
Once upon a time, in a land far, far away 
(which, as the story progresses, may begin to bear 
some resemblance to Wales but this is purely 
coincidental) there lived a king and queen.  Our 
story begins when the queen gave birth to a 
daughter.  She named her Snow White and then 
promptly died.  (What do you mean, her agent 
negotiated a speaking part?  Right.  Fine).  The 
queen gave birth to a daughter.  “I shall name you 
Snow White,” she said, “for your skin is white as 
snow.”  And so saying, she gave a little sigh, fell 
back on her pillows and died.  (OK, so she got a line 
and a chance to emote.  Happy?) 

 

Now the king was very lonely and so he married 
again, a beautiful creature many years younger than 
himself, but terribly vain.  Every morning she would 
stand in front of her magic mirror and demand: 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,  
who is the fairest of them all?” 
And every morning, the mirror would reply: 
“Ask me this and I will tell you true,  
there is none in the land fairer than you.” 
The Queen was content. 
 

The years passed, and Snow White grew up.  
We pick up the story on the morning of her 
sixteenth birthday…… 

 

The Queen swept into her dressing room and 
was furious to find the King in front of her mirror. 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,  
whose is the fastest broadband of all?”  
he asked.  
“Ooooh, tricky one,” replied the mirror.  “I 

mean there’s this new fibre broadband now.” 
“And is that fast?” asked the King. 
“Well, what effect does fibre have on you?” 

asked the mirror. 
“Golly”, murmured the King, then winced as 

the Queen’s voice cut across his reverie. 
“Lionel!!” 
“Sorry dear.  I was just…. er, … I think I’ll go 

and… and ..er… I think I’ll go,” he mumbled and 
scuttled out. 

The Queen rolled her eyes.  Snatching her 
hairbrush from the dressing table, she swept it 
through her hair in long, angry strokes.  

“Busy day today, then?”, suggested the mirror 
(don’t let her ask, don’t let her ask, don’t let her ask ).  

“Not especially,” she snapped, brushing 
viciously. 

“I thought.. with the birthday and all… lots to 
do, no time to waste, eh?”  ventured the mirror 
desperately.  

The Queen finished brushing and regarded her 
reflection.   She smiled a feline smile and repeated 
her usual mantra: 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,  
who is the fairest of them all?” 
The mirror tensed itself and replied 
slowly: 
“Er… fair you are,  
this much is true….  
And then finished in a rush: 
…..but Princess Snow White  
is fairer than you!” 

…. deploying a metal blind just in time to avoid 
being smashed by the hairbrush.   

“NO-O-OOOOO!!!!!” 
The Queen’s scream of fury reverberated 

around the castle.  Bats fell from the rafters and 
squirrels in the next county dropped out of the 
trees.   

Incandescent with rage, the Queen 
immediately plotted to have Snow White killed.  She 
called her huntsman and instructed him to take 
Snow White into the woods and murder her. 
(Granted, she didn’t spend long on the plot). 

 

Now the huntsman wasn’t a bad man, and 

actually did quite a lot for rare woodland creatures.  
He kept them rare for a start.  So he wasn’t at all 
happy with the task he’d been given.  Out in the 
depths of the forest with Snow White, he panicked. 

“Look, I’m supposed to kill you.  Your stepmother 
hates you and she wants you dead.  But I can’t do it.  
Run away!  Go on, go!!” 

In terror and bewilderment, Snow White turned 
and fled.  The huntsman scoured the forest till he 
found a squirrel with bleeding ears and put it out of 
its misery.  Back at the castle, he showed the Queen 
the bloodied knife and she was satisfied. 

 

Meanwhile, out in the forest, 
Snow White was hopelessly lost. 
She’d tripped over tree roots, 
stumbled into a nettle patch and 
been bitten by a squirrel she’d tried 
to help because it kept falling over.  
She was so exhausted, she thought 
she must be imagining the light she 
could glimpse through the trees.  
But no, she found herself in front of 
a tiny cottage.  When her knocking got no reply, she 
tried the door, but it was locked.  (Hey, the days when 
you could leave doors unlocked are long gone, even in 
fairy tales).  Unable to walk another step, Snow White 
collapsed on the doorstep and fell asleep. 

