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Female roles

CINDERELLA
ALEXIS
HILDA JEAN
MOTHER

QUEEN “ESSIE”
ZERELDA
PAULA ABDAULA

KAYLIN WHITE
KITTY

Male Roles

KING “TONY”

PRINCE KENSINGTON
MR. JAMES MATH

SIMON HOWELL
FLOYD HARVEY

Either

FOOTPERSON

CHARACTERS

a bratty girl living with her step-family

her stepsister, likes things Hawaiian

her stepsister, a history student

Cinderella’s Stepmother, a very niceVady who's

frustrated with Cinderella’s be

of the United States
lady in waiting to the Qus

@ ving  as a fairy

entertainmentireporter for KING-TV

from American Idol,
godmother

an 87-year-old | e dance.

ed States of America
o the throne, a sci-fi geek.
tor to the prince
from American Idol

a dance instructor; very hard to

impress.

PAPARAZZI and other PHOTOGRAPHERS

Optional silent roles, can also be doubled by characters playing smaller
roles. Some roles for example: MAIL CARRIER, FOOTPERSON,

KITTY, can be doubled.



SETTING

Present day America, although due to some issues at the ballot box, the
country is currently ruled by a monarchy. There are three settings:
Cinderella’s living room, the throne room in the palace, and one other
room in the palace. All the palace scenes can be played in the throne
room if desired.

DIRECTOR’'S NOTES

PROP LIST

iPod or personal CD player with earbuds/headphone, Cinderella
Crossword puzzle book with pencil for King “

Letter for the Mail Carrier

Cell phone or phone for Cinderella

Hand-held microphone for Kaylin

Cell phone for Ken

Bag for Tutor

Mop for Cinderella
COSTUMES

ing costumes. This is a
ueens, fairy godparents, TV
any of the costumes can, for fun,
mally. The personalities of the
plus the nature of the events in the
what everyone will wear.

Costumes: Lots of opportunities for i
contemporary setting, yet with
reporters, and “just everyday f
be a parody of what they
characters and their station i
play should be a go

SET DESIGN

Set design is prg @ roughout the script, as needed.
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CINDERELLA AND THE BIRKENSTOCKS

by
Jerry Rabushka

ACT 1

Scene 1

lives with
furnished;
times. A couch
TV and a few

AT RISE: CINDERELLA’s living room. CINDE

accessories. Since all the sisters ar
they should be played as older tee
reflect colors and interests of a h upied by these four
characters. As the scene opens MOTH S busy straightening up
the living room. ALEXIS enter illing to help. Until CINDERELLA
appears they play the opening | L sickeningly sweet.”

e-aged. The set can

ALEXIS: [I've finished my ho @ Mother. Is there anything | can
help you with?
MOTHER: Well yes, Alexis,

can fold the laundry for me.

ALEXIS: Thank yo unity!
MOTHER: (calling) ilda Jean?
HILDA: (enters, sweetly , Mother?

MOTHER: Why don’t you put away the dishes from dinner?

HILDA: You kn Iways happy to help.
MOTHER: A so fortunate to have two wonderful caring
daugh

ALEXI ou and dad raised us.

ALL: they’re doing and face the front) May he rest in
peace

MOTHER: W let's see if Cinderella will sweep the floor.

HILDA: (alittle afraid to disturb her) I'm sure she’s busy. I'll do it.

MOTHER: No. Eventually she needs to learn to pull her weight around
here. Cinderella? Cinderella?

ALEXIS: (to HILDA) When will mom ever learn?

MOTHER: (losing patience) Cinderella, where are you?

CINDERELLA: (enters dancing to an iPod or some other musical
device.) What?

MOTHER: You need to sweep the kitchen floor.
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CINDERELLA: (starts to dance a bit and sing along to the music,
“in your face” to everyone else) You can't make me sweep the
floor, I'm not gonna sweep no more. . .

MOTHER: Cinderellal

CINDERELLA: (sings, almost haphazardly, as if it's a song SHE’s
listening to) You're not my real mother, and you can'’t tell me what
to do! No, no, no, you can't telllll me what toooo doooa (this goes
on awhile, MOTHER pulls the earplugs out of CINDERELLA'’s
ears)

MOTHER: Cindy!

CINDERELLA: I told you never to call me that.

MOTHER: | need you to sweep up in the kitchen. urts.

CINDERELLA: (mocking) My back hurts!

MOTHER: (annoyed) My back hurts from pic
dropped behind the toilet seat.

CINDERELLA: Well maybe your back
the middle of my favorite song an
the future, if you would keep your
my iPod! (if it’s not an iPod, refer

SHE’s listening to)
MOTHER: Did you do your homm
CINDERELLA: 1 thought | toldgyou™a#” | don't do homework. My
teachers know better thal aste my time with hommmmework.
sings.) Homework is just such a

waste. Don't throw the hoélbooks in my face!
MOTHER: (yanks i

all that bling you

e exercise. I'm right in
I'd appreeeeciate it, in
erly hands (loud!) off
d to whatever device

CINDERELLA: 1 got an A+ in celebrity gossip. (playing like SHE's a
TV show host) Britney? Life's a party! Deadly! Dixie Chicks?
Grammy winners extraordinaire! But watch yo’ mouth! Brad Pitt?
Adopts African children to keep them away from Oprah. Ben
Affleck! Handsome but boring. Nobody cares, too bad, so sad. Paris
Hilton? Love those burgers, but she needs to eat some of them.
Don't eat and drive, Paris!
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MOTHER: What about your school work?

CINDERELLA: That is school work. Now if you'll excuse me and even if
you won't. . .

MOTHER: | need you to sweep the floor.

