Snow White and the Dwarves

If you go down in the woods today you’re in for a big surprise.

Written by: Brendan O’ Rourke

Act one:

Scene one:
Scene opens with five extras lying unmoving on the ground. One SL. One centre stage. The other three in a triangle formation behind. Two of these are lying on their backs and one is lying on their front. The Barman stands behind looking at the scene.
Barman: (In a lilting tone until the word 'fight') If you go down in the woods today you're in for a big surprise. If you go down in the Woods today get ready to have a fight. Welcome ladies and gentlemen to The Woods. I am the proud (laughs)  proprietor of this dark dank establishment. (Gesturing at the bodies) This is all because of the Woods. Y'know things were startin' to head upwise I thought. I had just advertised for a new entertainer. Somethin' to attract some more bodies. Well I got bodies that's for sure. Business as usual. I'll go on clearing tables, cleaning glasses and promising myself that business is pretty good and pretty good is enough to get by. This all started about a week ago. I was cleaning tables and clearing glasses, heh, and talking to the dumb four walls, thinking "I hope I don't make a habit out of this"... when two Dames stroll into the Woods. They were the kind of girls that left trails of guys behind.

lights down, extras exit

lights up

Snow White and the Witch enter.
Barman: I take it you girls are lost. Picnic disaster?

Witch and Snow White simultaneously: I'm…

Both look at each other. Witch takes it on herself to speak first.

Witch: I dunno about the little girl but I am here to fill the position of entertainer.

Snow White: (Enthusiastically) I'm also an entertainer.

Barman: Whew, the Woods has never bin so lucky.  But lucky's only gonna be one of you. Much as I'd like to, I can't afford to back both of you, so someone's gonna have to show me a winner.

The Witch and Snow White separate to opposite sides of the stage. 

Queue Lounge Jazz loop.

Witch: Moma and Papa had everything that their girl could wish for, 

But this spoilt rotten apple fell far farther from their tree,

(Sing) All she wanted was to entertain 
(Sing) So she ran far far far away 

Snow White: (Sing) Away from her home, no mother 

(Sing) Oh mother, 

Daddy's new someone helped him find his new smile,

And now his smile for his little girl has not been seen for some time,

(Sing) She sings and dreams of her Prince Charming, 

(Sing) She longs for her Prince Charming, 

Witch: She took some wealth and started afresh,

She cut her ties, laid her past to rest,

Her wicked past fuels a heart that sings true,

(Sing and hold) No one, nobody, nobody, 

(Sing) Going to cut her now... 

Snow White: (Sing) ...Now it's all revealed, 

(Sing) The Woods, the deep dark of the woods, 

The girl called Snow found refuge in the dark,

The way was twisted, but her songs sang white,

I'll wait here, I'll wait here and bide,

(Sing) Til' my Prince Charming takes place by my side 

Barman: (Pensively) You girls are really making this head or tails for me. 

Barman walks in between the two entertainers.

Witch: (Seductively) I could make this choice a hell of a lot easier for you...

The Witch and Snow White freeze, Barman addresses the audience.

Barman: I really couldn’t believe my luck with this one. I mean both these girls had voices on ‘em, that’s for sure. But thinkin’ back to their stories there was always gonna be one choice and that was Snow.
Barman takes back his position and the Witch and Snow white unfreeze.
Barman: Flattered but no need, I've already called it. (Talking to Snow) I don't think I've ever seen anyone whiten The Woods like you. Tell you what, in two nights, we'll put on a show. Main attraction, Snow! Whad'ya say?

Snow White: (Excitedly) My own show?! Snow in The Woods. Thank you so much,    
The Witch reacts angrily.

The Witch: You've slipped up Barman. The curse on this Woods has only just begun. 

The Witch Storms out of The Woods.
End scene.

Act One

Scene Two:

Barman behind the bar. Extras make up the crowd in the bar. The Dwarves enter SR with contemporary Hi-Ho dance. Dwarves lined up left to right Mr. Sleepy, Mr. Grumpy and Mr. Bashful. 

Mr. Bashful, Mr. Sleepy and Barman freeze. Mr. Grumpy steps forward.

