
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    TWISTED FAIRYTALES    -   SNOW WHITE- THE QUEEN 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 1 
 
      
 
    Princess Alignite sat down in front of her mirror, combing her brush through her thick, creamy brown hair. Her fair white skin glowed silver in the dim moon light, her full red lips caught between her peal teeth. Her rosy cheeks stood out from her pale skin, making her seem so much more alive. She drew her eyes away from her comb, then looked at the mirror. 
 
    “Mirror Mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of them all?” Her long eyelashes blinked calmly, as if she already knew the answer. 
 
    “My princess, you are the fairest one of them all.” The mirror replied, for a second, the glass turning full gold. Alignite smiled confidently, her elegance evident in every movement. When the door knocked, she immediately stood up, brushing her silk nightgown, and ran hurriedly to her bed. The door opened and a maid appeared, her white apron on her black dress with puffed sleeves, her large shadow looming over Alignite. 
 
    “Oh our princess is asleep,” the maid muttered, drawing the door closed again. 
 
    The next day, Alignite woke up early in the morning, her eyes bright with excitement. The maids rushed in and tied her long hair into braids and plaits, cleverly twining them on top of one another making an elegant, trendy bun on the bottom of her head. They dressed her in silk white, her white sleeves rich velvet, her long lace stitched by hand, the embroidery on her neckline done by the finest artist. She slipped into a pair of beautifully engraved slippers and twirled around, smiling at the maids. One of the maids wiped her tears, proud at her work. 
 
    The princess looked absolutely beautiful. Her veil was cast in front of her face, her sleeves connecting to a golden ring on her middle finger. The long gown flew down like a mermaid’s tail, interpreting her body line to the fullest. The maids all clapped, and the princess laughed merrily, hugging each one of them. 
 
    “Thank you ladies,” she said, her voice high toned, colored with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Our lovely princess if finally getting married at last!” They cried, looking at her admiringly.  
 
    “Oh it  joys me to see you off with such a wonderful prince!” Another wailed, her tears falling on her apron. The princess hushed them down, her own feelings wild.  
 
    In a couple of minutes, the Princess Alignite and the Prince Edwick were man and women, kissing passionately in front of the whole nation. They embraced in joy, sweet pink rose petals flowering over their heads.  
 
    In a couple of year’s time, the princess was a Queen, and the prince was the King. Not soon after, the Queen was pregnant.  
 
    “Ah my love,” the king said, kissing her hand. The queen smiled happily. She gazed down at her large stomach, which wouldn’t oblige to fit in her corset. “You are the joy of my life.”  
 
    “And you mine.” The queen replied her fingers twined in the king’s dark chocolate hair. He kissed her again on her eyelids, and when he did, he saw smile wrinkles on her eyes. For a second, the queen felt him freeze. Then, as if nothing happened, he bent over again to kiss her on the mouth. “I must tend the royal meetings my love,” the king said as he walked out of the room. The queen sighed, then suddenly alarmed, hurriedly moved in front of the mirror.  
 
    She saw her reflection, her dark hair slightly faded, wrinkles decorating her pale skin. Her rosy cheeks were no longer a beautiful feature; they stood out awkwardly among her ashen face.  
 
    “Mirror mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest of them all?” The mirror flashed full gold for a second. 
 
    “You are the fairest one of them all.” The mirror replied with a certain tone. The queen sighed in relief, clutching to her chair. She sat down, picking up the piece of embroidery she was doing. It was a picture of an apple tree, its dark trunk connected to the rick green leaves. The queen looked at the window sill, the dark color suddenly appealing to her.  
 
    “If only my child had hair as dark as this windowsill,” she murmured gingerly. Then, she looked up, to see the pale white snow that was falling on the ground. “If only my child had skin as fair as the snow,” Finally, she looked at her embroidery, then not knowing what she was doing, accidently pricked her finger. Bright red blood oozed out of the cut. “If only my child had lips as red as my blood,” the queen said finally, licking the blood off her finger. She sighed, then lay back. 
 