CINDERELLA: You might want me to sweep it, but you don’t need me
to sweep it. (SHE conspicuously and deliberately puts the
earphones back in, and exits, singing. . . ) Mom cafi't make me
sweep that floor, ‘cuz Cinderella’s out the door!

HILDA: The floor's so dirty because she stomped her F ies.

ALEXIS: Too much ketchup. What a pig.

MOTHER: Now don’t talk bad about your stepsister.

ALEXIS: That’s what she does. She spreads rumors

MOTHER: Again? What's she saying now?

HILDA: That we're smart. That we do our ho @ ge
and help around the house.

MOTHER: That's wonderfull

ALEXIS: Try getting a date with that'kind of utation. Why are we
stuck with her?

MOTHER: She has nowhere else to go.

HILDA: She drove her own fath t of the house!

MOTHER: | know. My second %as to a wimp. A wuss. A lousy
provider. A bum. A layaboutsgA t A loudmouth. And worse yet,
he instilled all his persona aits into his daughter and left us with
her while he ran off wi

ALEXIS: | never heard th

HILDA: | never hear

ALEXIS: Lasttime went on this rant, it was Harriet to Havana.

HILDA: How did they getde,Cuba? We're not even allowed to go.

MOTHER: Stop it!

Straight A’s,

er, with rising intensity) Well, what did he do?
ldn’t he take Cinderella with him? What kind of

panema for correct pronounciation.)
down. Every time we talk about Cinderella, we start
CINDERELLAY (enters) Will you keep it down? | can't hear my tunes!

(SHE holds out her iPod towards them and does a couple dance
steps to demonstrate as the others do a slow burn; blackout.)
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SCENE 2

(A room in the palace. This should be opulent, but in bad taste. The
set can display the usual type of decorations in a palace, overdone
furniture, tapestries, etc. Tapestries of popular musical groups or
musicians, like the old velvet Elvis pictures, could be a nice touch.
The KING is seated on his throne at center stagegworking a
crossword puzzle. There can be a “not-as-nice” seat t to him
for the QUEEN, or perhaps even a rickety lawn ch ere’s a
conspicuous difference between where the KINGgsi
the QUEEN sits. The prince’s TUTOR enters in a

TUTOR: Your majesty! Your majesty!
KING: (barely looking up, more interested %
know you're not supposed to addre g

you first.
TUTOR: A thousand pardons, your majesty.
KING: Try it again. Observe protocol. I'myti aving to tell you this.
TUTOR: (short pause, then HE exits, enters, looks at KING,
who ignores him. HE clea is throat, then HE whistles. Then
HE goes in front of KING’MpS up and down. Then HE
tickles the KING. The Ki a hysterically but still won’t
address him after HE pS) and just goes back to his

R walks away and starts to talk to

crossword, so th
majesty would acknowledge me |

2ss he addresses

himself as if in solilo

would tell him ortant information about the prince.

Information that s the future of the kingdom. If only his majesty

would. . .
KING: (looking at the croSsword) What's a seventeen letter phrase
for “Angelin doption?”

ething he'd like to discuss with my majesty?
HE kneels before the KING.) It's the prince, your

KING: That's my name. Now get up.

TUTOR: Tony.

KING: 1 don't like that tone of voice. I'm still the king. Now what's a
seventeen letter word for-

TUTOR: (tired of this) Tony!

KING: My subjects treat me with such disrespect.

TUTOR: (giving in) African indignity.
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KING: What?

TUTOR: Seventeen letters. Why should we think a child will be better
off simply because he grows up in America?

KING: Do they have McDonald’s in sub-Saharan Africa?

TUTOR: | don't think so.

KING: Exactly. (looks over the puzzle and tries to write) It doesn't
work.

TUTOR: Will his majesty listen to me!?

KING: His majesty may, if you're interesting.

TUTOR: Your son, the prince. My student. He o his
lessons. He won'’t learn his Hawaiian and he re 0 study any
history before 1824.

KING: 18247

TUTOR: (during this speech HE's all ove pacing in
frustration) It's the year Beethove h symphony. He
says anything before then is irrele . d to teach him about
the fourth, the fifth, you know. . . [(sings th® opening bars) ba ba

ba baaaaaaaaaaaa. . . but he’ll ha it! I'm at my wits end,
but | fear in the case of an emerge will be ill equipped to

assume the responsibilities ing.
KING: An emergency only Beeth can fix.
TUTOR: (doesn’t want to s 0 ow. . . should the kingdom

need. . . new leadership.
KING: You mean. . .
TUTOR: If you dropped
kicks in, we're in
KING: My condition?

ajesty — er, Tony. If your condition

you know about my condition, James?

TUTOR: Everyone kno out your condition. It's a condition of being
a very unpopular ruler. "1t often results in death by assassination.
And don't callmme James. As your son’s tutor, | demand to be

@ Call me Mr. Matheny.

y.-"Call me Mr. Matheny. Now, if you don't discipline

heir to this kingdom, I'm going to be forced to take

own hands.

sa law here against spanking royal hiney.

TUTOR: Perhaps that law can be amended.

KING: With that attitude, you can be amended.

TUTOR: And with your “condition,” so can you. I'd hedge my bets that a
lot more people would prefer to rule the kingdom than tutor the
prince. So | really wouldn't prattle on about who was amendable
and who wasn't, if | were you.

KING: | think we need to marry him off. Nothing like a good woman to
keep him in line. (calling off stage) Zerelda!
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ZERELDA: (enters and bows) Yes, your majesty.

TUTOR: Call him Tony.

ZERELDA: (with a curtsey) What would you ask of me. . . Tony? (to
TUTOR, almost a whisper) That is so stupid!

KING: Fetch the queen. | have an important matter to discuss.

ZERELDA: (SHE’s “official” but a bit sassy) The queen wishes not to
be disturbed.

