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THE GRIMM BROTHERS' timeless 1812 classic fairy tale of a young, beautiful princess, driven from her kingdom by an attempted murder at the hands of a depraved, vain, power-hungry villain-queen consumed by her own vanity, who is saved by seven dwarves and a handsome prince to exact her rightful revenge on the queen. 

This rendition is NOT the Grimm Brothers’ short and simple version, nor a cute sing-along Disney cartoon or live-action variation. This new witty and goofy spoof comedy is a dramatic, figuratively amplified telling of the Grimm’s story, told in a comical way through the use of redundant tautology and pleonasm, with ironic satire befitting the original storyline. 

In this, we see the obviously untold, sarcastic backstory of the queen and her vain obsession with her beauty, which has had negative consequences for her storyline. And an unwilling tag-along lackey who is forced to endure his queen's obsessive adventures to kill Snow. A realistically naive and airheaded outcast, Princess Snow meets the reality of the world that the Queen had created, and in the process stumbles into a mutually helpful relationship with eleven dwarves. Yes, eleven dwarves, not seven. 

In the meantime, more clarity is presented in our presumably handsome and foolish prince and his faithful servant, who, in Grimm’s wonderful story, spend 10 years wandering the woods looking for a spellbound, semi-dead girl in a glass coffin. Slapstick humor and sarcasm parody the storylines of Grimm’s tale, which differ from that timeless story and will leave you laughing and crying. This creative realization put a new and unique spin on the character’s personality, quirks, behaviors, and challenges, bringing a clever, amusing approach to the story to life. 
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Chapter 1
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ONCE UPON A TIME, WHEN all things enchanting, magical, and mythical and surrounded the world. There lay a kingdom full of those wonders that the world of humans has long since recollected in their feeble minds and considered no more now as legends, folklore, fairy tales, supernatural events, bewitching tales, spellbinding stories of old, and dark occult pasts told to the human civilization or by their grandmothers as bedtime tales. 

In one of those long-forgotten mythical kingdoms in the midwinter, when the snowflakes were falling all about the land like shimmering soft feathers down upon the earth from the heavens. There was a young, intuitive, and beautiful queen doing, of all things, queenly sewing upon an open windowsill, admiring the great heavenly wonders of the snowfall upon the castle grounds and the black-framed windowsill. As she sewed, she looked up at the snowflakes with great intense focus, and then the silly goose pricked her finger with her sewing needle by accident. Three drops of her blood fell upon the white, snow-covered ebony window frame. Then our young queen glanced at the fallen drops of red blood on the freshly snow-covered windowsill. She noted how beautiful the red on the white snow looked, she thought to herself. “If only I had a child as white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as the ebony wood in this window frame. How wonderful it would be.”

Soon afterwards, the young Queen was pregnant, joyful, and full of anticipation, for she remembered her wish for a child as “white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as the ebony wood in her window frame.” In time, she had a little daughter who was, as you would guess, “as white as snow, as red as blood, and as black as the ebony window frame.” The Queen named her Snow, and this child was particularly kind, astonishing in many ways, sweet, humble, very good-hearted, a little overtrusting of people, bluntly naive, and yet just a wee bit airheaded. It would be this particular aspect of that nature that the King and Queen would endeavor to improve upon in their young daughter. The Queen would, for a time, entrust the task to her Lady-In-Waiting. However, that was of no particular benefit to the child, for this Lady-In-Waiting was a beautifully gorgeous, seductively slender, fair olive-skinned, dark shiny brown-haired, captivating green-eyed, overly proud, vain, arrogant, hypnotizingly beautiful, and flat-out, full-blown hottie. None of this quality was of any benefit to a young, considerate-hearted child, so the King and Queen brought in tutors, nannies, and teachers to provide all the necessities a young princess of the kingdom could have in the realm of education and worldly knowledge. 

Like many enchanted stories of this nature, the young queen became very ill. Her Lady-In-Waiting seemingly tried, hardly leaving her side, feeding her, counseling her and the King, bathing her, brushing her hair, blowing her runny nose, and reading stories to her. This vain, arrogant beauty queen made herself indispensable to the King and Queen during these times of peril. However, all was in vain; no magic, enchanted spells, or incantations could save her. None of the doctors, nurses, midwives, witches, warlocks, druids, psychologists, dermatologists, gynecologists, astrologists, paleoecologists, seismologists, scientologists, sociologists, oceanologists, or paralegals could save her. There seems to be in the kingdom some dark and powerful magic moving about the lands when the young Queen was stricken. Although the dude on 7th & T Street in front of the Chinese buffet claimed it was a dark magic spell or hex put on the young Queen's food. However, there was some confusion about whether he was referring to the young Queen’s food or the wild-haired, lazy-eyed Chinese restaurant owner putting a hex on his own food in his restaurant. Nonetheless, nobody really took him seriously; everybody just called him crazy. Or did they, because the buffet closed down shortly afterward? 