During the Dwarves monologues the extras will interact with the dwarves mirroring their anecdotes.
Mr. Grumpy: It's Mr. Grumpy. Maybe I wouldn't be like this if I didn't have them for company. But this is what I do now. We are the Dwarves. Down this neck of the Woods we say what's what and ain't nobody gonna raise a fist to that. They'd wanna be crazy stupid. Y'know things could have twisted differently. But it's dealt and done. She... I loved her. But love and death they're just one hand away from a different trick. She marked me X and... well now... she's done and dusted. And that's the hand I play now. Done and dusted. 

Mr. Grumpy steps back takes off his hat, holds it to his chest and freezes. Mr. Sleepy steps forward.
Mr. Sleepy: Ironic I suppose. They call me Mr. Sleepy. I've put more than a few bodies to sleep... but that's all I wanna do. I wish I could just sleep. The deep dark of the Woods quiets that whisper. "Come on, what have you got here. You know you can shut it out, let me help you". No! There’s always bin someone lurkin’ up there, tellin’ me things I don’t wanna know. Just me and my voices. Y’know I picture it constantly, I've almost gone there, but just as I'm on the verge of leaving the Woods and resting, I stall. And crawl back in. So I'll just go on until there's no one else to put to sleep but me.

Mr. Sleepy steps back folds his arms and turns his head downwards. Mr. Bashful steps forward.
Mr. Bashful: Bashful, M-mr. Bashful. That's what they call me, that is. I'm sorry I've got this... edge about me and these guys... they helped to get it off. 

I screwed up big time with the ladies. "He's funny looking, all screwed up in the face and his walk." T-that's what they used to say. And then I got screwed up everywhere else as well (laughs). But these guys, when I've them to my right and right, it loosens me up real good. Grumpy says "Join me, and we'll make people step down and look up... to us" Things have been better since then.

Dwarves talk amongst themselves.
Barman: These guys strut into MY bar more nights than I care to see them. And most nights always turn out to be trouble. They think like... act like they own the place. I OWN THIS PLACE. (Sniggers to himself). The Dwarves. I wish somebody would cut them down to size. Above the law and underhanded. I don't like them. Scrap that, I hate them. But what choice do I have?

The Dwarves approach the Barman.
Barman: (In a sneer) My favorite customers, what'll it be boys?

Mr. Grumpy: (Patronising) Three fingers of whiskey… Barman. 

Barman:  Sure.

Barman makes drinks

Mr. Sleepy: Keeping your body busy Barman?
Barman: (Ignoring last comment) Some broad has bin thrownin’ questions at me about you three. Seemed real interested in your services. Y'know I'd appreciate it if you guys would keep my bar out of your trouble.

Mr. Grumpy: Maybe I'll appreciate that when I get my Whiskey... Barman.

Mr. Bashful: (Excitedly) A broad?! You be sure to let her know that Mr. Bashful has always got time for...

Mr. Grumpy: Mr. Bashful take a seat. Barman, you know where she can find us.

Dwarves retire to their seat with drinks.

Witch enters SR now wearing a long hooded shawl.
Barman: (Noticing the Witch) Time for trouble.

Scene freezes, Barman addresses the audience.

Barman: So this dark broad starts knockin about the Woods not so long after I hire Snow. There’s somethin’ about her that I don’t trust. She asks a lot of questions, and she likes to listen to me talk about the Dwarves too much for me not to feel uneasy. 
Scene unfreezes. Witch approaches Barman, Barman ushers her towards the Dwarves and Witch walks to their table.

Mr. Grumpy: Did you take a wrong turn?

Other dwarves laugh until Mr. Grumpy silences them.
Witch: Gentlemen, I am in need of your specific talents.

Mr. Grumpy: Really? Well I do like a good tale. Sit.

Witch takes a seat.
Witch: While I was down in the Woods one day, I fell into hate with a girl with no name. That is to say she stole what is mine. She deceived and corrupted all those that she could until three Dwarves made her done in the Woods.

Mr. Sleepy: She tells a good tale, but we're not being bought for a tale, right Mr. Grumpy?

Mr. Grumpy: How do you intend on funding this ending?

Witch: Take this in good faith with my word of more when it's done. 

Hands elaborate piece of jewelry to the Dwarves.

The Dwarves exam the jewelry. After a moment…

Mr. Grumpy: Ok, we'll take care of it.