KING: Fetch the queen. Certainly | have some authority ovessomeone
in this palace.

ZERELDA: Certainly you have no authority over yourwife

KING: You're the lady’s maid, are you not? %

ZERELDA: One of about forty, yes. Remember
you bought out that old Motel 6 on 52" ? stre

KING: Then | suggest you do as | bid you to d

ZERELDA: The lady is taking a bath.

KING: Again?

ZERELDA: It's the same one. She’s been in thekre for three days.

KING: | need to discuss some very ortan/royal matters with her.
We need to find our son a wife.

ZERELDA: Tl do it. | know hei handful, but | can tame him. (to
TUTOR) We call him “His G%ﬁ)ehind his back. But | can put
up with Star Trek: The Next&ene reruns to be the next queen
of the United States of A @ at Riker guy is s000 hot!

KING: | think not.
ZERELDA: (egging him gome on. | want to be the queen! You
know, rags to ric aiting to ready and dating, that kind of

thing.

with” when

ZERELDA: (approaches him, expectantly) Yes, your majesty.
KING: Seventeen er word for “Angelina’s adoption.”

over, walking around a little bit, finally it
: a/flash!) Oprah’s hot jealousy.
it out. Itsacrossword

it down and says firmly) You're not marrying the

prince!

ZERELDA: (alittle whiny) You said | could!

KING: | changed my mind.

ZERELDA: (alittle more whiny) That's not fair.

KING: The king doesn’t have to be fair. Now, summon my honey hither.

ZERELDA: (shouts off stage) Yo! Mistress! His majesty bids you
hither! (short pause)

KING: Now.
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ZERELDA: Now!

QUEEN: (off stage) Tell him I'm busy.

ZERELDA: She’s busy.

KING: Tell her | said now.

ZELDA: (shouting off stage) He says he said now!

QUEEN: Did you hear what | said? Reiterate it!

ZERELDA: The queen reiterates, your majesty.

KING: You tell her that-

ZERELDA: [I'm sorry, but once she reiterates, there’ ing more |
can do.

QUEEN: (enters, wet if possible, with a very
miffed at being summoned) What? | was taking

TUTOR: Wait a minute, why does she get to
being spoken to?

QUEEN: Because I'm his wife! And if | y I'd treat you the
same way.

TUTOR: If you were my wife I'd-

QUEEN: What? You'd what?

TUTOR: I'd. ..

QUEEN: Because frankly, | dar'tgthink you would. (holds his head)
Some one in this room is Mwe outlawed head chopping.

And just last week, too! (almest a sper to TUTOR) I'm lobbying

at to any girl until he grows out of his science
fiction phase. Why s nly does he need a wife?

KING: | need to teach him*“tesponsibility. If he can learn to handle a
wife, then he gamylearn to handle the kingdom.

ink ou can't handle your wife or the kingdom. And
dle a simple Hawaiian lesson.

, & bit sarcastic) You know more women than | do,

sipce er let me talk to any. Can you recommend someone

ful, pretty, charming, witty, drop-dead gorgeous. . .

QUEEN: Gargéous?

KING: It's his" wife. She should be gorgeous! (to TUTOR) I wish I'd
have thought of that sooner!

QUEEN: (never thought of this) Oh. (thinks again) | thought
marriage was just a political arrangement to keep a hostile nation
from invading. Well at this level, anyway. The subjects can marry for
love, if they so choose. We needed to marry to save our necks.

KING: | don't want that for our son. | want a woman who’s a good
influence on him; who’s gentle, and kind, and. . .

eavy
8 _bath.
2e without first

obe, a bit

to change it back. (SHE r
KING: Essie, we need tafi
QUEEN: A wife?
KING: A wife.
QUEEN: I'd hate to
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TUTOR: Deserves better.

KING: If he’s our son, he should have his pick of the litter. Any woman
in the kingdom that he desires shall be his.

QUEEN: What if she’s not interested?

KING: | fail to see where that's a consideration.

QUEEN: Tony-

KING: Essie!!

QUEEN: Tony!

KING: What?

QUEEN: (has a great idea!) Let's do what we usuallygdo.
when we got him his first car? We had ever % esent
their finest model right here on the palace grounds. And when we
got him that video game collection, we ha ]
here for an electronics show. And [I'll prget” the scoop
throwing contest between Ben & Jer

KING: Me either. You put on 15 poun

QUEEN: (annoyed but trying not t
him to pick from the finest younds
kingdom. | think we should throw him

KING: A what?
QUEEN: A ball.
ZERELDA: (approaches the Q gerly) Um. . . your ladyship?
Nobody throws balls anym©

QUEEN: Zerelda! I'm tl e want to have a ball, I'm going to
KING: What's a ball
TUTOR: Dancing. ssentially it's “Boogie oogie oogie ‘til
ZERELDA: It's a rave withoUt the attitude. Or the drugs.
KING: No wondegmebody does it anymore.

ecking ball. (SHE starts to laugh but no one else
SHE stops.)

have a ball.
you just can't boogie ore.” But with class.
QUEEN: A bal % the days. Where | come from we had a ball a
week! o fo
e it's the best idea. Our son. . . he has. . . no social

QUEEN: Men"are born without manners. That's why they need wives.
To nag them. And the louder the better. Zerelda! | want you to mail
a letter to every family in the kingdom and have them send all
eligible women to the palace!

ZERELDA: That's a lot of women. And a lot of letters.

QUEEN: Our son deserves a choice! No more arranged marriages in
this family.
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ZERELDA: Is the palace big enough to hold every eligible woman in the
kingdom? Do you think this is some sort of fairy tale?

TUTOR: She does have a point. It's a very large kingdom, and not that
big a palace.

QUEEN: I think her point is she doesn’'t want to do as she is bid.