    Six months later, she went in labor. The king stood frantically in front of her room, walking around in endless circles in distress. He flinched every so often, surprised at the agonizing screams the queen was making. After a whole twenty seven hours of labor, the king was allowed to see his new daughter.  
 
    Her skin was slimy pink, little hairs on top of her head. She cried loudly, her small little fingers wailing as she moved. The king wrapped her in a blanket and picked her up, examining her. The queen looked at her and smiled. She was the most beautiful thing she had ever created. 
 
    The child had no name until she was four. One day, the queen walked out to see her daughter, who was dancing along the grass, flowers picked and in her hair. Her hair was curly, bouncing up and down her shoulders, pitch black. Her skin was a beautiful fair white, her rosy cheeks standing out completely. Her cherry red lips were full and twirled up, into a huge smile. She wore a little daffodil dress, with mud splashes for decoration. The queen laughed her heart full of warmth. With her pitch black hair and pale white skin, she decided to call this girl, Snow White. 
 
    As years passed, the queen grew more and more old, her once beautiful creamy brown hair fading into a lighter shade, no longer soft and bouncy but dry. Her once fair white skin had begun to be tinted with wrinkles, and the rosy glow from her cheeks had disappeared completely. On the other hand, Snow White was at the peak of her beauty. Her gentle grace had developed the playfulness of her father’s side and the elegance from her mother’s side. She had velvety black hair, coiled up into beautiful hairdos, her pale white skin with her rosy cheeks and cherry red lips, her tall slim body fit for any clothing. The queen stood up in annoyance. She stared at her daughter from the palace windows, as she danced and flirted with a prince. When the prince left, she saw him mouth,  
 
    “You are the most beautiful women on earth.” The queen’s nostrils flared, her eyes opening wide with shock. She rushed to the mirror and nearly screamed. 
 
    “Mirror mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of all?!” The mirror did not turn gold this time. 
 
    “My queen, I am sorry to say that the fairest of the kingdom is not you, but your daughter Snow White.” The queen froze, then shook her head, her fingers to her temples. She sat down in horror.  
 
    “No, she is my daughter, I should be proud…” she muttered, not willing to accept her unknown jealousy. She thought of the pain of her labor and beauty of her child. Closing her eyes, she imagined her and her daughter side by side, and what comparison would be made. Agitated, she decided to take a walk and breathe in some fresh air. When she walked out, she gasped, so appalled at the sight she saw.   
 
    Her daughter, her own daughter was embraced in the arms of her husband, her finger twirling in his hair, sharing the lover’s stare. The queen clenched her fists tight, blinking again and again to make sure she had seen right. All the doubts that she had about her daughter suddenly came alive, and she hurriedly ran to a bush, hiding behind it, observing her daughter and husband from a distance. As she watched, the king took her into the castle doors and soon, they walked up the steps. As the sun shone, she saw their shadow through the curtains. They were kissing; her daughter and husband were kissing. She saw her husband pin her to the wall before the sun moved, the shadow disappearing. Fury bubbled inside. She didn’t know what to think. Now, it wasn’t even a matter of beauty, it was a matter of lying, incest and family bond. Utter betrayal swam over her, her eyes squinted in severe frowning, burrows furrowed up straight, lips quivering in disgust. No words escaped her mouth as she shook. The only thought she could think was the two of them alone, inside the king’s chambers, doing…doing what? The queen stormed up into her room and sat down on her bed, constantly looking out the window to see signs of the princess Snow White. For hours she sat there, looking down every few minutes, until the sun slowly started to set.  
 
    And there Snow White came out reluctantly, her face flushed red, her hair hastily tied, shy smile on her face. The king kissed her hands gingerly, then let her go. The queen swallowed back her rancor and calmly walked down the steps. Snow White ran right into her. The queen looked at her in disgust, the love replaced by bitter hate of betrayal.  
 
    “Where have you been?” She demanded. 
 
    Snow White looked ashen with surprise. “Nowhere,” she managed, her fingers crossed behind her. The queen laughed frightfully, the situation was so ridiculous.  
 
    “Are you claiming me to be a witch?” Snow White gasped. 
 
