
Blackwing, Speak true and Queen 

QUEEN.  (Surveying Audience) Black Wing. They’re booing me! (Notices Gnomes reacts 
to words spelt) 

 
BLACK W.  I’m so sorry, Your Majesty. (Ineffectually to Audience.) Sssh! Sssh!  
 
QUEEN.  (Elbowing BLACK WING out of the way) SILENCE! (She waits until the 

booing starts to subside.) You’re supposed to be here to appreciate my extreme 
and wonderous beauty!  Any more of that nonsense and I’ll turn you all into toads! 
(Sniffs.) Black Wing! 

 
BLACK W.  Yes, Your Majesty? 
 
QUEEN.  There’s a nasty smell of Fairy in here. 
 
BLACK W.  A fairy smell? 
 
QUEEN.  I can’t abide a fairy. Perfume, Black Wing, perfume! 
 
 (BLACK WING gives her a couple of sprays with an atomiser.)  
 
 That’s better... Now, pay attention you lot and you’ll learn what real beauty is all 

about. Watch this - 
 
 (To Mirror.) Mirror, mirror on the wall, 
 Who is the most gorgeously staggeringly statuesquely beautiful of them all? 
 
 (MUSIC and LX crossfade as SPEAK TRUE is revealed in the mirror.)  
 
SPEAK T.  I am Speak True, the mirror on the wall. 
 From hereabouts in Little Waltham to the mountains in Nepal – 
  
QUEEN.  Yes?! 
 
SPEAK T. Your radiant beauty knows no compare –  
 
QUEEN.  (Delightedly) I know!  My eyes, my teeth, my lovely hair –  
 
SPEAK T.  But only till the morn doth break anew – 
 
QUEEN.  (Startled) What do you mean “only till the morn doth break anew”? 
 
SPEAK T.  I am Speak True, I cannot tell a lie, 
 And when Snow White turns eighteen, you’ll be eating humble pie. 
 
QUEEN.  (To SPEAK TRUE.) I’ll end this farce - I’ll smash your glass,  

I won’t hear another word! 
How can this be? Speak plain to me, 
For what you say’s absurd! 
(Lights start to fade on SPEAK TRUE.) 
Hey, come back, come back!  
 
(Tabs close over mirror.) 
 



BLACK W.  I think it meant that, tomorrow, when Snow White turns eighteen, she will, officially 
at least, be more beautiful than you. 

 
QUEEN.  (A beat) Black Wing, would you like me to turn you into a little black spider and 

then pull your legs off one by one? 
 
BLACK W.  No, Your Majesty. 
 
QUEEN.  Then shut up! 
 
BLACK W.  Yes, of course Your Majesty. 
 
QUEEN.  That snivelling little step daughter, Princess Snow White. How I hate her. Fancy 

turning eighteen, when I’m… Well there’s no need to go into that just now. 
Anyway, at the very least, we can cancel tomorrow night’s ridiculous birthday 
party! 

 
BLACK W.  But the Princes have already been invited. 
 
QUEEN.  Then un-invite them. Send out messengers immediately. 
 
BLACK W.  Yes, certainly Your Majesty. 
 
QUEEN.  And when you’ve done that, find me the wickedest pair of thugs you can. I’ll fix my 

little step daughter once and for all.  
 
BLACK W.  Yes, absolutely Your Majesty, with the greatest of pleasure. I shall find you two 

perfectly horrible people. 
 
QUEEN.  Excellent!  I’m quite looking forward to tomorrow. I’m looking forward to seeing 

Snow White’s sad little face when she hears her party’s been cancelled! And I’m 
looking forward to a world without her – a world where my beauty – and only my 
beauty - reigns supreme! 

 
 