ZERELDA: What if | just email? Or send out a MySpace buIIetm or
something. | have over ten thousand friends. Letter ariti
antiquated.

QUEEN: We're a royal family steeped in centuries of ition. We do
not email. We do not MySpace.

ZERELDA: Actually, this monarchy isn’t all that old
how it even got here. Wasn't it just a ve
convention that-

QUEEN: Zerelda! You will do as you are bldI

ZERELDA (curtsies before the queen

ZERELDA AND TUTOR: (a lot lessidifferen
(they high five)
QUEEN: Get to work, or off with your he or no!

TUTOR: Tony, are you going to letdher get away with that?
KING: | think I just might. It's tim ssert my authority around here.
QUEEN: Yeah right.

@ ackout.)

ENE 3

(Everyone else scoffs

(CINDERELLA'’s house. re's a knock at the door. SHE’s once
again dancing me music. As SHE dances, the knock gets
louder.)

ings) Let me make this very plain .. I'm your step-
maid. . . You don't like it but it's true. . . | won't get that

door for you.

MOTHER: Get the door! (enters) Now!

CINDERELLA: Why? You're in here! You get it.

MOTHER: Now! Or no supper for you.

CINDERELLA: Cheez! Like | can stand your cookin. Okay, okay.
(opens, the door, it's a mail carrier.)

CARRIER: | have a certified letter. Would you sign for it?
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CINDERELLA: (snooty) Why don’t you take it next door where there
might be someone with a pen to sign for it?

CARRIER: It's from his majesty’s royal house.

CINDERELLA: 1 don't care if it's from his majesty’s monkey house! |
don't just sign things! Who knows what you're going to do with my
signature? Fraud? Identity theft! Capital One account?

MOTHER: [I'll sign it. No one wants your identity. (to CARRIER) I'm so
sorry for her behavior.

CARRIER: Most families just have a Rottweiler.

MOTHER: (signs) Thank you so much. (exit CARRIER

CINDERELLA: (nearby, pestering as MOTHER @ @ What is it?
Is it for me?

MOTHER: You didn’t want it!

CINDERELLA: | do if there's money in it.

MOTHER: It's a royal invitation. The kin

CINDERELLA: I'm glad someone’s enj

MOTHER: No, they're throwing a ball.

CINDERELLA: Good. It'll keep them
pretending to throw a softball)
MOTHER) I'm so funny!

MOTHER: It's a shindig. Cha ch nce. Rave, “party, karamu, fiesta,
forever.”

CINDRELLA: They want me t exto the ball?

MOTHER: They want e dung lady in the kingdom to come
to the palace.
CINDERELLA: How,
MOTHER: When t

e having a ball.
ves around here!

(shouting off stage,
hit the windows! (to

ing to fit!?
chopping off the heads of disobedient
there will be a lot more room. Alexis! Hilda

Jean!
enter) Coming, mother!
1er, how can we help!

prince wants to take a look at every eligible lady in

oose his bride!

to get excited, then realizes it can’t happen)

't. Cinderella borrowed my nicest dress and got a spot
on it

MOTHER: I'm sure we can clean it.

ALEXIS: It was acid, in the chemistry lab. So, no.

MOTHER: What was she-

CINDERELLA: | needed to impress someone. Through the magic of
hydrochloric acid. (thoughtlessly) Needless to say it didn't work,
buuut it wasn’t my dress so whatever.
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MOTHER: Fine. Put on your second nicest dress. We need to make a
good impression on the prince! You never know when they'll
reinstate capital punishment, but it's always best that it happens
when you're not in a crowd of marriage-hungry women.

HILDA: Why are we living in a monarchy? | thought our country was a
republic. “To the republic for which it stands. . . ”

ALL: (joining in) “With liberty and justice for all.”

HILDA: When did it change to liberty and justice for one?

MOTHER: (delivers this as cheerfully as
disappointed at the same time) It was a ballgting,.i
thought we were voting for a democratically ng %
but somehow when all the votes were tallied up;the
intervened and ruled that we elected a i
Then they ruled out the constitutional part.
famine, and pestilence, and not a4e

skills such as manufacturing or fa
they agreed not to kill us. We traded

have neither.

HILDA: How come they never taMat in History?

CINDERELLA: Because the teaehe ies around and we can't get out
of the 17th Century. Tha Oathe ballot box, we'’re living there
again. Your generati , mother.

MOTHER: Your generatio 0 sweep the kitchen floor, daughter.

CINDERELLA: Your, eds to realize that-

ALL: “You're not my mother and you can't tell me what to do.”

ALEXIS: I'll do it. I'm
just to get to the fridge.

MOTHER: | wa inderella to do it. She needs to learn responsibility

before it's tg %

hat as it may, we've been unsuccessful in our attempts

. (worried) If the prince sees her like this at the ball,

it's most I er off with all our heads.

CINDERELLA: They don't do that any more.

ALEXIS: Well they might start again. There is no safety in a rule-by-
decree society. If you get an “F” in “Obeying the King” it's a much
greater punishment than sitting in detention next to the smoking
kids. So Cindy-kins. . . (singing to mock CINDERELLA) Get
started moppin’, or your head will be droppin’!

MOTHER: (after a silence) What she said, Cindy.

y for safety, and now we
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CINDERELLA: (overreacting) | have to do everything around here!
(exit)

HILDA: We can't let her go to the ball and embarrass this family.

ALEXIS: How is anyone going to notice us when every eligible woman
in the land is going to be at the palace?

HILDA: Does Cinderella have to go? No one will want to marry into our
family if she’s going to be their sister-in-law.

MOTHER: It's a royal decree. You all have to go.