Like the men of the times, the King wasted no time in finding a new Queen, and within less than a year of the passing of the young Queen, the King took himself a new wife. I’ll leave you, reader, with one guess who that may be. None other than the Queen’s Lady-In-Waiting! Yes, for all the royal families in the kingdom, there were many beauties among the commoners, along with many other princesses in the surrounding kingdoms. The King, for some vexing reason, chose the Lady-In-Waiting as if there was some strange magic involved, surrounding and tangled in the match between these two. For this new queen had, among many dark issues, as one would say, bad quirks; the biggest was that she could not stand the thought of anyone surpassing her in beauty and fairness. 

Unbeknownst to anyone, the new Queen had for some time a magic mirror that answered any question truthfully, which she kept in the deepest, darkest, dampest, foulest, most infested, and quite dusty part of the castle. But with a little spring cleaning, a can of Raid, a couple of throw pillows, and scented candles, it would be quite a lovely studio. 

When the young Queen was alive, the Lady-In-Waiting would look at herself in this mirror and say, 


“Mirror, mirror, on the wall,”

“Who is these land, is the fairest of all?” 



To this, the mirror would grudgingly reply, for it knew her true heart. It was kept in a place very much like the one where the mirror was hidden: deep, dark, damp, foul, infested, and possibly dusty, figuratively speaking. 


“You, my Lady-In-Waiting, are fair, but there are many who are far more beautiful and fair in the land. Particularly, the young Queen is a hundred times fairer than you.” 



The Lady-In-Waiting would be jealous and green with envy of the mirror's response and all those who were far fairer than her. Among the highest, the young Queen, for her jealousy, turned to dreadful rage. She would toy with ways to remove those without suspicion, for this Lady-In-Waiting would be a lady in waiting for her time. Her time did come; for now she was the queen. 

On the first morning as queen, she stood before the mirror and looked at herself, and said,

“Mirror, mirror, on the wall,”

“Who in the land is fairest of all?”

The mirror grudgingly replied:


“You, my Queen, are fair, but there are many who are far more beautiful and fair in the land.” 





She angrily demanded to know the names of those fair maidens, peasants, or commoners who were more beautiful and fairer than she. Then the mirror provided the names, and the Queen would conjure some wild spell, disease, or poison; have a henchman scare the poor girl; give her wedgies to make her walk funny; magically give them buck teeth, warts, permanent hideously bad breath, or gas; deport their third cousin twice removed; cause continuous bed-wetting; drive the girl's family out of the kingdom with bad ratings on their family business; spread hideous rumors that they have leprosy, or, worst of all, give her a bad case of acne on her butt. 

Then the Queen was satisfied that all the beautiful barmaids, gorgeous washerwomen, appealing royal ladies, three hottie ticket scalpers, and two alluring door-to-door sales ladies were driven off. By the way, thanks to the Queen running off the three scalpers, people had to buy their cheap tickets from the creepy dude and the two slimeballs or the four ugly, bucktoothed, bad-breathed girls with bad acne. On the upside, all did brisk business afterward. 

The Queen asked the mirror: 

“Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,”


“Who in this land is the most fabulous, hottest, fairest, desirable, and seductively beautiful Queen of all?”



To this, the mirror answered reluctantly: 


“You, my Queen, are the... most fabulous... hottest... fairest... desirable... seductively beautiful queen of all.” 



Then she was satisfied with the mirror’s response, for she knew that the mirror spoke the truth; at least in her mind, only after the fact was there no one else to compete with her black-hearted beauty. One has to wonder why the hell the King or people did not see or take notice of all the kingdom's beauties leaving or being driven out of town. That was the vexing question among the people; some tried but to no avail. There seemed to be some strange magic moving about the kingdom, as if some ghost or dark spirit were whispering odd reasoning and misguided logic for the woman's disappearance among the voices of the people. However, that dude again on 7th & T Street said it was deep, dark, jealous spiritual rage that drove the woman down and out of town, but he also said it was an evil fairy spirit that lured them away with tasty, sweet candy treats into the forest. But anywho! 

