his daughter for that matter. But he does care about his reputation. That's why he has six men watching the door. And he told them, if a goblin comes out holding a baby, they were to chop his head off and stick it on a spike by the portcullis. So then you'd have no baby. And no head. At least this way you get to keep your head.

RUMPEL
You're a cheat and a liar and a bitch.

ESME
Me, a cheat and a liar and a bitch, surely not? I'm just a simple innocent country girl. I don't even know what those words mean. 

RUMPEL
Don't expect me to spin any more straw into gold, ever.

ESME
The king let me keep some this time. Enough for me and Erica to live our lives in a new country. That'll be lovely, won't it darling? Now, get out of my house, or I'll have them chop your head off anyway.


(RUMPEL exits muttering)
ESME
That's better, has the nasty goblin gone, my darling? Did the nasty goblin  scare you? Don't worry, we'll be leaving tomorrow and no one will know where we've gone. And when we get there, I won't have to call you Erica any more. It'll just be, Eric. And it will be just my beautiful, beautiful son Eric and me. And all these silly men can go fuck themselves.

END
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