ALEXIS: | think we're doing the prince a favor by keepi

HILDA: | don't know if | even want to marry the pzin
really cute boy up at Burger King. He can flip
nobody’s business. (romantic and dreamy) A
yes, yes! | want fries with that!

MOTHER: Wouldn't you rather have a prince t
HILDA: The burger flipper can feed m e
expect me to do his bidding.
MOTHER: Well, if he bids, you do.

HILDA: 1 don’t want a do bid do bid dokind of marriage.

ALEXIS: Speaking of Scooby Dooby do, he band at the ball?
MOTHER: (reads it over) They] ving a DJ. It's all techno trance.
HILDA: (really annoyed) Fine.%ver. (whisper) Now we have to

do something about keepinggher o the ball.

@ as the lights blackout.)

ENE 4

(They huddle together

(At the Palace, KING, EEN, KEN, TUTOR, and ZERELDA.
ZERELDA can bemdoing some demeaning odd job for the queen,

like polishing @ elping with make-up, etc.)

y“darned nerdy, and HE can be dressed as some
er, if desired) Mom, dad, | don’t want to!

gton, you will do as you are bid!

a Stargate SG-1 Convention that night. We're going
through the wormhole to save another-world civilization from an
oppressive royal tyrant. (smugly and self-assured) | won't even be
on the planet.

QUEEN: Every eligible woman will be at the palace!

KEN: (in all seriousness) How are they going to fit?

TUTOR: That's what | keep asking.

KING: That's what everybody keeps asking.
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KEN: What kind of dance are they going to do, the “stand in one place
and don't move?” (pouty, but HE strikes a posture trying to do
that dance.) Oh, this is fun. (breaks his pose) | don't even like to
dance!

QUEEN: We'll hire you an instructor. You need to make a good
impression.

KEN: I'm the crown prince. | don’'t need to make any kind
| can hit up any babe-olotomous in the kingdom and co
to marry me.

KING: Actually, it doesn’t work that way. No matter
she still has to meet our approval.

KEN: What century is this?

QUEEN: It's the price we pay for absolute po e e no control
over our private lives.

ZERELDA: And the paparazzi! The tableigs g to have a field
day! Another installment of Beauty @nd the Ge

KEN: See? In Stargage SG-1 I'm infanother
bound by these antiquated conven .

QUEEN: (tired of this, but trying to b

ntury entirely. I'm not

to him gently) That's

fiction.

KEN: (mortally offended) NMU Now | am going to the
convention and we are goinggthr that wormhole. And | might
just not be back. Ever. (sn© might just find a wife on the other
side and stay there.

KING: Tempting as that ouAdfor all of us, you need to find a wife
here.

QUEEN: We’re goi
ball will be borne b
tax.”

raise the cigarette tax so that the cost of the
e blue-collar crowd. We'll call it a “techno

isss@ discriminatory.
When you're the queen, everyone is blue collar.
ax tractor pulls, country music CDs, barbecue
Dantels, and flatulence.
one is surprised) Flatulence?
gard me. Every time someone breaks wind, they pay a

fortune. We'll have money coming out of our-

TUTOR: How do you expect to collect that revenue? Worse yet, who's
going to monitor it?

QUEEN: It's been done before. We called it a flat tax.

KEN: | have some reruns | want to see. On Star-Trek TNG there’s a

mind meld coming up. And Cade, our dorky cousin, thinks you can’t

take a mind meld from Star Trek-TNG into the landscape of

Stargate SG-1 and I'm going to prove to him once and for all that-
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KING: (appalled, almost shaking KEN) Ken! You are the crown prince
of this once-great nation. Could you please not be so nerdy?

KEN: You know what? Daaaad? | don't appreeeeciate you making fun
of me for being the way | am. (pouty and ready to leave) I'm going
to go play with my action figures before the show starts.

KING: (calling after KEN as HE exits) You'd better enjoy it now
because I'm selling them all on eBay!

QUEEN: All | can say, Tony, is you had better never ie. We're
involved in three foreign wars already, none of
business. We certainly don’t need an intergalacti
at the same time.

KING: Why not? It would be a good distraction.

QUEEN: Zerelda, you've sent out the invites, ¢

ZERELDA: Yes, my ladyship. I've done pos
posters, a media blitz, and a MySp
against it, but it's getting a lot of p
fifteen minutes and twenty-one se

TUTOR: What's so funny?

ZERELDA: The beans. . . | threatened th beans.

KING: (no sense of humor) This palace does not condone fart jokes.
They're not funny. And no or%those MySpace bulletins.

i hose pace bulletins. They pass it
on because they're afraid ght come true. So | can guarantee
you that every eligib 0 ill be in the palace. Though Lord
knows where they’ re . And with all those beans? | might

lée

0
il, exvites, flyers,
ow you advised
ds you repost within
(she starts to laugh)

KING: What's that, Essi
QUEEN: Fart jokes are always funny. Brilliant, Zerelda. Brilliant!
ZERELDA: (as th ene ends and the lights are fading, almost as

% an | have a raise?
O

SCENE 5
(CINDERELLA’s place, the night of the dance.)

MOTHER: (calling offstage) Are we all ready to go?

HILDA: (enters, twirls around) How do | look?

MOTHER: (not altogether impressed) Fit for a prince!

HILDA: (explaining) | heard the prince is a nerd, so | dressed
accordingly.

MOTHER: He’'ll love you! (calling) Alexis!
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ALEXIS: (enters) Ta da!

MOTHER: That'’s. . . interesting!

ALEXIS: It's Hawaiian.

MOTHER: Not that I've ever been to Hawaii. . . but | don'’t think that’s
Hawaiian.

ALEXIS: | call it Hawaiian. No one else will know the difference. Ever
since Hawaii became an independent nation again, t
shirts have gone to the pigs.