    “Oh no mother, of course not-“ The queen grabbed her arm and shook her fingers, where the cross was made. Snow White quickly undid it, fingers shaking.  
 
    “What have you been doing?” The queen asked again, her eyes wide with fury.  
 
    “I-I…I’ve been in father’s room-“  
 
    “Doing what!” The queen screeched, her face red from rage.  
 
    “I was just…mother, I… I can’t tell you.” The queen looked at her daughter in pain, looked at the monster she created. Suddenly, she thought the black hair was too black, the rosy cheeks were too pink; the cherry lips were too red. Suddenly, Snow White looked like a witch.  
 
    “You are a worthless child.” She said bluntly. Snow White blinked back tears. It was not so much that she was sad that her mother had just abandoned her, but because her pride did not allow her to be called ‘worthless’, especially from the women her lover once loved.  
 
    “You are the worthless one, mother.” Snow White said, glaring. The queen opened her mouth to say something, but closed it again. Finally, she said, 
 
    “Why?” Snow White smiled slyly. 
 
    “You could not produce an heir, and you grew old right after you had me. You know, Edwick talks about how annoying, barren, ridiculous-“ 
 
    “Enough!” The queen screamed, slapping her daughter. Snow White fell to the ground, shaking with new found fear. “Do you think you have the world now that your father adores you? You are a sick human being, not worthy to be of the royal line! I ban you from ever coming to this kingdom- again!” Snow White stood up, her hand clasped around her red cheek.  
 
    “I hate you.”  She said bitterly. The queen just smiled with no humor.  
 
    “You, I.” She replied and Snow White stomped off, walking outside the palace gates. She suddenly turned around and screamed, 
 
    “Let’s see what Edwick says when he heard you banned me!” With that, she ran off, the sun setting behind her.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Mirror mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of them all?” The queen recited, anxious to hear the magic mirror’s opinion.  
 
    “My queen, Snow White in the woods is the fairest one of all.” The queen grinded her teeth. She felt destroyed and isolated, her husband had betrayed her, her daughter had betrayed her and there was no one she could confide in. After days of thinking, she called in a huntsman. All the curtains in her chamber were draped, the room in complete darkness, 
 
    “I have a favor to ask of you,” she hissed, wrapped in black.  
 
    “What may the lovely queen ask of?”  
 
    “Do not flatter me,” the queen snapped, distressed. “I want this to be between us.” The queen held up a bag of gold. “There are ten more of these bags. If you succeed, you will own all of them.” The huntsman, who was poor with five mouths to feed, was delighted.  
 
    “Yes, with honor my queen.” The queen instructed him to come closer with one finger and drew him into the darkness. 
 
    “Kill Snow White.” She said flatly. The huntsman seemed shocked. 
 
    “But-but my queen-“ 
 
    “No buts!” The queen yelled. “There are reasons that are…much to humiliating to be shared. To make sure, bring me her heart-“ she stood up and walked towards her glass table, further into the darkness, and picked up a gold box. “Put it in here so I can see.”  
 
    “Y-yes, my lady.” The huntsman replied and walked out the room.  
 
      
 
    Every night, the queen would ask her mirror who was the fairest one of all. And every night, the mirror would reply with ‘Snow White’. This made the queen furious. She saw her wrinkled expression and drooped eyelids, her large pores and dry hair. By severe stress and lack of sleep, it seemed as if the queen was aging by years. When the king asked her where Snow White had gone, the queen refused to speak to him and shut herself inside her chamber, not coming out into the light. Finally, after exactly one week, the huntsman came back with the golden box. 
 
    “My queen, I have returned.” He said, with anxiety written over his face. His face struck with fear, he pulled out the golden box from his sack and handed it to the queen with shaking hands. The queen snatched it off his hands and looked at it, and saw the red heart, and in disgust, shut it immediately and threw in the fire.  
 
    “You may leave.” She said, pointing to the ten bags of gold. The huntsman bowed deeply and hurriedly scurried off taking the ten bags. With a slightly more brightened face, she walked up to the magic mirror and smiled cunningly. “Mirror mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of them all?” The fire cackled. 
 