Like all fairy tales of the time, the King died shortly after marrying the new Queen. WOW! Not like you didn’t see that coming! According to the royal proclamation, the King succumbed to injuries from a carriage accident, from a rockslide that badly cut up the King. However, again, the Dude on 7th & T Street made a wild claim that the King died from a wild, bloody sword fight with the Captain of the guard, whom he managed to inflict several scars on before he received his own mortal wounds. But almost all called it hogwash, baloney, rubbish, nonsense, or gibberish because many noted that the King's body showed bruises and stitches across his body that did not resemble sword wounds. The preceding funeral was open to all: royals, dignitaries, commoners, peasants, and a couple of deranged booger pickers who left their own personal gift for the departed King in his open casket. The people all chalked it up as a coincidence, made up by the dude, now called ‘Crazy Mo Shit.’

As time went by, Snow grew up to become even more dissimilarly beautiful and fairer than her mother and the Queen. When said to be beautiful, it is meant that her pug nose, slightly big ears, and oval eyes were beautiful attributes to her natural characteristic beauty. By the age of eight years old, she was a persona of beauty as the ray of heavenly sunlight in the cool morning sun, sweet kindness as a bowl of golden honey, the most imperfect rose to blossom, and stunningly flawless as the most perfect gem carved by a... really good jewel... dude. We're not talking about a hottie, a sexy beauty, but rather the heavenly type that made all in the kingdom, from royals to commoners, and the dude who picks his nose and eats his boogers on D and 9th Street in front of Little Tony’s Bakery took great pleasure in just seeing her or being in her personal presence in that state of beauty. 

Then one day, the Queen asked the mirror, as she did almost every day:

“Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,”

“Who in this land is the most fabulous, hottest, fairest, desirable, and seductively beautiful Queen of all?”

This time, the mirror answered, with a bit of a joyful glimmer to his voice.   


“You, my Queen, are the most fabulous, hottest, fairest, desirable, and seductively beautiful Queen of all. However, Snow is a thousand times fairer than you.” 



The Queen took the news... not too well. She turned an assortment of colors: green with envy, sad as a blue storm, jealous as green urine, brown as diarrhea, yellow as chunky vomit and black as death. There was, to say, a castle; maids needed to do a lot of cleaning of broken furniture, dishes, vases, Chia Pets, shredded pillows, lots of goose-and-down feathers everywhere, and a painting of a bowl of fruit that became fruit salad. Among the outrages, the mildest one the mirror had to hear was,


“How is that bug-eyed, floppy-eared, big-nosed girl fairer than me?” cried the Queen.



From that day forward, whenever the Queen looked upon Snow, her heart pounded like an angry drum, her black heart turned into a vile dump heap, and her face turned nauseously green; she felt vise-tightening pressure in her chest, shooting pains went down her arm like electric pulses, and she felt discomfort in her jaw and teeth as if she had been kicked in the face by a donkey. And each time, sweet Snow would ask the Queen,

“Are you well, my sweet stepmother? You look indisposed.”

The Queen would answer, "I am fine; it's just something I ate.” 

Then again, she could have been having symptoms of a heart attack derived from her all-red-meat diet and very little fruit, vegetables, chicken, or fish. But... we’ll call it her dark, raging, envious jealousy and the determination to stomach the sight of Snow's fair beauty.

That envy and dark jealousy grew every second, hour, day, and year, consuming her thoughts, dinner, sleep, and bowel movements. Until Snow’s seventeenth and a half birthday. I know, seventeen and a half; you're saying, ‘What the hell.’ Go with it; it sounds cooler than saying some time after her seventeenth or before her eighteenth birthday. 

The dark heart could no longer take the pain or the symptoms she suffered. The Queen summoned her loyal, deviant, and grim Captain of the guards, dressed in magnificent blue, silver, and gold armor. A picture of a fearsome hunky soldier: six foot three inches, strongly muscularly built, long red hair and a wild manly beard, a man that has seen many years of hard campaigning in service of the Queen, a deep-set voice, bulging blue eyes, a large handsome nose, and tanned leathery skin with a scar down the right side of his neck and one down his right arm. With the Captain was her catch-all, all-general-purpose, multi-talented, underappreciated lackey, Colfax. A complete opposite of the captain: tall, gangly, poor-looking, with brown hair and a short, patched beard, six feet tall, pale skin, a small button nose, and bright brown-hazel eyes, for he wears an eye patch over the left eye and is missing his left hand. However, Colfax smells funny, or like he was dunked in a low-priced perfume bottle, and about once a week, he smells hideous, as if he had died. His clothes are brown, with small patches covering the holes, splattered with mud at the bottom. We just hope it was mud! With a disheveled look and gummy hair, even when he smelled like a cheap perfume bottle. With the two loyal servants, the Queen said unto them. 


“Good and loyal Captain, I want you to take Snow out into the woods. I never want to see her again.” 