Mr. Bashful: (Again enthusiastically) We'll take care of anything you want.

Mr. Sleepy: Ignore the kid, goes a little stupid around anything female.

The Witch makes a half smirk at this and hands the Dwarves an envelope, which she produces from her handbag.

Witch: This contains all you need to know. I'll be in touch.

Witch exits SR.
End scene. 
Act one:

Scene three:
Scene opens with Snow White on stage in the Woods. The Dwarves are sitting at their table and are completely engrossed by her performance. Barman still at bar and extras as audience. One of the extras is actually the Witch in disguise. Everyone is frozenl during Barman’s introduction.
Barman: Snow’s first proper performance. The Dwarves were there… yeah… sitting all uniform in their same old spot. And Snow she ended her set with, eh that number about her Prince Charming.

Everyone unfreeze. Snow White sings Prince Charming Song. Song ends.

Mr. Grumpy: Down to business then.

Mr. Sleepy: Can’t we put it off til the end of the night… it’s not like that dark broad is gonna come knockin’ down our door with her impatience.

Mr. Grumpy: Fine, the envelope can stayed closed a little longer.

Mr. Bashful: G-gee Mr. Grumpy I'm not sure I've ever seen a dame that sounds so nice on my ears and covers my... eyes in so much white... I mean...

Mr. Grumpy:  Geez you really don't know how to take a freeze Bashful.

Mr. Sleepy: Well I dunno bout you guys but I'm gonna go do less waitin’ and more acquaintin’. Excuse me.

Mr. Sleepy stands up from his seat just as Snow White passes by.

Mr. Sleepy: Hey, can I steal a minute.

Snow White:  Sure, time seems to slip slowly in The Woods.

Mr. Sleepy: There's somethin' real nice bout that voice of yours. Listenin' to you... I... it was kinda like my head was gettin' pieced back together. It's bin a while since everyone's bin quiet up there.

Snow White: Thank you, but sorry, what’s your name?

Mr. Sleepy: Aw, here's me digging up all my insides to a stranger and I forget to proper introduce myself. You can call me Mr. Sleepy. That's what the Woods calls me.

Snow White: Sleepy? (smiles) How do you come to get a name like that?

Mr. Sleepy: I spend too much time with my eyes shut that’s all.

Snow White: Well Mr. Sleepy, I really am glad that you enjoyed me. I'm going to be performing here every week. So you should come enjoy me whenever you can. I'd hate to see a nice guy like you fall apart.

Mr. Sleepy: That's awful nice of you. (Softly and sincerely) You be careful though. Spend too much time in The Woods and you start to get tangled. I've got hands on with all that. You keep that White about you, you'll be fine keepin' clear of all... those. Listen... my boys... they'll be missin’ my butt on a chair. I'll see you around.

Snow White: Pleasure Mr. Sleepy. You take care.

Mr. Sleepy returns to his chair. 

Mr. Grumpy: Woah Sleepy, almost thought we lost you there in all that snow.

Mr. Bashful: Yeah, snow, good one Mr. Grumpy.

Mr. Grumpy: You emptyin’ all your heart to heart-ness on her or somethin’?

Mr. Sleepy: Me Grumpy? Naw... just y'know, lettin’ her know who plays big round here n' all. Right.
Music fade in. Snow White and the extras move around to signify a passing of time. Mr. Bashful moves to the bar and takes a seat. Middle seat is empty. Snow White in other. Music fade in. 

Mr. Bashful throws a couple of awkward glances towards Snow White as he tries to work up the courage to speak to her. Eventually...

Mr. Bashful: (Motioning towards her Martini glass) I... I always liked the shape of those glasses. Real pretty waist on them like a broad. But... I.... Martinis and me just don't get along, so I usually just admire them from afar.

Snow White: (Entertained by Mr. Bashful's awkwardness) You're cute... Mr...?

Mr. Bashful: Bashful, M-mr. Bashful.

Snow White: You sure seem confident for a guy with Bashful in his name.

Mr. Bashful: (Giggles excitedly) That's funny... really,  just girls genreal... generally don't bother spendin' more than two words on me... if any at all. And I see you on stage... singing what you're heart says and... I think that's somethin' special in my ears. Th-That's all I really wanted to say.   