    “My fair queen, it is true that you are fair,” the queen was about to laugh. “But with Snow White alive with the seven dwarfs, you are yet the second of the kingdom.” The queen’s laugh turned into a screech. 
 
    “What?” She screamed, tearing the curtain from the window, the heavy velvet falling with a loud ‘thud’ on the marble floors. She looked desperately for the huntsman, but he was long gone, run away into the woods. Driven by fear and madness, the queen worked witch craft. 
 
    She created a poisonous comb, with beautifully embedded yellow pearls on elegantly carved wood, and tucked it away inside her little brown basket. Then, she drank a potion to disguise herself as a helpless old lady, one who was desperate to earn money. With that, she set off to the woods.  
 
    Strolling along, her heart thumped. Though she seemed hideous on the outside, the queen’s heart was not yet fully tainted. She still felt the urge to want to hug Snow White, but it was soon followed by a feeling of deep disgust and hatred for feeling so. Although Snow White had done an unforgivable thing, she was still her daughter and the queen felt extremely guilty for wanting to kill her. Still, she knew deep down in her heart that there was nothing to be done. Allowing the large trees to give her cover, the queen spied on Snow White, who was indeed, living with seven dwarfs. Hatred bubbled up. While the queen was in severe distress, gaining age by years and absolutely miserable, Snow White had been living in a laughing, warm and gentle world. It was hardly fair. Fair? The world was never a fair place to begin with. Pushing the thoughts out of her head, she watched as Snow White saw the seven dwarfs off. When she assumed it was safe, she quickly ran to the house and knocked on the door. 
 
    “Cheap, cheap, cheap!” She cried, trying her best to get rid of the humiliation. “Cheap combs for sale,” the queen continued, her withered hands grasping the door knob. Snow White opened it, rushing to the door, her elegance not yet faded. She looked at the queen with pity and guided her in the house. The house was very small, certainly no match for the palace. The queen wondered if the seven dwarfs were making her a maid. She only knew once person who was capable of making the place look so cleaned and organized. “I sell some beautiful combs lovely lady, please, try one.” She croaked, and Snow White immediately held one out, not because she wanted to buy them, but because of pity. The queen felt utter mortification, but stayed still as Snow White picked up the comb. She saw with quivering lips, relieved but anxious of what would happen at the same time. Snow White took the comb and pushed it through her hair, just as the queen had twenty years back, on her wedding night. The queen sighed as Snow White fell to the ground. Having nothing to say, she walked out of the house, her head up high.  
 
    When she was back at her palace, she got rid of the hideous disguise and stood in front of her mirror. She was extremely happy to see that her skin was not yet that old, and that now that Snow White had fallen, she would be the fairest of the kingdom. 
 
    “Mirror mirror on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of all?”  
 
    “Snow White is the fairest one my queen, 
 
    The dwarfs have picked the comb out nice and clean.” The queen screamed in fury, throwing things at the wall, pushing everything off of the tables, making an utter fuss in the palace. 
 
    “She will die, even if it costs me my life!” The queen determined, utterly raged.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    Going through the book of spells and potions, she found the perfect way to make Snow White die. She would feed her the poisonous apple. The queen went out of her chamber, to grab an apple. When the sunlight hit her skin, she flinched, surprised at the paleness of her color. Trying to ignore her ashen white skin, she picked an apple from the orchard and ran back. Just as she was going to step back in her chamber, she heard the king call for her. 
 
    “Alignite!” He called, walking up to her. His chopped hair held streaks of grey, his once healthy tanned skin turned to pale white like her own. He looked desperate. “I haven’t seen you for months! What in the world have you been up to?” The king asked, trying to hold her arm. The queen thrust his hand away in disgust.  
 
    “Don’t touch me you filthy-“ she stopped herself and drew her crown off and handed it to the king. The king took it in horror. 
 
    “What is the matter with you?” His voice was barely above a whisper. 
 
    “Why? Does it scare you to think that I may leave the throne empty? With Snow White gone, you will have no heir. Is that what you’re so afraid of?” She demanded, snatching the crown back from his hands. The king shook in guilt. 
 