 

Some hours later, she was woken by the sound of 
singing.  Well, mostly just a lot of ‘Hi-ho’s actually, 
but whoever was singing it clearly knew how to get a 
lot of mileage out of a hi-ho.  Three dwarves with 
flourishing white beards arrived in the clearing and 
stopped dead at the sight of Snow White.  Flustered, 
she scrambled to her feet and dusted herself down. 

“Is this your house?  Oh please can I stay with 
you?   My stepmother is going to  kill me if I go 
home.” 

“Naughty, were you?” 
“No, I mean really kill me.  As in dead.  She sent 

me out with her huntsman and he was supposed to 
do it, but he took pity on me and let me escape.” 

The dwarves were shocked.  Well, the little bit of 
their faces visible between eyebrows and beards 
seemed shocked, but it was a very small expanse of 
face and quite hard to tell.  They drew close together 
and whispered furiously.  Fingers wagged, feet 
stamped, and at one point, two of the beards seemed 
to be arguing independently of their owners.  Finally, 
they turned back to Snow White and the largest 
dwarf cleared his throat. 

“Well now.  We reckon if you’ll cook and clean 
for us, make our beds, wash and iron and sew, you 
can stay.” 

“Oh yes….” 
“Hold on young lady, I hadn’t finished.  If you’ll 

chop the wood, and lay the fire each morning, sweep 
the floors and put oil in the lamps…” 

“Well, I…” 
“...polish our boots, paint the front door, clean 

the windows and weed the garden, we’ve got a deal.” 
(If you’re thinking you’d rather see if the 

huntsman could still fit you in, I’m with you).   
Before Snow White could reply, the dwarf 

received a prod from the smallest of the three. 
“Oh yes.  And can you whistle while you work?” 
“I...  I can’t whistle.”  At the prospect of her 

sanctuary being snatched away, she added 
desperately “but I can hum!  And I can go la-la-la very 
prettily!” 

“La-la-la, is it?” The dwarf harrumphed.  “Well it 
can’t be helped.”  He turned to the prodder.  “No 
whistling, Drippy, the girl just can’t do it.  She’ll do 
you a nice la-la-la, though.” 

Drippy’s head drooped dejectedly. 
The lead dwarf stepped past Snow White and 

produced a key.  Unlocking the door and bidding her 
enter, he introduced himself. 

“The name’s Chopsy.  That’s Stroppy”, he said, 

pointing to the second dwarf who was clutching a 
vicious looking pick-axe.  “And this is Drippy,” he 
added, patting the smallest dwarf as he went by.  
“Bit of a problem in the nose department,” he 
confided in an undertone to a horrified Snow 
White.  

Inside, Snow White noticed that six beds were 
arranged against the walls, three on each side. 

“Oh, are there more of you still to come?” 
“No, not any more,” sighed Chopsy.  “Well we 

suggested to Shameful it’d be best all round if he 
left.  Dyslexic, see?  Kept singing ho-hi and putting 
everyone off.  He took it well enough, to be fair.  
Wheezy, well Wheezy went off to be a stand-up 
comedian.  Popped up as a panellist on What’s My 
Mine? a couple of times but the work dried up, 
didn’t it?  Now he’s doing dwarf reality shows like 
I’m A Celebrity, Dig Me Out Of Here”.   He shook his 
head sadly.  “That bed over there”, he said, 
indicating a bed so small, Snow White had thought 
it was a discarded match box, “that belonged to 
Gormless the Gnome.  Now he went a bit strange 
and that’s the truth of it.  Woke up one day and 
thought he was an elf.  Next thing, he’s decided to 
try his hand as an Elvish performer.  Said it’s now 
or never, didn’t he Stroppy?” 

“Sang it, in fact.” 
“He did, that’s so. Trouble was, the lad had no 

talent at all.  Went on The Pickaxe -Factor and 
bombed.  Bombed, so he did.” 

“What a shame,” said  Snow White.  “So what’s 
he doing now?” 