MOTHER: (hushed) Where’s Cinderella? Does she kn

ALEXIS: | don't think so. Why does she even live he
her family.

MOTHER: It's the court system. Your father. . .

ALL THREE: (facing the front) God rest his sg

MOTHER: Your real father was a very nice
young, leaving me with two beautifulgisls |

and unliberated at the time, a
stepfather had just lost his wife, a ver at the playground
swing set. Back in the days when w ved in a republic, when

you knew who you were voti r. He had one young daughter and
| had two. K
ALEXIS: So you got married?
MOTHER: Quickly. But whi hildren were nice and mannerly
Wa psycho witch from Hades. We tried

growing up, his dau
ehologists, counselors, boot camp, a
s years went by, we fought more and

port my family. Your

towards men since the¥recent conversion to monarchy, actually

e fit parent, even though | wasn't her real mother

in her room for six months straight. So. . .

HILDA: That's a ad story.

y pegi ce we all shared a room.

ally sad thing is. . . if there weren't three swings, none

‘ ave happened.

ALEXIS: W ould send her to the ball. Maybe she’ll marry the prince
and get out of the house.

MOTHER: I'm afraid our whole family will be embarrassed. Royally
embarrassed. | don’t want to wind up on Entertainment Tonight as
the family that mouthed off to Prince Kensington.

HILDA: So she doesn’t know of our plan?

MOTHER: No.

ALEXIS: She’s been getting ready for three hours.
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CINDERELLA: (enters, angry) Where is the lavender rose-petal bath
oil?

ALEXIS: (goading her) | used it.

CINDERELLA: 1told you not to use the lavender rose-petal bath oil.

ALEXIS: It's mine. | won it at the flute festival.

CINDERELLA: | know it's yours. But | distinctly remember telling you
not to use it! Great. Well it's going to take me awhile l@nger to get
ready. And you'll just have to wait.

ALEXIS: But Prince Kensington commands the ball to M.

CINDERELLA: And as I've just so recently informed ou ve to
wait. Only geeks show up to a party on time. (Ex

MOTHER: Very well done, Alexis. While she’s in t ng over the

lavender rose-petal bath oil. . .
HILDA: We run like heck to the car and GO!

es a sound effect
ling away.)

(They push their way out of the ho
of doors slamming and a car squeal

CINDERELLA: (enters) | heard that. (pa om? Hilda Jean? Alexis?
(Runs to look out awindo door, sees they’re gone, then
pulls out a cell phone, or g%phone in the house) Mom!
You turn that car around righigho come back and get me. Mom!
| said now! (Listens for a (While and is exasperated) Yes, |
know I'm not your real daughter and | can't tell you what to do. But |
need to go to the ball! ly not going to marry your ugly
dog-faced brats. errrrr! (Hangs up phone) Where is
family when you em? (Picks up phone again to dial) Emily!
Emily have you left Oh, you're there already? Only geeks go to
a party on time! No, never mind, I'll figure it out. (Looks through her
phone list, sheuwld she have a cell phone) Who else, who else?

Oh, forget i ts to cry) I'll never get to the ball. I'll never get
to mee [ Il never get married, and I'll never be queen!
e for One Tree Hill!

or a clock, stops crying, everything is fine!)

(Enter SIN and PAULA, it should be obvious that PAULA is a
fairy godmother, a sound effect of bells as they enter indicate
something magical.)

PAULA: (sing songy, as CINDERELLA goes to turn on the TV) Don't
touch that remote!

CINDERELLA: What? It's time for-

PAULA: We have plans for you to go to the ball!

SIMON: (looking over CINDERELLA'’s outfit.) What are you going as,
a can of sardines?
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PAULA: Stop it! She’s sensitive.

SIMON: So are sardines, yet she chooses to ignore their needs.

PAULA: Leave her alone!

SIMON: Okay. . . (starts to exit)

PAULA: Get back here!

SIMON: Make up your mind!

CINDERELLA: Who are you and what are you doing in myouse!

SIMON: Are you that sheltered, my dear lady? Obvio , if you
mistake that as fashion. . .

PAULA: We're Simon and Paula. Simon Howell and

CINDERELLA: (can’t believe it) From. ..

SIMON: Yes. . . from American Idol. And let me te
that we've turned this country from a ref
When | host a show, | rule absolutely! My

PAULA: That's not true. | have just as sa

SIMON: Yeah, right. When | let you.

PAULA: Simon! (starts to cry)

SIMON: Save it! We have work to do. ULA stops.)

CINDERELLA: Unless you can give me the ball, which | doubt,
you really have no busines ing here. And how did you get in,
anyway? My mother is OCDMking the door. And cleaning. |
wouldn’t mind lending a handseve w and then, but it's constant.
You clean once and you do it for the rest of your life. I'm

N ger years.

putting it off so | can

PAULA: We're here to he jic! American Idol has always been
magic. (inspirati t the magic we did for Fantasia and
Carrie Underwo e can do that for you too!

SIMON: It's that, or Re

CINDERELLA: Who?

SIMON: Exactl e have power. Magical power. And we have the

power to ma eprince fall in love with you.
: Khear he's a sci-fi geekasauraus.

ve the fact
monarchy.

way.

SIMON: Not with you, Paula. With you there’s only your way. (to
CINDERELLA) She never cries backstage. It's an act. Backstage
she’s a raving lunatic.

PAULA: (rabid, they start to scuffle) That's because | have to work
with you, Simon!
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CINDERELLA: (breaks them apart) Can you two stop that for once and
focus?

PAULA: (takes a deep breath) We're here to help you be a winner. We
can make magic happen. Just like on TV.

CINDERELLA: Like a fairy godmother.

SIMON: A godmother, maybe.

CINDERELLA: I...can'. .. sing.

SIMON: You can't dress, either. That's our first assignment.