Snow White: I'm really starting to like it around here Mr. Bashful. Everyone seems to be all about the good. They always said don't let yourself get drawn into the Woods but looks like that fork was the right one for me. 

Mr. Bashful: Glad to hear it... (Suddenly feeling incredibly awkward) Mr. Grumpy... my boss... he gets a little... well grumpy y'know. Bye.

Mr. Bashful stumbles off his seat at the bar and awkwardly stumbles back to his seat at the Dwarves' table.

Snow White tries to say goodbye but Mr. Bashful avoids eye contact.

Back at the Dwarves’ table, Mr. Bashful glances up at the other dwarves and then back down to his drink. The others say nothing, look at each other and laugh at him. 
Again the extras and Snow White move around to signify a passing of time. The Dwarves chat at their table. Snow White retires to a table where she sits alone.

Mr. Grumpy: Time someone showed this lady some proper company. (Patronising) You two gonna be ok if I give my eye a rest from you?

Mr. Bashful: Oh yeah boss.

Mr. Sleepy has purposely not answered.

Mr. Grumpy: (Again very patronising) Sleepy Sleepy? You ok with stayin up a little late? 

Mr. Sleepy: (With a hint of contempt/half smile) Sure thing boss. 

Mr. Grumpy walks to Snow White's table. 

Mr. Grumpy: Is this seat taken?

Snow White: I suppose that depends on who's enquiring...?

Mr. Grumpy: The name is Mr. Grumpy.

Snow White: Ah, the Mr. Grumpy, y'know my ears have been telling me a lot about you, for someone I'm only meeting now. Apparently you’ve got a lot of sway down this neck of the Woods…

Mr. Grumpy: I hope my reputation hasn't been left crooked after bouncin’ off so many tongues to get to you.

Mr. Grumpy takes the seat and ushers to the Barman to bring another round.

Mr. Grumpy: You intrigue me little lady... what brings someone so white, this deep into the undergrowth? Your legs taking you away from somethin’ fast or has your mind split in the opposite direction?

Snow White: I'm waiting for someone to find me. I guess, I figured that if he can find me here beneath all this dark then he must really be worth.

Mr. Grumpy: Throw me a name... I might know this someone.

Snow White: I don't know his name... but I'll know his look when I see it. And he’ll know me. He’ll say everything right and do everything with me in mind. And that’s all there has to be to it. It’s pretty simple really.  

Mr. Grumpy: I had someone at my side like that once upon a time. I took a chunk of myself and entrusted it to her. Y'know some people just don't know what to do with that sort of trust... I'm never gettin' that chunk of me back. 

Focus switches back to Mr. Sleepy and Mr. Bashful. Mr. Grumpy and Snow White continue their conversation silently.

Mr. Bashful: Looks like Mr. Grumpy is having a good time.

Mr. Sleepy: Yeah, that’s fantastic Bashful. Y’know it’s all gonna just come full circle again and end in bad. Grumpy’s gonna go getting’ all obsessive with Snow, just like that broad before. And as soon as somethin’ goes not right, we’re gonna really see Mr. Grumpy.

Mr. Bashful: T-things are different now though… we’re all stronger as the Dwarves.   

Mr. Sleepy: I hope you’re right Bashful, for both our sakes.
The focus switches back to Mr. Grumpy and Snow White.
Mr. Grumpy: So what happens next in your story after this Prince Charming steps in? 

Snow White: I suppose I’m just looking for what everyone wants. That elusive happily ever after. 

Mr. Grumpy: I think I’ve given up on mine,

Snow White: Now I don’t believe that for one second. There’s gotta be some hope left in that Grumpy head of yours.

Mr. Grumpy: Hope? Maybe. Maybe sometimes you dream too much so when you open your eyes what you see makes you sad. You dream so much about that girl, about a happily ever after, that it just makes the bad in your life a whole lot worse, cause there’s no sign of any white around the corner. 

Snow White: Ok, I hear you’re a business man… how about we make a deal?

Mr. Grumpy: Try me…
Snow White: Your side… you keep making appearances at my show, and after we’ll have ourselves a little chat like tonight. We’ll tell each other all the little things that we don’t want others getting hold of. This we’ll do after each of my shows. Ok?

Mr. Grumpy: (Sceptical) And your side…?

Snow White: You’re afraid that there’s no more white left in your life, right?

