Audition Piece: Magic Mirror
                QUEEN
    Mirror, mirror, on the wall,
    Who is the fairest of them all?
                MIRROR
    You, my Queen, are fair; it is true.
    But another is a thousand times more fair than you.
                QUEEN
    What?! Tell me again, you must allay.
    What on earth did you just say?
                MIRROR
    You may think me harsh, you may think me cruel,
    But you're not as pretty as you think, you ruddy fool!
                QUEEN
    Listen here, you wall-hanging piece of bling,
    How could you say such a thing?
                MIRROR
    What do you want from me, forsooth?
    You know I can only tell the truth.
                QUEEN
    This magic mirror is broken. I want you to take it back to the dwarves you bought it from.
                MIRROR
    There is nothing wrong with me, I am fine.
    This evil old Queen has lost her shine.
               


                QUEEN
    How dare you say that! This can't be right, I have always been the fairest in the land.
    Mirror, mirror, I pray thee speak!
    What did you say to me last week?
                MIRROR
    I say again, I said withal,
    You, my Queen, are fairest of all.
                QUEEN
    Well there we are then. I thought so. I have youth and beauty all about me, all aglow!
                MIRROR
    You used to shine, but not any more.
    Now you're just a dirty old...
                GROT
    No, magic mirror! I know that you are enchanted to always rhyme but no rude words!
                MIRROR
    ...bore.