“Ups and joins those geeky computer elves, 
doesn’t he though?  Changes his name to Evans the 
Steps and spends his nights singing at them while 
they build computers.  Still,” said Chopsy, visibly 
brightening, “then there was Squiggle.   Made it 
very big in the music business, did Squiggle.  All the 
dwarves look up to him.” 

Ignoring the innate contradiction in this, Snow 
White still couldn’t keep from querying one thing. 

“That’s quite an unusual name....” 
“Squiggle?  Oh that’s not his name.   He gave 

up using his name and declared he was going to be 
this twiddly symbol thing.  Well you get away with 
nonsense like that when you’re famous, I suppose.  
Would’ve earned him a clip round the ear back 
here, and no mistake.  Like the whole purple 
thing,” recalled Chopsy.  “I said to him, I said ‘it’s 
not a natural colour for a shovel, lad’, but there, 
that was Squiggle all over”. 

“So what do you all do?” asked Snow White. 
Stroppy waved his pick-axe alarmingly. 
“Fat pipe miners, us,” he declared proudly. 
“What?  What’s a fat pipe?” asked Snow 

White. 
“Fat-pipe.  Broad-band.  You know.” 
“Ohhhhhh.  Broadband, yes.  My father’s 

always talking about that.  He says it’s very slow 
around here,” she declared. 

Chopsy drew himself up to his full height, 
which was less impressive than he might have 
hoped. 

“Slow?  SLOW??!  Does he give a thought to 
us, beavering away underground?” 

“But, but… I thought it went through wires...or 
something,” finished Snow White lamely. 

“Yes, well, and where do the wires go?” asked 
Chopsy, giving the other dwarves their cue. 

“Through the fat pipe!” they 
chorused.   

“Some dwarves lay pipe, some 
dwarves run wires.  We,” explained 
Chopsy,  “are maintenance dwarves.  
Our job is to keep the pipe clear.” 

“Clear of what?” 
“Anything.  Everything.  Stuff falls 

through the service hatches, see?  Like 
today, we had a lot of dazed squirrels, 

but that’s pretty unusual.  Mostly it’s leaves, mud, 
worms, beetles, that sort of thing.  Fall onto the 
wires, see, and they bend under the weight.   The 
more bends in the wire, the slower the 
broadband, see?  ‘S’got farther to go.  Well, you 
should’ve seen how it sagged today with those 
bloody squirrels hanging all over it! Took hours to 
straighten that out, it did.” 

Snow White shook her head.  It was all too 
much to take in. 

“Perhaps we can talk about this tomorrow.” 
she said, yawning.  “It’s been pretty shattering to 
find out my stepmother wants me dead, you 
know.  She’s just so awful, you can’t imagine.” 

“Oh, I think we can,” asserted Stroppy. 
“No you can’t.  She’s more awful than…  than 

… oh, than the absolute worst thing you can ever 
think of!” 

The dwarves shuddered. 
“A BT call centre?” 
Haunted by such an appalling thought, they 

completely forgot Snow White was supposed to 
be waiting on them and actually made her a glass 
of hot milk and tucked her up in bed. 

 

Snow White was awake at first light and 
determined to do as she was asked by the 
dwarves.  By the time they awoke, the fire was lit 
and she’d made porridge for them, poured neatly 
into three little bowls on the wooden table.  
Stroppy sat down and tasted his. 

“This porridge is too hot,”  he complained.  
He pushed it away and tried Chopsy’s.  “This 
porridge is too cold...”  He made a move towards 
Drippy’s but Snow White rapped him over the 
head with the ladle.  (Later, she removed his 
secret stash of pantomime scripts from under his 
mattress and buried them in the garden). 

 

Once the dwarves had been packed off to 
work and the hi-ho’s had faded into the distance, 
Snow White made a start on the cottage.  
Humming and la-la-la-ing for all she was worth, 
she whirled around the cottage, sweeping and 
dusting.  As she worked, she gathered an 
audience -  the window-sill began to fill with birds, 
mice, voles, rabbits and even a solitary squirrel 
who’d been listening to his iPod when the Queen 
had thrown her fit.  Soon, the birds flew into the 
cottage and, being rather excitable, created a 
whole new mess for Snow White to clean up.  She 
regarded them all crossly.   