Mr. Grumpy: Sure.

Snow White: Well I’m gonna do my best to help you get some back , even if it means giving you some of mine. We got a deal.

Mr. Grumpy: Snow, you are one shrewd business woman, but I know a good deal when I see it. We are agreed.

Snow White: Great. Until my next show then… It's getting a little too much past late for me. I really enjoyed our talk though Mr. Grumpy.

Mr. Grumpy: I really enjoyed your company Snow. G'night. 

Snow White exits SR. Mr. Grumpy walks back to the Dwarves and sits down.

There is a lot of tension at the table.

Mr. Grumpy: I think we've danced around things for long enough tonight. Let's get to business. Sleepy, you got the details of that hit.

Mr. Sleepy: Right here boss. 

Mr. Sleepy produces the envelope that the Witch gave them and places it in the centre of the table.

Mr. Sleepy: Who's goin' bedy byes this time...?

Mr. Grumpy opens the envelop and takes out a photograph, which he takes one look at before his face drops... possible VT clip.

Mr. Grumpy: (Disbelievingly) No… Someone’s got it wrong…

Mr. Bashful: What is it Boss?

Mr. Sleepy: Yeah, why you stallin’, let’s get into gear and put this business to bed already.
Mr. Grumpy: We are not doing this job!

Mr. Sleepy: Why the switch Mr.Grump...

Mr. Grumpy: WE ARE NOT DOING THIS JOB!

Mr. Bashful: Don't g-go leaving us in the dark...?

Mr. Grumpy: Fill yourselves in.

Mr. Grumpy leaves the photograph, gets up and leaves The Woods.
The two remaining Dwarves wait until he's gone and take a look at the photograph. Their faces drop.

Mr. Sleepy: He's right, we can't!

Mr. Bashful says nothing but looks extremely distraught.

Mr. Sleepy: C'mon, let's get outta here.

Mr. Bashful remains seated as Mr. Sleepy gets up to leave.

Mr. Sleepy: (Angrily) I said c’mon!

Mr. Sleepy and Mr. Bashful exit SR leaving the photograph on the table.

Barman: What the hell was all that!?

The Witch disguised as an extra walks to the Dwarves table and takes the photograph. Walks to centre stage. Looks at the photo and tears it up. Then takes off her mask. Everyone freezes but except the Witch.

Witch: (Screams) Ahhhhhh!! The Dwarves have fallen short of my expectations. I never wanted to get hands on, but there's no road left now. Snow... Whitest, fairest... Put to rest in The Woods and all will forget her. Nothing left but a shaky memory of Snow once upon a time in a cursed Woods.

Lights down.  

End Scene.
Act two:

Scene one:

Barman behind the bar. The Witch is sitting at the bar still wearing hooded shawl. The Witch freezes for Barman's monologue.
Barman:  The week had already bin full of events. Snow was good for business. Looked like things had finally started headin' upwise for The Woods. But there was somethin else playin' on the back of my mind. The Dwarves had really taken a liking to The Woods' latest attraction. The sort of liking that could only end in bad. And then that dark broad turned up again...

The Witch: What's on your mind Barman? 

Barman: I'm not gonna dirty your nose with my problems.

The Witch: I think I know what has you so tense...

Barman: Heh, three guesses.

The Witch: Is it Bashful, Sleepy and Grumpy? I've seen the hate in your eyes for them. 

Barman: Hate? (Ranting) I have hate in my eyes... my mouth, and my fists for the Dwarves. I hate their voice, the table they sit at and I hate the sound of their footsteps outside my door. I take their orders, make their drinks and clean their glasses with my hate. Have I got space for them in my mind? They refuse to leave!

The Witch: Let's put that hate to use. I share your mind in that way and I can help you. I want to help you. But my help is pricey and I'm not sure that you will like my wager.

Barman: My ears are always open for business.

The Witch: I hate the Dwarves as you. But there is one who sways my mind more to hate than them. Snow - (With contempt) Whitest, fairest. You take care of Snow, I'll take care of the Dwarves. (Seductively says into his ear) I'll take care of you.

Barman:  You're right, your wager's too pricey.

Barman goes to turn away from The Witch but The Witch grabs his wrist.

