
A Reader’s Theater adaptation of Sarah Mlynowski’s 
 

Fairest of Al l  
 

by Aimée van Heyst 
 

Readers: 
 
Narrator 1   Abby    Old Woman 
 
Narrator 2   Jonah    Girl 
 
 
Abby:  Here’s the thing.  I am trying to have a fresh start and be flexible about my new 
school.  But how can I when the people here do everything wrong? 
 
Narrator 1:  Abby doesn’t like how the other kids eat, talk weird, or play tag.  She 
dreams of being back with her old friends and her nana who knows how to make a peanut 
butter and banana sandwich.  The next thing she knows, she hears… 
 
Jonah:  Abby!  Abby!  Abby!  Abby!  Abby!  Abby!  Abby! 
 
Abby:  Jonah!  I’m asleep! 
 
Jonah:  Wake up, wake up, wake up! 
 
Abby:  Go back to bed! 
 
Jonah:  But the mirror is hissing! 
 
Abby:  Jonah, mirrors don’t hiss.  They don’t make any sounds at all.  Unless you break 
them.  (Startled)  Did you break a mirror?  That’s bad luck! 
 
Jonah:  I don’t think so.  It’s the mirror downstairs, the mirror in the basement. 
 
Abby:  Why were you in the basement so late at night? 
 
Jonah:  I was exploring. 
 
Abby:  Then why did you wake me up? 
 
Jonah:  I saw purple and I wanted to show you.  Come on!  Come on! 
 



Narrator 2:  Humoring her brother, she slipped out of the bed and into her slippers.  She 
forced Jonah to put on shoes and then they slunk downstairs.  Abby turned the light on in 
the basement and closed the door behind them.  They descended the steps and stood in 
front of the mirror.   
 
Abby:  It’s not broken.  We’re going back to bed.  Now. 
 
Jonah:  I never said it was cracked, I said it was hissing.  It must have stopped when I 
left. 
 
Abby:  It’s not hissing.  
 
Jonah:  You have to knock on the mirror. 
 
Abby:  I’m not knocking on the mirror!  Why would anyone knock on a mirror? 
 
Jonah:  They would if it was an accident.  I was playing flying crocodiles and tripped and 
smacked into the mirror.  It sounded like a knock.  I’ll do it again.  Ready? 
 
Narrator 1:  Desiring to go back to bed, Abby lets him knock once.   After a few 
seconds, it starts to hiss.  He knocks a second time and the mirror emits a warm purple 
light. 
 
Abby:  What is going on?  Why is the mirror in our basement turning colors? Mirrors 
should not change colors.  I do not like mirrors that change colors. 
 
Jonah:  I told you it glowed purple.  I want to see what happens if I knock again. Three’s 
a charm, right? 
 
Abby:  Jonah, no! 
 
Narrator 2:  Too late.  He knocks, the mirror begins to shake, and their images ripple. 
The rippling images swirl into a whirlpool and it starts pulling Jonah towards it. 
 
Jonah: (alarmed)  It wants my foot!  
 
Narrator 1:  Abby won’t let the mirror have her brother.  The basement door is closed so 
her screaming goes unanswered.  Items are being sucked through the mirror.  Abby holds 
onto Jonah with one hand and the other clutches the leg of the desk.  
 
Abby:  Jonah!  NO, NO, NO.  I will not let the crazy mirror slurp up my brother.  I’m in 
charge here!   I will keep my brother safe.  
 



Narrator 2:  She let go of the leg of the desk and grabbed him with both hands.  With a 
satisfied grumble, the mirror sucks both inside.  Abby lands face down in dirt, leaves and 
grass.  
 
Abby:  WHAT WERE YOU THINKING? 
 
Narrator 1:  Looking around, Abby sees trees, trees and more large trees.  This is 
definitely not the basement.  
 
Abby:  Where are we?  The backyard, we have to be in the backyard right? 
 
Jonah:  No way, we’re not in the backyard.  I think we’re in a forest. 
 
Abby:  We can’t be in a forest!  That’s impossible. 
 
Jonah:  Well, maybe impossible things are possible? 
 
Narrator 2:  Jonah pinches Abby when she suggests that maybe they are asleep.  Abby 
decides that they need to take one step at a time.  Step 1:  Find their footwear, which had 
been sucked off their feet.  Step 2:  Find a way back to their basement.  
 