    “I’m…I couldn’t control myself, Snow White was so…so…so beautiful, she looked just like you when you were young-“ 
 
    “No.” The queen said bitterly, her eyes glaring in hate. “She surpassed my looks and you fell for your own daughter. You are a disgrace.” The queen said, walking back into her chamber. When she glanced at him from her window, he was walking back to his chamber heads down. She could feel tears rolling down her face. “I did love him,” she murmured, and it was true. Twenty years ago, the old princess Alignite and prince Edwick were in passionate love. When the new queen bore a baby girl, it ruined everything. Now, the queen was completely convinced that Snow White was the cause of all her troubles.  
 
    Quickly and excitedly, the queen placed her apple down, and coated it with red. It looked so tempting from all directions; the thin skin was covering the juicy fruit, the shine unmistakable. Even the queen fell for the temptation and nearly ate it. Though it looked undoubtedly appealing, who ever ate the apple would definitely die.  
 
    A few days later, she disguised herself into another poor old women, this time, with much gentler looks than the last one. To her fortune, the disguise came out perfectly, her shriveled white hair in a low bun, her wrinkled face filled with smile lines and drooped skin covered by humble rags. Then, the queen walked to the hut again, to find Snow White alone, humming to herself while baking a tart.  
 
    “I sell apples,” she cried in a feeble voice, knocking on her door. She made sure to hunch down, as if she had back problems. Snow White came rushing to the door, and as soon as she saw the queen, let her in with haste.  
 
    “You must be dreadfully tiered,” Snow White said, tapping the queen on her shoulder. The queen felt nothing for the girl, not anymore. She drew out her apple. 
 
    “Yes my child, but it do me great favor if you ate this apple- it’s a tasty one indeed.” The bright red stood out from the rest of the green apples, and Snow White took it with no suspicion. As the queen watched anxiously, she twirled the apple between her hands, observing it from every angle. The queen gulped, fighting the urge to snatch it off Snow White’s hands and eat it for herself. As Snow White drew the apple closer to her mouth, the queen’s heartbeat increased by miles. Finally, she bit in, the beautiful crunching sound enough to bring the dead alive. Then, she fell, the apple rolling out of her hands, her beautiful face twined with pain. The queen cackled, then fled back into the woods, off home to her safe castle. 
 
    “Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 
 
    Who is the fairest one of them all?” She asked the magic mirror as soon as she got to the palace.  
 
    “My queen, with Snow White dead, you are the fairest one of them all.” The queen laughed in victory, her robes all dark black and red, her hair frizzled out in different directions. She felt as terrible as she looked, the grief of her dead child, the happiness of regaining her beauty, the madness of using witchcraft all came to her at once, and she couldn’t do or feel anything. She lay down in her bed, letting the soft silk blanket embrace her, the curtain shut tight, the only light source being from the fireplace. Though it was just spring outside, the flowers blooming one by one, the rich smell of honey always lingering in the air, the queen’s chambers felt like ice, her very presence chilling the air.  
 
    Just a few days later, she woke up, cold sweat dripping off her face. Hastily, she grabbed her robes and stood in front of the mirror. 
 
    “Mirror mirror on the wall,  
 
    Who is the fairest one of all?” She demanded, her eyes furious. 
 
    “Snow White is living again my queen and she is with a foreign prince, 
 
    She is the fairest of the land.” It answered and in her rage, the queen threw her comb at the magic mirror, which shattered into millions of pieces. “I curse you Alignite you have killed my spirit…” the mirror muttered as its soul disappeared. The queen screamed and tore the curtains off the windows, threw her blankets and pillows on the floor, all of her picture frames went crashing down and in the end, her chamber looked as if it had been robbed.  
 
    “How many bloody times will I have to kill this girl?” She yelled, sobbing in agony. She did not want to face her again, but she knew her spirit had been too tainted to stop now. “It’s not fair!” She screeched, throwing her crown on the floor, the gold dented by the hard rocks. It was truly not fair, not only had Snow White stole her husband, tricked the huntsman and got sanctuary from dwarfs, she was more beautiful than the queen, had no respect for her mother, and had come back from the dead two times already. The queen had no other option but to believe she was a witch, who had happened to be born into her womb. Large fat teardrops rolled down the queen’s eyes, her thin fingers rolled into tight fists.  
 