The Witch: (Angrily) Don't be hasty... (Composing herself and reverting back to seductive) Hear me out. True, Snow has brought business to The Woods. But since she has graced your stage she has also brought trouble. Unbeknownst to herself she has further darkened The Woods. End her to end it. The Dwarves love her, they will fall, and I will end them. 

Barman thinks about her offer.

Barman: It makes odd sense, but I still...

The Witch: I'll take care of everything.

Passionately kisses the Barman. 

The Witch: (Hands the Barman a vial of poison) Take this, there's enough for one only. Tomorrow night, after her show, make Snow a drink with my hate. I'll fix everything else.

The Witch exits SR.

The Dwarves enter and take up their seats. There is an awkward tension.

Eventually...

Mr. Bashful: Guys, this is no use, you've bin like t-talkin' to walls since that photograph.

Mr. Sleepy: He's right Mr. Grumpy, this silence is gonna split the Dwarves and then we'll just be three Mr.'s, just like before and then it's only a matter of time before we crumble.

Mr. Grumpy: Change of name Mr. Reason... should I be expectin' my orders from you now? Far as I can see there's nothin' to talk about.

Mr. Sleepy: Nothin' to talk about Mr. Grumpy...?! This face that you've got on... I'm tired of it. Nothin' to talk about Grumpy... let's try Snow for a topic and the fact that we've all fallen for her. That's why you're shuttin' us out... that's why...

Mr. Grumpy: (Angrily) Fine Sleepy, let's say we're all in love with Snow. What does that change? We all charge for the same dame and the Dwarves are gonna split. We say quits and walk away and the Dwarves are gonna split. Now maybe I've got blinkers on but have I completely neglected a third fork?

Mr. Bashful: Y-you're forgettin' that dark broad...

Mr. Grumpy: What are you talkin' about?

Mr. Bashful: You saw the look in her eyes. S-she wants Snow dead. Just cause we've pulled... it's... it's not gonna change her eyes. 

Mr. Grumpy: I don’t move without thinkin’. And long as the Witch doesn’t know we’ve pulled, we’ve still got time on our sides. So we…
Mr. Bashful: …we protect her. That's priority one. We deal after... r-right now we keep her safe. Mr. Grumpy?

Mr. Grumpy: (Reluctantly) Deal. Now let's drown this.

Lights down passing of time.
Lights up.
Snow White enters SR, acknowledges the Dwarves and walks to the Bar.

Barman: Snow? Wasn't expectin' to see your pretty face in The Woods today. 

Snow White: Just passin' some time, thought I drop in to make sure that we're still on for tomorrow night?

Barman: Absolutely, long as you keep doin' your thing, there's always gonna be a spot on that stage for you. Listen, Snow, you know that no matter what I'll always be here to back you on and off of that stage? You're a talented girl, but somewhere's down the line lady jealousy is gonna give you a scare. Or some crazy is gonna get it into their thick skull that you ain't all as good as you appear to be... or somethin'. If that ever happens Snow, it's usually best to just call bluff, let them have their fun and then get back on rail again. You just remember that Snow. 

Snow White: I not quite sure what you mean but don't worry, I'm soakin’ up every last word.

Barman: As for me, for safe keepin’, you’re staying in my sights.

Snow White: (after a brief pause) It's that kindness in your eyes...

Barman: Sorry?

Snow White: I couldn't place it before. But I think that's it, it's your eyes. They remind me of my fathers. The way you look at me, it's got a hint of what he used to stare back at me with. 

Barman: You miss him?

Snow White: No, I stopped missing him a long time ago. He turned his back on me, turned his eyes from me. But since you, I guess... it's just nice to know that I might not have to give up on men altogether. 

Barman: You still holding out for that Prince Charming of yours?

Snow White: Yes, but only just... I hope he can pull through for me if things come to a head.

Barman: (Under his breath) Yeah, me too.
Mr. Sleepy, who is now quite drunk walks up to Snow White. As he is leaving the table, Mr. Grumpy grabs him by the arm and gives him a disdainful look but Mr. Sleepy shrugs off his grip.

Mr. Sleepy: Snow...

Snow White turns to face Mr. Sleepy, he wreaks of alcohol and she is clearly put off by this and is very weary.

Snow White: (Wearily) Mr. Sleepy, it's eh good to see you again, everything ok?