“You could at least help,” she pointed out.  
“Swish across the occasional surface, flick your 
tails in the corners, you know.“  

One mouse turned to his neighbour. 
“I’m really not sure about this Sidney.  You 

know what happened last 
time.” 
His neighbour’s beady eyes 
scanned Snow White intently.   
“No, I think we’ll be okay, 
Neville.  This one hasn’t got a 

wand.” 
“Well, if you say so,” he said doubtfully as he 

dropped off the windowsill. “But I’m telling you, 
first sign of a bibbity-bobbity-boo and I’m off.” 

 

Back in the castle, the Queen danced into her 
dressing room and came to a swirling halt in front 
of her mirror.  Triumphant, she demanded of it: 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,  
who is the fairest of them all now?”  
The mirror was still nursing a dent from the 

hairbrush and answered spitefully: 
“Rage all you may,  
I will tell you true,   
Snow White’s alive  
and still fairer than you!” 
It took the mirror a moment or two to drop 

the dented blind, but it needn’t have worried; the 
Queen was quite rigid with fury. 

Pausing only to consign the huntsman to the 
executioner’s block, the Queen descended into 
the dungeons.  She dashed the cloth from her 
crystal ball and glared into its depths.   

“Show me!” she commanded.  “Show me 
Snow White!!  Where is she?!” 

Inside the crystal, an image of the cottage 
showed for just a moment, then the whole crystal 
abruptly turned blue. 

“No!  Don’t you dare crash on me!”   

Thumping it hard, the Queen watched as “the 

crystal is not responding” floated across the 
surface.  Picking it up, she shook it violently and 
watched in furious disbelief as the message “you 

have performed an improper operation - this 

crystal is shutting down” displayed, and the ball 
turned grey. 

Absolutely livid now, her mind raced.  How to 
find Snow White?  All she had to go on was one 
miserable glimpse of a cottage in the woods.  She 
could try Googling it on Lionel’s computer, but his 
broadband was so slow, it would take forever.   
Those fat pipe dwarves were useless..….  Her 
drumming fingers slowed and a predatory smile 
spread over her face.  Of course.  The fat pipe 
dwarves.  They lived in a little cottage in the 
woods.  That’s where Snow White was.   The 
castle mice, watching from the wainscoting, saw 
her expression and withdrew in fear.  This was 
definitely not bibbity-bobbity-boo 
territory. 

 

Down in the forest, the cottage 
was like a new pin.  Boots gleamed 
with polish, although the rabbits 
had some very unfortunate black 
marks on their posteriors which 
would take a lot of explaining when 
they got home. Similarly, while 
Neville and Sidney had made an 
admirable job of the gloss paint, their wives would 
have something to say about the state of their 
tails.  Still, as Neville’s wife remarked later, the 
last time he went AWOL, he came home as a 
horse.  A bit of Dulux Brilliant White paled in 
comparison. 

 

Snow White leaned on the fence, proud of a 
job well done.   She closed her eyes briefly and 

basked in the sunshine. 
“Apples!  Ripe, juicy apples! 
Get’chore apples here.” 
Snow White looked around 
curiously.  A wizened old crone was 
standing close by holding, yes, a 

basket of apples.  She looked slyly at Snow White.   
“You look a bit dusty, my dear.  Been working 

hard?” 
“I should say so.  All the morning.” 
“You must be a bit peckish by now,” ventured 

the old crone.  “Why not try one of my luvverly 
apples? 

“That’s very kind of you,” said Snow White, as 
she took a bright red apple from the basket.   

(Now it would have been appropriately 
dramatic at this point if the assembled woodland 
creatures had inhaled sharply in dismay, but 
actually they’d all nipped round to Neville’s house 
to watch David Attenborough on the iPlayer and 
were nowhere in sight). 

Snow White bit into the apple.  “How much 
do I owe you?” she asked, before clutching her 
throat and collapsing to the ground. 

The old crone transformed back into the 
Queen and smiled maliciously down at the prone 
figure.  “Not a thing, my dear.  It’s my pleasure.” 

