
Queen Blackwing and Snow White QUEEN.  Fine, fresh apples! Who will buy some apples from a 

penniless, poor old woman? (She lifts hood and speaks to Audience.) It’s me – 

and this time there won’t be any slip ups. One bite of this apple - (Produces it.) 

and Snow White will die…! Yes, you can boo away all you like, but you won’t stop 

me now…! 

 
 (Crossing to door.) Lovely, fine, fresh apples. Who will help a penniless, poor old 

woman? Buy my fresh apples! 
 
SNOW W.  (To Audience) What an amazing coincidence! Here am I, thinking about making 

apple pie – and here’s a poor old woman selling apples! 
 
QUEEN.  (Knocking on door) Is any one at home? 
 
SNOW W.  Maybe I shouldn’t open the door…? But how can a poor old woman hurt me? 

(Opens door.) 
 
QUEEN.  Hello, my dear. 
 
SNOW W.  Hello. 
 
 
QUEEN.  Are you able to help a penniless, poor old woman and buy some of her apples? 
 
SNOW W.  Well, I don’t know –  
 
QUEEN.  Can I come in? (Barges past SNOW WHITE and into cottage.) 
 
SNOW W.  Oh…! Well, I was thinking of making an apple pie.  
 
QUEEN.  Then it’s your lucky day, here are the apples! Would you like to try one? 
 
SNOW W.  Oh, yes! But I suppose I need cooking apples. 
 
QUEEN.  (Tetchily) Cooking apples? 
 
SNOW W.  Yes, I am sorry. 
 
QUEEN.  Cooking apples? You’re lucky to find a penniless, poor old woman with any sort of 

apples at all! 
 
SNOW W.  Oh, dear. How thoughtless of me. Of course, I’ll buy your apples. 
 
QUEEN.  Oh, you are a good girl. Would you like to try one? 
 
SNOW W.  No, no, there’s really no need, I’m happy to buy them. 
 
QUEEN.  But I insist! 
 
SNOW W.  No, no, please – here’s a silver crown. Please take it. 
 
QUEEN.  (Angrily) I don’t want your money! 
 



SNOW W.  I don’t understand. I thought you wanted me to buy your apples. 
 
QUEEN.  Yes, but, but…I mean, (taking coin) that’s very kind of you, my dear. How good 

you are to a poor, penniless old woman. But I’d love to see you take a bite and try 
one! I’d love to see the blush it brings to your cheeks. (Proffering apple.) Here - 
this is the best of the crop. Won’t you take a bite to please a poor old woman? 

 
SNOW W.  Well, if it will make you happy. 
 
QUEEN.  It will, my dear, it will! 
 
SNOW W.  Very well then. It certainly does look very juicy and delicious. 
 
QUEEN.  (Impatiently) Yes, it does, doesn’t it! 
 
SNOW W.  And it’s so red and shiny. 
 
QUEEN.  Yes, Yes  it is red and shiny. 
 
SNOW W.  And it smells lovely and fresh! 
 
QUEEN.  Will you just bite it! Look, like this! (Snatches apple and is about to bite, but 

realises her mistake.) But what am I doing…? I’m so sorry, my dear. Here – you 
first… 

 
SNOW W.  Thank you. (Takes apple and bites.) Oh! But it tastes sour! 
 
QUEEN.  Sour?! Yes, I expect it will! (Throwing off cloak.) Bitter and sour, like the taste in 

my mouth as I’ve watched your beauty grow and grow. But revenge is sweet! Too 
bad your eighteenth birthday will be your last! 

 
SNOW W.  Queen Caligula? What’s happening? I feel so weak! 
 
QUEEN.  You’re dying, Snow White! That’s what’s happening. You’re dying! I’ll press this, 

shall I? This is a real emergency!! (Presses Button.) 
 
 (The siren starts blaring. Lights flash. The QUEEN exits laughing wickedly. 
 
 SNOW WHITE tries to speak but cannot. She faints.  
 
 
QUEEN.  Well, is it done? Is she dead? Did you see them do it? 
 
BLACK W.  I, er, I didn’t see them not do it. 
 
QUEEN.  You didn’t see them not do it? What do you mean by that? 
 
BLACK W.  Well, to be entirely honest, I wasn’t there. 
 
QUEEN.  You weren’t there?!! 
 
BLACK W.  I was being chased by a bear. 
 
QUEEN.  There aren’t any bears in the wood! 



 
BLACK W.  Well, it was the teddy bear’s picnic, you see – 
 
QUEEN.  (Exploding) The teddy bear’s picnic!! 
 
BLACK W.  Honestly, Your Majesty, it was a great big grizzly grumpy bear! I’m lucky to be 

alive! 
 
QUEEN.  (Ominously) We’ll see about that… I gave you one simple instruction, Black 

Wing, one instruction and you’ve failed me! 
 
BLACK W.  I’m sorry your Majesty. 
 
QUEEN.  So where are they now – Bogwort and Stinkwort? 
 
BLACK W.  I don’t know.  
 
QUEEN.  (Mimicking) ‘I don’t know’! Of all the incompetent, snivelling, useless answers – 

they could have taken my money and be anywhere! 
 
 (There is a knock outside.) 
 
 Who’s that? 
 
BLACK W.  (Looking) It’s Bogwort and Stinkwort, Your Majesty! 
 
QUEEN.  They must have done it! Show them in and think yourself lucky – and wait outside 

in case I need you. 
 
 (BLACK WING goes to fetch them.) 
 
 (To Audience) All my plans have fallen into place! We can make this a one act 

show and you, You wretched peasants can all go home at the interval!  
 
 
 

 