Mr. Sleepy: I just thought you might like a bit of chit chat that's all... Barman's not serving you hassle is he?

Snow White: Oh no, just talking about my show.

The Barman is also getting weary.

Barman: Everything alright there Snow?

Extremely angered by this intrusion, Mr. Sleepy turns his attention to the Barman.

Mr. Sleepy: Listen ... Barman (patronising) if I need you to pour me somethin' I'll let give you heads up. Now, I don't recall dealing you no order so... hows about you turn your face away whilst I converse with the lady?

Mr. Sleepy grabs Snow White by the arm and tries to drag her away.

Mr. Sleepy: C'mon Snow, let's go somewhere private.

Snow White resisting.

Snow White: Please, can I just go...

The Barman steps out from the bar and pushes Mr. Sleepy away. The other two Dwarves rush to his side. The Barman ushers Snow White to leave, She hesitates, but then leaves in a hurry, upset and looking back at the scene as she leaves. 

Mr. Grumpy: Barman... I'd advise you to get back in your place. Leave Sleepy to us and I'll think about wiping this.

Barman: I don't want trouble, he was coming on strong, you don't need me to point that out.

Mr. Sleepy: I'd quiet up if I were you.

Mr. Bashful: Mr. Sleepy... let's j-just get another d-drink.

Mr. Grumpy: SLEEPY, take a seat! No ones jumpin' gun whilst I'm still callin' shots around here. 

Mr. Sleepy reluctantly takes goes back to their table and Mr. Bashful follows.

Mr. Grumpy: How kind of you to offer us another round Barman... and on the house... you spoil us!

Barman: Coming up.

The Barman retreats to the bar and makes the Dwarves their drinks. Mr. Grumpy joins the other Dwarves. 

Barman: All I wanted to do that night was shut everything out, but the dreams just weren't coming. My mind was pushing for space what with The Woods, Snow, hate and an escape, all fighting for a spot.   
Lights down.

End Scene.
Act Two:

Scene Two:
Snow White has just finished her set. Extras as audience. Witch in disguise at bar with drink. Barman looking at Snow White. Snow White approaches the bar.

Barman: (Distant) How'd you like that applause? Great set tonight.

Snow White:  (Bashfully) You spend your compliments too freely.

The Witch: (Bitterly) Modesty, my dear can be the undoing of a person, don't play on it too much. 

Snow White: (Shocked by the Witch's aggression) Sorry...? 

The Witch: But still... (Pauses) I'm not sure I've ever seen anyone whiten The Woods quite like you.

The Barman and White react to this comment and take a moment to look at the cloaked Witch...

Snow White: Have we been acquainted befo...

...but brush it off as some sort of deja vu.
Witch: My apologies, I've put the wrong foot forward. Let me get you a drink. Barman, a Martini for the girl please... and make it sharp.

Barman: Sharp as you like.

Barman turns to make drink and places it in front of Snow White.

Barman: There you go Snow, bit of kicker before bed.

Snow White: Thank you.

The Witch: (Raising her glass) A toast... to Snow in the Woods and happy ever afters (With an evil smile).

The Witch and Snow White drink. Snow White staggers back from the bar, drops the glass and faints centre stage.

Barman: Done...

The Witch: ... and dusted. (Cackles)

Chatters offstage between the Dwarves as they enter The Woods.

Barman: That's them. You better make yourself hidden. You sure you've got this all laid out right.

The Witch: Leave it to me. Time to end the Dwarves. 

The Witch again sneaks off to SR to make herself hidden.

The Barman leaves his counter and makes his way towards Snow White just as the Dwarves enter SR.

Mr. Bashful notices Snow White first. The other two Dwarves are engrossed in a conversation. Mr. Bashful tugs at Mr. Grumpy.

Mr. Bashful: M-mr. G-grumpy... y-you seein' this?

Mr. Grumpy: What? What is so priority one tha... (Suddenly aware of Snow White's unmoving body)

After noticing the body Mr. Sleepy starts to pace grasping his head. Mr. Grumpy looks to the Barman and then back to the body which he approaches and he kneels down behind.

Mr. Grumpy: There's no waking her.

Mr. Sleepy: (Psychotically) No waking her... no waking her no... no waking her

Mr. Bashful unmoving stares down at the body.