 

Shortly afterwards, a chorus of hi-ho’s 
preceded the dwarves into the clearing.  They 
spotted Snow White immediately and Chopsy 
rushed to her side.  Stroppy leaned over him. 

“Did she overdo it with the cleaning, then?” 
“Fool!  She’s dead, she is.  Poisoned, I’d say - 

look, here’s an apple with a bite missing.  The 
Queen found her after all.  Oh woe!!” 

“Is she completely dead though?  Or just a 
little bit dead?” asked Stroppy. 

Chopsy smacked him round the head. 
“No, really though,” protested Stroppy.  “I’ve 

… er.. read about cases like this.  We can maybe 
bring her back!”  He galloped into the cottage and 
made a beeline for his bed.  He felt under the 
mattress.  Nothing!  Aghast, he flung mattress, 
bedding and all on the floor.  Gone!   He stumbled 
outside again. 

“Well?” asked Chopsy. 
“They’re gone!  My… er… reference books.  

They’re all gone!” 
“Right.  There’s only one thing for it,” 

declared Chopsy.  The others looked at him 
expectantly.  “The fat pipe!  The answer’s bound 

to be there.”  So saying, he pulled out his iPhone. 
“No!  The battery’s 

dead!  What now....?  Ah!!  “ 
They ran flat out to 

Neville’s house and 
snatched his laptop out 
from under the audience’s 
twitching noses. 

“Oi!“ protested a vole.  
“Bring that back!  Our 
mam’s cousin was just 
about to ‘ave quads!”   

The irate animals pursued the dwarves back 
to the clearing. 

Launching Google, the dwarves thanked their 
lucky stars they’d had a good day today and that 
the wires were straight and true.  It fairly flew.  At 
Stroppy’s instruction, Chopsy typed in ‘poison 
apple’ and the results filled the screen.  Scrolling 
quickly past the sites that promised to improve 
the size of their apples, they found what they 
were looking for. 

“We need to do this Heim-lich thing,” said 
Chopsy, indicating the diagram. 

“You’ll never get your arms to go round her,” 
pointed out Stroppy.  “It’ll take all three of us.” 

They propped Snow White up on a log and 
then with Neville and Sidney hopping back and 
fore holding the laptop up so they could see the 
screen, the three dwarves tried to link arms 
around her. 

“It’s no good!” cried Stroppy.  “My hand’s 
slipping!”  He let go suddenly and the other two, 
who had been braced against his weight, fell over 
backwards.  Snow White slipped sideways and 
thudded onto the ground.  The piece of apple 
catapulted from her throat and smacked into the 
sole surviving coherent squirrel, knocking him 
unconscious.  The assembled dwarves, mice, 
voles, rabbits and birds held their collective 
breaths …. and Snow White opened her eyes!  In 
the ensuing  excitement, the dwarves enjoyed the 
best fertilised garden in the land.   

 

The King, meanwhile, was miserable.  His 
beloved daughter had, so he’d been told by his 
wife, run away from home on her birthday.  And 
he’d gone and bought her an iPad, too.  He turned 
it over and over in his hands and finally decided 
that he’d keep it for himself.  He didn’t really 
know what he’d use it for, but it was, after all, the 
current Thing To Have.  (This is the effect that 
iPads seem to have on a lot of people). 

The Queen however, was positively gleeful.  
Twirling in front of the mirror, she was quite giddy 
with excitement.  She posed before the glass, 
viewing herself from every angle and admiring her 
reflection.  She knew asking the question was an 
irrelevance, but she wanted to hear it anyway… 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,  
who is the fairest of them all?” 
No response. 
“Speak up!  Who is the fairest of them all?!!”  
Finally, the mirror replied  
“You killed her with poison, 
or so you believed, 
but concussing a squirrel is all you achieved. 
Snow White’s safe and well, 
and still fairest, it’s true 
And three dwarves with axes  
are looking for you.” 
The Queen gave a single, terrified shriek and 

dropped dead to the floor. 
 
….. And everyone else lived happily ever after, 

though several squirrels were sadly black-balled 
by the Tufty Club, who misinterpreted their 
continued attacks of vertigo 
as public drunkenness. 

 
Note: No squirrels were harmed in the writing 

of this story. 
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