CINDERELLA: Why do | feel like I'm on Extreme T over or
something?

SIMON: Maybe it's because you need help. You're ©
style, and out of luck.
CINDERELLA: | am so changing to Dancing with
PAULA: You'll be dancing with the prince toni
to boogie it up with every eligible ladygifythe
CINDERELLA: In one night? That'sflike thi
deliver toys to every child on the planet.

PAULA: Every good child.

CINDERELLA: | never got anything.

SIMON: Neither did I, and I'm proud of it. Now you need to go to your
room.

CINDERELLA: Okay look, yo
can’t tell me what to do. | ne
send me somewher st send me somewhere interesting.

PAULA: You needtogo't . When the hosts of American Idol
come to your ho miracle, do you doubt their veracity?

CINDERELLA: Vera vivacity. | doubt it all.

SIMON: (means it!) your room! Because there is something
going on!

CINDERELLA:

PAULA: [

ape,’out of

ady. He's got

ing Santa Claus can

so before her time. From the good years. . . after
before they came back as Mama Mia.
s part. . . (to the audience) Ever since this country

SIMON: (to audience) It's great to be endowed with magic powers.

PAULA: We have no idea how it happened. . . but one day, we woke
up, and we were endowed! So in our off hours, we're fairy
godparents. You need that sort of thing in a land that's ruled by
decree.

CINDERELLA: (off stage) Wow!

PAULA: (overly excited) She found them!!
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SIMON: Calm yourself, Paula. You're bleating like a sheep in a wool
factory.

(PAULA starts to cry.)

PAULA: That doesn’t even make sense.

SIMON: You're right. My head is a jumble of verbal cruelty waiting to

You're my guinea pig.

PAULA: (calling offstage) So. . . try it on! (exag
effects of snaps, zippers, ties, and CINDERE
get dressed.)

CINDERELLA: (Enters, finally, looking a
unhappy.) Where did this come from?

PAULA: You look stunning.

SIMON: She looks like a mule.

CINDERELLA: You're right, Simon. Far once. (more insistent) Where
did this come from?

PAULA: (after a pause, a little embarra he Gap.

CINDERELLA: (unimpressed) ap.

PAULA: Clearance. You like?

CINDERELLA: Whatever.

3f place and

CINDERELLA: If they're a

PAULA: They're ver i

SIMON: They mig en make you look attractive. Oh, what am |
thinking?

CINDERELLA: (exits, again a lot of squeaking and a struggle, she

comes in with them) What kind of shoes are those?

em? They're glass.

SIMON: Mine, actually.

CINDERELLA: For that, you deserve to be locked in a room with
William Hung singing Gilbert and Sullivan. For a week.

PAULA: We love them. Try them again. (CINDERELLA balks, PAULA
commands) Now! If you want to become a princess with absolute
power you have to learn to do what you're told.
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(CINDERELLA exits, short struggle, a bit of screaming, then the
sound of shattering glass.)

CINDERELLA: (enters again) You'd better clean that up before my
mother gets home or it's your bee-hive.

PAULA: (starts to cry) You broke our glass slippers? (stops crying)
You ungrateful, impossible. . .

CINDERELLA: Didn't you only have one album anyone cated about?
Just one? Forever Your Girl. Hard to last forev i ly one
album, yet you just won't go away. Why are yg ill he Why
does anybody think you're important? Why doe @

SIMON: Why do you think you can break a pair © we got on
loan?
CINDERELLA: Why did you want to send m n a pair of

glass slippers? That's nothing but a t lawsuit waiting
to happen. And | could use a reallyfig settl right about now.

for you! There you go. Birkenstocks.

pick.
(CINDERELLA exits again.) \

PAULA: They're her siste 71 just had them moved over to her
with magical powers as I'd like to be.
at’s better. We're running late and | don't
ice. Are we ready?

have a lot of time fo
PAULA: Almost.

that?
'm your footperson!

PAULA: Uh. .7 uh...uh...ldon't know.
SIMON: Paula, your stupidity is stupendous! A footperson. . . a
footperson. . .

FOOTPERSON: | do as | am bid. | help you into the limo.
CINDERELLA: (perks up) Limo?

PAULA: Beats horses and a pumpkin, doesn't it?
CINDERELLA: Horses and a. . .
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PAULA: Cinderella! Horses, pumpkin. . . glass. . . did you miss first
grade or what?

FOOTPERSON: Ma’'am. ..

CINDERELLA: (not impressed) Ma’'am. ..

FOOTPERSON: Let me escort you to the vehicle.

CINDERELLA: Escort? Can't | just get in the car?

FOOTPERSON: A car! (offended, short of breath) Did y
car?

PAULA: (woman to woman) Cindy! Let's put it thi
peeps. You got a reality show host, a fairy gee

footperson. . . don’'t mess wit yo' peeps, cuz it give
CINDERELLA: Why did you pick me? Am | theQo
like Clay Aiken?

kingdom who can't get to the ball?
SIMON: Yes. To be blunt.
PAULA: Simon? Are you forgetting som
PAULA: No. You never forget that. But we are forgetting the final piece
arrie, Taylor, Clay, Be
a good girl for the rest of the day. Un ight, you're not going to
be the crass, unpleasa ornery totalitarian wench that
embarrasses your family and&tire human race. Tonight, you're
going to be. .. alady. ..
CINDERELLA: (crass, and fjg ghit) A lady! A lady. . . (genteel, as
we see her conver ore pleasant demeanor) A lady!
PAULA: (pleased that he orked) A lady.
was about to snatch her baldheaded.
proceed? I'm anxious to meet the prince and
nce dance steps.
FOOTPERSON: Please fo me.
CINDERELLA: Willyyou teach me the latest dance?
0? I'm a cabbie, not a choreographer.
dout a Paula Abdaula instructional video? I'll pick
0 be any trouble.