Mr. Bashful: M-mr. G-grumpy?
The Barman cautiously retreats to the bar.

Mr. Grumpy supports her back with his hand. Mr. Sleepy stops pacing to look at 

Mr. Grumpy whose tough exterior has cracked.

Mr. Grumpy: I loved her... now taken again. She made me to feel like before, only for another chunk of me to be taken. I really enjoyed your company Snow. G'night.

Mr. Grumpy kisses her forehead and gently lays her back down, stands up composes himself and walks briskly to the Barman in a blind rage, pulls a gun, grabs the Barman by the neck and sticks the gun to his head. The other Dwarves still in shock, look on distraught.

Mr. Grumpy: BARMAN... SPILL! You better start flappin' or else this counter top is gonna need a hell of a lot more than spit shine and elbow polish to get your brains off of it!

Barman: (For the first time losing his composure) Calm yourself Mr. Grumpy… this ain’t by my hands.

Mr. Grumpy: Well I’m in the mood for a little venting so unless you present me with a more worthy bull’s eye, then I’d suggest that you…

Barman: It… it was her... that Witch. (pointing towards the Witch)

Mr. Grumpy pushes the Barman backwards and goes to aim at the Witch.

The Witch turns, drops her shawl revealing her identity, draws two guns and cackles.

The Witch: You're all pathetic.
Mr. Sleepy now draws a gun on her. Mr. Bashful is still in shock.

Mr. Sleepy: YOU WITCH! Yours is going to be the blackest soul that I have ever had the fortune of putting to sleep.

Mr. Grumpy: Bashful, draw on her already!

Mr. Bashful fumbles with his gun and aims at the Witch.

Witch: Shy, unhinged and rageful fools. She could never fix you. You were all too lost for that. You all thought you could fill her Prince Charming's shape... hah, I've done you a favor. Now let me deal you another.

The Witch fire a shot from each gun, hitting only Mr. Sleepy in the arm, the other Dwarves react and open fire on her. The Witch falls.

Mr. Sleepy clutches his arm.

Mr. Bashful: Mr. Sleepy, y-you gonna hold out.

Mr. Bashful makes his way toward Mr Sleepy but Mr. Grumpy cuts him off.

Mr. Grumpy: (Patronising) You hurt Sleepy? (Quickly changing to contempt as his rage overcomes him)You want out?  C'mon why don't you save us the dramatics and kill yourself already. You know what, I'll even point (Points gun at Mr. Sleepy's head) you towards the exit! 

Mr. Sleepy: (Looking down the barrel of the gun psychotically) Why the hell not? You wanna join me Grumpy (Pointing his gun at Mr. Grumpy's head)? Although I can't say I'd look forward to a forever of your sob stories! I’m not that surprised by your swinging moods though. I knew this would all end in bad.

Mr. Bashful: (Switching his aim between the two Dwarves) B-both of you, quit it! D-don't make me s-shoot you!

Mr. Grumpy: (Turning his attention to Mr. Bashful) S-shoot me? Hehehe. Finally Bashful stands-up! Don't get me started on you. You were a miserable freak show when I took you in. Only thing that's changed since is the spectators don't throw fruit at you anymore. Snow told me what she really thought of you! Said you repulsed her, couldn't wait for you to walk.

Mr. Bashful is getting clearly distressed by Mr. Grumpy's insults.

Mr. Sleepy: Don't let him get inside your head Bashful. You know what Snow was really like. She wouldn’t…

Mr. Grumpy: So, who's actually itchy enough to end this?

The Woods blacks out. The Barman crouches behind the bar. There are four gunshots. When the lights come back on all three Dwarves are dead. Mr. Grumpy has fallen forward and the other two Dwarves have fallen backwards.

The Barman comes up from behind the bar and places a gun on the counter. He walks to Snow White stepping around the bodies. 

Barman: (Addressing the audience) Business as usual. Back to cleaning tables and clearing glasses… and, well mopin’ the floor. (Pauses) Business as usual… except for one thing…
He kneels down beside Snow White, supports her back with his arm and produces some smelling salts from his pocket, which he uses to wake her. Snow White comes around and looks up at the Barman.

Snow White: What happened Greg?

Barman: Don't worry Snow, it's done.

Lights down.

End scene.