“Yes, my Queen, I understand,” replied the Captain. 




Raising his only good hand, Colfax perplexedly asked, “I am a little confused when you say you never want to see her again. Do you mean to leave her in the woods, sell her off to the first person we find, kill her, give her to the tooth fairy, or leave her with a witch in the woods?" 




The Queen snarled, “You're an idiot! Yes! I want her dead; why would I do anything else? Why risk that she could find her way home? The good Captain understood my meaning. I am tired of playing second fiddle to that little ill-favored bitch. All I hear around the kingdom is that Snow is so uncommonly beautiful. She’s like the first ray of sunshine in a spring morning, heaven's most perfect creation, or she is as cute as a wild baby rabbit.” Slamming her fist onto the table, “I want to be the ray of smoking hotness, the beauty in the sunset, I want to be the cute baby goldfish in the shimmering water. When she is gone, I’ll be the fairest of all in the kingdom...” 



🎶 Because I am... 🎶


🎶 I am the fairest of them all... 🎶




🎶 I am hot... sizzling for all the attention... 🎶




🎶 I am above super great-looking, alluring with one look, delightfully sexy on the eyes... So I say...🎶




🎶 Some said I’m pretty, but that's just below my standard... try dazzling if you want to have your way...🎶



🎶 Because I am very voluptuous in every way, desirable beyond your means, and tempting in every way... 🎶



🎶 But even that is still low, because I’m seductive, tantalizing, and bodacious...🎶



🎶 I’ve even been called a cougar, if you know what I mean... just as a couple of the neighborhood boys... 🎶



🎶 Nobody’s left but one... but not for long... If I have my way...🎶



🎶 I’ve run them all down and out of town, given them bad acne, and bizarre potions too, stained their underwear blue, given them warts that have hair and you don’t want to know where, given them everlasting wedgies that make you despair, and even gave a couple bad credit reports...🎶



🎶 Now I’ll be the Fairest, Hottest, Foxiest Mamma in all the land...🎶



🎶 And maybe a little naughty too...but that depends on who...🎶




“Lovely...maybe you should do this down at Tommy’s Tavern and Grill on Tuesday; it's always packed that day. However... I hate to beg your pardon about the whole plan. I don’t think Snow will really want to go with our valiant captain. No disrespect, he does have the face but not the charming, witty personality to lure Snow into believing that he is taking her out on a Sunday picnic into the deep, creepy, dangerous, mysterious, and dark, mucky forest so far from the comforts of home. I’m just being blunt, but she is not stupid; airheaded, yes; naive, yes; a little gullible, yes; but not the village idiot,” explained Colfax. 




The Queen replied with a deep sigh, “You’re right, Codfish; she’s not the village idiot; that position has been filled,” looking directly at Colfax. “However, you are correct; the good Captain has many talents, but charm and...  luring are not his strong points. However... Snow does have a soft spot for grubby people, low peasants or commoners, and smelly creatures such as yourself. If you... were to suggest that you and she go pick her favorite flowers or find some helpless creature to save that day, get out for some fresh air, or find some wild fruit cocktail in the woods.” 




Colfax and the Captain look at each other, mouthing “fruit cocktail” to each other. The Queen continued, “She’ll be inclined to go with the Captain as a guard for protection.”




Colfax signed, “It’s Colfax, my Queen. I am not the most amiable person; I am missing a hand and have an eye patch. I may be a little alarming to the poor child, combined with the Captain. I’m sure the panic alarm may just blow the whole thing off. Just for some fresh air and a nice basket of...fruit cocktail?”




“Nonsense, Colfish, my point is that she likes poor wretched creatures such as you, missing hand, patch, and smelly.” Colfax took a whiff of himself. “And you do have an amiable face, under that gunk and whatever else is covering it,” answered the Queen.  




The  Queen gave her two toads their task: “Once you kill her, I want you to bring her lungs, liver, heart, kidney, pancreas, spleen, middle fingers, pinky toes, right eye, two-thirds of her tongue, left ear, and her scalp hair from her head.” Both the Captain and Colfax just look at one another with a displeased, sickened expression of horrifying shock. 




Holding his finger up, Colfax said, “Don’t you think it would be a bit excessively bloody, not to mention grossly disgusting, and draw a little attention to the two of us with a blood-dripping burlap bag full of body parts? Did I not mention this task is really, really, really gross, cutting all those body parts out of her?”




“I have to agree with Codfish, your majesty; I’ve been in many horrible battles, but... the notion of this is repulsive even to me,” commented the Captain.  