Narrator 1:  That’s when they hear a growl that continues to get closer.  It is followed by 
the cracking of twigs.  Abby grabs Jonah and they start running faster than ever before. 
They only stop when they can’t run another step.  That’s when Jonah spots a person 
walking in the shadows. 
 
Abby:  Hi, there! … Excuse me! … Wait!  Hold up! 
 
Narrator 1:  The woman turns and glares at the kids and then turns around and keeps 
walking.  
 
Jonah:  Excuse us!  Excuse us!  Excuse us!  Excuse us!  Excuse us!  Excuse us! Excuse 
us! 
 
Old Woman:  (barking)  What? 
 
Jonah: Do you know where we are? 
 
Abby:  We’re kind of lost.  We were in our basement, but then we knocked on our mirror, 
or rather, my silly brother knocked on the mirror.  Can you help us, please? 
 
Narrator 2:  The old woman scowled and then continued to walk away.  Abby and 
Jonah decide to follow her, hoping she would lead them to someplace where they could 
find their way home.  



 
Narrator 1:  Sneaking from tree to tree, the kids followed her until she came upon a 
small house.  They ducked behind a tree and crouched down, peering around the side. 
The Old Woman knocked three times.  One of the curtains twitches, but the person inside 
did not answer the door.  
 
Old Woman:  I know you’re there, you silly thing.  
 
Gir l :   It’s just… well, you see… I’m not allowed to answer the door. 
 
Old Woman:  I have apples to sell. 
 
Gir l :   No, thank you.  I ’m not supposed to buy anything. 
 
Old Woman:  I’ll give you one as a gift.  I’ll sell the rest later. 
 
Narrator 2:  Abby can see part of the girl’s face.  She has really dark hair, pale skin, and 
really red lips.  Abby can’t shake the feeling that she knows this girl.  Jonah scrambles 
out… 
 
Jonah:  I’ll take it!  I’ll take the yummy, juicy apple!  Can I have one please? 
 
Abby:  You shouldn’t eat food from a stranger, and you know it. 
 
Narrator 1:  The old woman looked familiar to Abby.  Jonah was so hungry that he 
peered into the old woman’s basket. 
 
Jonah:  Hey!  Wait a sec.  The basket’s empty, you big liar!  You said you were selling 
applessss, so how come you only have the one you’re holding? 
 
Old Woman:  I already sold the rest, all right?  Are you satisfied? 
 
Narrator 2:  Abby asked the girl if it was common for people to try to sell stuff door to 
door.  It appears that the girl will not be eating the apple.  The woman begins to sweat and 
makeup starts to trickle down her face. 
 
Jonah:  Is your skin melting? 
 
Gir l :   (gasp) It’s you!  You tried to trick me by wearing a disguise!  B-b-but it didn’t work, 
so please, just go away.  
    
Narrator 1:  The old woman offers Jonah the apple.  He’s figured out who she is and 
declines the offer.  Upset, she whips off her cloak toward Jonah exposing a tight black 
gown and a necklace with something that could possibly be a key. 



 
Old Woman:  You will pay for this.  You ruined my whole plan. 
 
Abby:  What plan is she talking about? 
 
Narrator 2:  The old woman stomps off back into the woods leaving Abby, Jonah and 
the girl alone. 
 
Jonah: I think I want to go home now. 
 
Abby:  Me too.  And we will.  
 
Narrator 1:  After a little coaxing, they are invited in and they ask to use the phone.  The 
girl named Snow has no clue what a phone is.  Jonah keeps eyeing Abby, trying to get her 
to put two and two together.  Abby gets him to be quiet. 
 
Gir l :   I’m glad you showed up, otherwise I probably wouldn’t have realized it was my 
stepmother at the door, and I would have taken the apple.  Who knows what would have 
happened then? 
 
Narrator 2:  Having held it in as long as possible… 
 
Jonah:  The apple would have been poisoned?  Abby, don’t you remember the story? 
 
Abby:  (realization)  Oh.  My.  Goodness!  You’re Snow White?  You can’t be! 
 
Gir l :   How do you know my last name? 
 
Narrator 1:  It all makes sense now.  Snow, the stepmom, the apple.  Wait, how will 
Snow meet the prince if she’s not poisoned?  Can Abby and Jonah fix Snow’s story and 
get home?  
 
Abby:  If you still don’t believe me, you will when you hear all the facts.  You will when you 
read the whole story. 
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