    “I need to see her,” she muttered and quickly picked up some supplies from the damaged room, some bits of makeup and ran to find some clothes. If the mirror was right (which it always was,) and Snow White was staying with a foreign prince, there was no doubt that she had seduced the prince into marrying her. The queen decided to look her absolute best, to not become inferior and declare Snow White’s true identity to the world.  
 
    She combed her hair back, trying her best to make it straight. Her shaking hands drew it back into a low bun, bits of flower decorations pinned into her braid by her ear which connected to the base of her bun. She colored her lips with flower juice, the rich red reminding her of her daughter. She lightly powdered her face, trying to hide her quickly forming wrinkles. Then, she wore her best dress, studded with pearls and rubies, the waist held in a thick ribbon making her slim, the rick velvet spreading out like a fountain, her sleeves soft silk, cut to her wrists. She looked young again, twirling around in the dress, she was shining with radiance. She could almost picture Snow White, faced red in jealousy, at what success her mother had had in keeping her youth and beauty. Then, when she was fully armed for battle, she stepped carefully out of her door, facing the sunlight again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Soon after she was out of the palace, she learned to ignore the loud whispers of the commoners. They gasped in awe at the beautiful queen, making way for her to pass, bowing down as if she were a god. She smiled for them and waved her hand, showing them that she was fearless, and that she was a much better role model than the whore Snow White. They showered flower petals on her, offering her for drinks and refreshements, which she kindly rejected, she asked for the location of the neighburoing kingdom in return. They told her about how the young dashing prince ran on a horse with the beautiful dark haired lady, who was clutching onto him as a matter of life or death, and that he romantically picked her up and asked her to marry him in front of the kingdom. When the queen heard this story, she froze, her perfect smile vanished, replaced by a frightful glare. She stormed off to where they stayed, and was easily allowed to pass the palace gates- she was dressed as fine as the ‘new queen’! Snow White, she was the only one who could be the new queen. The queen determinley stood in front of her daughter, gazing at her with a piercing gaze, threatening her to come down.  
 
    Snow White was dressed in white, in a very similar dress to the queen’s old wedding gown. It was much prettier though, with more rich laces and silk, more ribbons and more jewels embedded. The only larger difference was that she had no veil, and that her hair was not touched, just naturally bouncing on her shoulders. The queen made a low growl.  
 
    “What have you come for?” Asked Snow White, as if the whole mother-daughter position was gone.  
 
    “You know what I have come for.” The queen growled, walking up the steps to the same level as her daughter. “You betrayed me and you deserve punishments.”  
 
    Snow White made an angelic smile, her red lips curling up as if meeting prey all veiled inside her perfect façade. “So was that why you tried to kill me?” The queen heard gasping noises from behind, where the commoners had come to watch.  
 
    “What? N-no,” sudden guilt and shame ran along the queen, and sweat started to form inside her clenched hands.  
 
    “You used sorcery, that just proves to me and the whole kingdom, that…” she looked up to meet her mother’s eyes, her perfect smile still in place. “That you’re a witch.” She concluded and the queen looked up in horror.  
 
    “I’m a what?” She demanded, face red in fury. “You dare call your mother a-“Before anyone could stop her, Snow White slapped her mother across the face, a firm red streak vivid on the queen’s pale cheek. The queen held her cheek, her face twitched with pain, not because of the physical hurt, but because of Snow White’s unbelievable behavior.  
 
    “I declare this witch a witch’s death, I will give her hot iron shoes which she will wear and dance in. After that, we’ll burn her.” Snow White announced calmly. The kingdom broke into applause and the queen tried to run. The guards grabbed her, tearing her beautiful dress.  
 
    “Monster!” She cried to Snow White but Snow White was gone. 
 
    Later, the queen was forced to wear the hot iron shoes, which gave her searing pain. She danced and danced until her skin peeled off, her body melting in terror. Then, when she fell to her death, she was burned on a cross.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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