ight, at least.
never stay out that late. My mother would be worried

callit. .. a

oser in the

PAULA: (as CINDERELLA and FOOTPERSON exit, SHE catches
them on the way out) And remember, you must be home by
midnight. Or the limo turns into a Yugo. The dress? Into Wal-Mart.
The shoes? Into army boots. And your disposition? Into impossible.
(They exit. PAULA turns on SIMON) Like you Simon. Impossible. |
wish there was some way to make it work on you. (tries to cast a
spell) Heed me heed me, take this advice! Be nice! Be nice! Be
nice! Be nice!
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SIMON: Paula, your spell casting is only slightly worse than your taste
in prom dresses. (PAULA starts to cry) And that was nice. (Lights
start to go out on PAULA crying, SIMON talks to audience) It
was nice. For me, it was nice. (Lights out, PAULA bawls one

more time.) Oh, never mind.
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ACT 2
SCENE 1

(A room at the palace. At the director’s discretion, if some of the
cast can dance or if “extras” are available, an upbeat dance

co-host for the event.)
KAYLIN: (since SHE’s a TV reporter, % peak into a
rew

microphone; if available a camera_pers can follow
her around) I'm Kaylin White.
FLOYD: And I'm Floyd Harvey.
KAYLIN: And you’re watching KING- We’'re here at the prince’s ball,
w

or dance-a-thon, as they call it, prince is meeting and
dancing with every eligible woman in the kingdom!

KITTY: (SHE's a very old wom nd SHE forces her way in front
of the camera) This is great. | lo hno! | can’t wait for my turn!

KAYLIN: You're not eligible. Y, least 87 years old.

KITTY: My husband died 3( ago, and I've been eligible ever

giig with the prince!

KAYLIN: | don't think you're ing with anyone.

KITTY: I don't think rules. Aren’t you just a reporter?

KAYLIN: Not just arep . But yes, I'm a reporter.

KITTY: Then your opinioni&irrelevant. Mine, however, is newsworthy.
(*in your face” to the camera, perhaps grabbing the
microphong AYLIN for a brief moment and knocking her
out of the Wa going to dance with the prince. (exit)

KAYLIN; i elf back together) Whatever!

every eligible woman in the kingdom fitting in the

0

KAYLIN: corsets. And a new addition to the palace. Taxpayers
money. he audience, with a big smile) You paid for it!

FLOYD: Let's see if we can get an interview with one of our lovely
eligible young ladies! (Enter ALEXIS; FLOYD stops her) What's
your name!

ALEXIS: I'm Alexis.

FLOYD: Have you had a chance to dance with the prince?

ALEXIS: It's pretty crowded in there, but yes. We did a rhumba, a
samba, and a boss nova. To a techno beat. All in 45 seconds.
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FLOYD: That's a lotta Latin.

ALEXIS: It's surprising, seeing how we're at war with Latin America.

KAYLIN: (both FLOYD and KAYLIN silently agree that ALEXIS’
outfit isn’t stylish.) What are you wearing?

ALEXIS: It's Hawaiian! I'm a Hawaiian major at school.

KAYLIN: It’s a little loud.

ALEXIS: (pleased with her response) That's so | can be deard above

the crowd!

KAYLIN: Don't you think it's in poor taste? How d pect to
impress the royal family by wearing clothes repr ing a State the
king lost in a poker game?

ALEXIS: (SHE has issues of her own) I'd like to ose idea it
was to serve bean dip and cooked cabba ] wded dance
hall! Oh, and there’s another very odd thing HILDA)

KAYLIN: (mysterious) An odd thing. . .
HILDA: Yes, very odd.

KAYLIN: And who is this?

ALEXIS: That’s my sister, Hilda Jean.
HILDA: (as KAYLIN and FLOYD exal er outfit) 1 know. Our

stepsister spilled acid on all good clothes. So I'm wearing this.
But it goes well with the prin%heme.

KAYLIN: Acid?
9,
% . What's odd, is there's someone

ALEXIS: Our stepsister’s a bi
here who looks just li r-“But’in a very nice dress. Retro. Prom,
late nineties. nineties. And Birkenstocks. She’s
dancing circles a e prince. He seems very impressed.

ALEXIS: And she’s so. .“Jgenteel.

KAYLIN: (goading her for“the TV audience) So come on. Do you
think you have ance with the prince? Really?

HILDA: He's a geek. I'm a history major. I'm past and he’s future. |

1 2 chance with the prince. But yeah, to be queen,
uch enthusiasm) Darling, take me away.
ringing you live-from-the-dance-floor coverage of the
I'm Kaylin White along with our dance judge Floyd

FLOYD: | wonder why on earth he's going to pick a wife by how well
she twirls in a Birkenstock. (as if this answers all the world’s
problems.) Nobody dances in a Birkenstock. The future of our
kingdom is at stake and he’s choosing his life partner out of the
shoe department.

KAYLIN: The dancing, the dancing!

FLOYD: The dancing is dreadful, as expected. This country needs
lessons. Lots of them. So call the Floyd Harvey School of Techno
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Trance Dance at 800-555-4545. (sloganizing) Floyd Harvey!
Putting America back on its feet!

KAYLIN: Did you vote for this monarchy?

FLOYD: Nobody voted for the monarchy. It just happened. It seeped in
through a crack in the constitution. Why do you ask?

KAYLIN: Because you're a royal pain in the-

FLOYD: Look, here comes Prince Kensington now!

Thank you for reading this free excerpt from CINDERE HE

BIRKENSTOCKS by Jerry Rabushka. For performan ghts an a
complete copy of the script, please cont¢ @

Brooklyn Publishers, L