The Queen shook her head in dismay. “Find! You two namby-pambies, just bring me her liver and make it quick. Here, Codfly, take this dagger; a lowly individual such as you could be in need of it.” 
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Chapter 2
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IT WAS AS THE QUEEN said; Snow so heartily agreed to a trip into the forest to pick some wildflowers and, as Colfax pointed out, to save some poor little animal in need with the two male companions. Logically, why she chose to go with the two men is still a mystery to all. I mean, really, one had no hand and was missing an eye; the other was pretty menacing-looking. To top it off, to pick wildflowers and to save animals in the forest, it’s the cycle of life. She could have somebody pick or buy some damn flowers. 

Anyhow... So into the woods the three went, Snow being delighted to be out beyond the castle walls and city gates, dressed in her better outfits, royal monogrammed shoes, and tiara. She was in such a good mood that she hummed a tune as she picked wild berries on the path. 


“La, de, do, lo, le, da...🎶  Would you like some berries, good gentlemen?” The two took them and thanked Snow. 



The Captain proceeded to eat the berries, while Colfax threw his away. Baffled by the Captain, Colfax pointed out in a low voice, “I would not eat those berries, Captain. I am not sure if they are poisonous or edible, and I do not believe the princess knows the difference. I mean, look at her; she’s in the forest wearing a shimmering green dress with royal monogrammed shoes and her tiara. Not very practical or very fashionable.”



“Nonsense, she’s a girl; she knows these things, and besides, she’s color-coordinated with the environment; that counts for something,” mentioned the Captain.



“Big deal, she can blend in with a brightly shimmering Christmas bush. The last bush I just saw ten seconds ago wasn’t bright lime green. Besides, just because she’s a girl, she’s a botanist who will know what is poisonous and what is not. That makes no sense, Captain. If I crawl down the castle toilet garderobe, does it make me a turd?” asked Colfax. 





For you, dear reader, a garderobe would be described in medieval times as a toilet hole, or shit hole, an old shit tube that would typically lead down to the moat, or body of water around a castle. 




“In your case, if you were in the garderobe, I’d think you were a turd, a big one, in point of fact. I am just saying that she knows these things; she’s a young lady of royal stature, and that's what ladies know or do. Ladies know these things... and what or... when things like that...” Hazy answered the Captain. 



Colfax walked off, shaking his head, bewildered by the statement, “Well! Two things, Captain. I really don’t know what to make of your comment, and second, you really don’t know anything about women, do you? I’ll just say this: if you start turning green and shitting your pants. Don’t get mad at me when I say, I told you so.” 



Then the three came to a meadow full of wild flowers of all kinds. They stopped and had Snow pick her favorite flowers. As she did, Snow started to sing a song. 




🎶 La... haah diddle... da... haah diddle little flowers... 🎶  



🎶 La haah, diddle-dee little birdies...🎶 



🎶 Da.. diddle haah da... lay...🎶 



🎶 Diddle daah, do... 🎶 



🎶 Aah, diddle-du, little flowers... 🎶 



🎶 La dee diddle la little buggies... Dee...🎶 



Colfax walked up to the Captain, who was enchanted by Snow’s singing, leaning relaxed against a fallen tree close by an embankment. “Good and merciful sir, lend me your dagger.” 



With a low, responsive voice, the Captain replied, “Did you grow some stones under your dress, Codfish! Do you wish to do the deed of killing the princess yourself, one hand and all?”



Colfax replied with a low whisper to the Captain's dreadful comment, “No, I wish to slit my own throat. I can no longer take this infernal, offbeat, confounded singing of hers. Do you not find it in the least mentally disturbing or even nightmarish? I am not talking about disturbing, like annoying, but disturbing to the point that it makes you want to vomit or beat your own brains in with a large rock!”



“Not in the least, Codfish! I find it pleasant; it brings back memories from not long ago. If you wish to take your life, then use your own knife; I'll be keeping mine with me!” explained the Captain.



With an expression of bewilderment and a bit of embarrassment, for he had forgotten he had a knife as well, the one the Queen had given him. Colfax quietly spoke, “Oh, good God! Fond memories of your mother during your childhood, or some sweet maiden that won your heart, perhaps, or a lost love before your adventurous days with the Queen. You are surely tone deaf, Captain; did you lose your hearing in some great battle?”



The Captain just looked at Snow agreeably. “No! Neither of those things. She sings like the wife of the owner of the ‘Fireside Tavern,' who brings me food and ale. Enough of this fine, gratifying talk, Codfish; you’ve ruined my deep, contemplative, surreal, reflective moment. Take your knife and move around to the other side so that she does not run away. If she comes to you, hold her until I get to her, or do the deed yourself. Now move!”
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