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Cinderella 
 

Scene 1 
(Inside Cinderella’s house.  Cinderella is scrubbing 

the floor.  Narrator is standing to the side of the 

stage, reading from a book.) 

Narrator 1: Once upon a time there lived a young 

woman named Cinderella.  After her mother died, 

her father married again.  But, he married a vain and 

cruel woman who had two equally vain and cruel 

daughters.   

Narrator 2: The three of them treated Cinderella 

very poorly and made her do all of the housework.  

But Cinderella did not complain to her father 

because she was a good, kind girl and didn’t want to 

cause any trouble.   

Narrator 1:  And besides, her father wouldn’t do 

anything about it because he was under the spell of 

his new wife.   

Narrator 1 & 2:   Poor Cinderella. 

Cinderella: If you both feel so sorry for me, can 

you help me clean this floor? 

Narrator 1: No way.  We’re quite happy with our 

narrating gig.  Look busy.  Here come your 

stepsisters. 

(Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 enter.) 

Step Sister 1: Tell me, sister, how divine do I look 

today? 

Step Sister 2: Absolutely divine, darling.  And how 

am I scrubbing up? 

Step Sister 1: Beautiful, sister, beautiful.  It’s like I 

was looking into a mirror.  A mirror of perfection.  

But speaking of scrubbing, how’s the ugly one 

doing? 

Step Sister 2: Cinderella, have you cleaned the floor 

yet? 
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Cinderella: Almost. 

Step Sister 1: Almost?  What’s this almost business?  

What could possibly be taking you so long?  It’s not 

as if you’ve got anything better to do.  Father will be 

home soon and we are meant to have all the chores 

done. 

Cinderella: You could try helping me. 

Step Sister 2: Don’t be so utterly ridiculous.  Did you 

hear what she said, sister? 

Step Sister 1: I did, sister, I did.  And I am outraged.  

Outraged, I tell you. 

Cinderella: Can I at least have a bath?  I’m so 

filthy I don’t get dirty, dirt gets me. 

Step Sister 2: Enough with your word play.  You’ve 

missed a spot over there. 

Step Sister 1: Your sloppy work reflects poorly on us 

all.  Hurry up, Cinderella, I think I can hear Father 

coming home. 

(Father enters.) 

Father: Hello, my girls.  Have you finished the 

chores? 

Step Sister 1: Yes we have, Father.  We worked all 

day. 

Step Sister 2: We worked ever so hard. 

Father: So how come Cinderella looks like she 

was dragged feet first through a sewer and you two 

are squeaky clean? 

Step Sister 2: I’ll have you know that I too have taken 

a beating today because of our domestic 

rigours.  Look at my nail!! 

Father: Is it broken? 

Step Sister 2: Heaven forbid no!  It’s just scratched a 

little. 

Step Sister 1: (Comforts her sister.)  Oh you poor 

thing.  How you have suffered. 

Step Sister 2: I don’t know how I shall endure it. 

Step Sister 1: Be strong, sister, be strong. 
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Father: I’m very suspicious about this. 

Step Sister 1: Oh are you now, Father? 

Father: Yes I am. 

Step Sister 2: Then perhaps we should tell Mother of 

your suspicions? 

Father: No, don’t do that. 

Step Sister 1: Yes, we shall all go to Mother and tell 

her you think her two most beautiful daughters are 

nothing but filthy liars. 

Cinderella: What about me? 

Step Sister 2: You’re just filthy. 

Father: I didn’t say you were lying.  We don’t 

need to talk to your mother about any of this.  I 

believe you.  Whoops, here she comes now.  

Remember, we don’t need to mention this incident. 

(Mother enters.) 

Mother: Hello, everybody.  I’ve just spent a 

fortune down at the beauty parlour.  How do I look? 

Step Sister 1: You look superb, Mother. 

Father: Yes, you do look nice, dear. 

Mother: Good, fix up the bill at the beauty 

parlour when you’re in town next. 

Father: Of course, dear.  And um, how much 

did it cost? 

Mother: I don’t know, they were still adding up 

the bill when I left.  Don’t bother me with these 

boring details. 

Father: Sorry, dear. 

Mother: Now what’s for dinner? 

Father: I haven’t thought about it yet. 

Mother: Haven’t thought about it yet?  I spend a 

hard day down at the beauty parlour and you haven’t 

even thought about dinner yet?  What kind of place 

are you running here? 

Father: Sorry, dear - my fault. 

Mother: You bet it’s your fault. 

Father: I’ll go and see what’s in the pantry. 



© 2014 by James O’Sullivan           Page 6 

(Father exits.) 

Mother: Honestly, I don’t know why I bother 

sometimes.  It’s not easy being pampered at the 

beauty parlour for eight hours straight. 

Step Sister 2: I know what you mean, mother.  We 

suffer for our beauty, we really do. 

Step Sister 1: It’s a burden being so downright 

attractive.  Plain people just don’t understand. 

Mother: Speaking of plain people.  Cinderella, 

have you finished all the cleaning? 

Cinderella: Yes. 

Step Sister 1: I think she was about to tell Father she 

does all the work around here. 

Mother: Were you? 

Cinderella: No! 

Mother: You know your place, young lady.  

Beautiful people like us do not work.  Your sisters 

will marry handsome princes and have hundreds of 

servants.  If you are good, you may be one of those 

servants.  Although you will need good references.  

They won’t hire any old riff-raff, you know. 

Cinderella: Maybe one day I’ll meet someone and 

be happy. 

Mother: Where would you meet anyone?  Are 

there some good parties in the cleaning closet? 

(Everyone but Cinderella laughs.) 

Step Sister 1: These society types really like the 

smell of bleach and soiled rags. 

(More laughing.) 

Cinderella: Are you people about finished making 

fun of me? 

Mother: Cinderella, and I’m only telling you 

this because I am your stepmother, you are just not 

pretty enough to attract anyone.  And honestly, you 

stink something horrid.  Dead things smell better 

than you. 
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Cinderella: That’s because I’ve been doing all the 

chores all day. 

Mother: No you haven’t.  Your sisters have 

been helping you.  You got that? 

Cinderella: Yes, Mother. 

Step Sister 2: I’d love to stay here and laugh at 

Cinderella some more, but I’m off to nurse my poor 

nail. 

Mother: What happened to it? 

Step Sister 2: I scratched it a little. 

Mother: How terrible.  I might have a lotion for 

that.  Let’s go to my room.  Oh, and you missed a 

spot, Cinderella.  And after you’ve done here go and 

clean the toilet. 

Cinderella: Yes, Mother. 

(Step Sister 1 scrapes her foot along the floor.) 

Step Sister 1: And you missed a spot there as well. 

Step Sister 2: Oh you really are terrible, sister. 

Step Sister 1: Cinderella likes the attention. 

(Mother, Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 exit 

laughing.) 

Cinderella: I’m sick of being filthy and smelling 

terrible.  If only I could dress up for just one night.  

But that’s never going to happen.  I better go and 

clean that toilet. 

(Cinderella exits.) 

Narrator 1: As you can see, Cinderella’s life was 

not an easy one.  But she kept up her spirits and 

hoped that one day things would get better. 

Narrator 2: Goodness only knows how that would 

ever happen, but Cinderella was optimistic.  

Meanwhile, at the castle, the King and Queen were 

having a talk about the future of their son, the Prince. 

 

Scene 2 
(Inside the castle.  The Queen and King are sitting at 

a table.  The Queen is reading a book.) 
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King: I’ve been thinking. 

Queen: Not too hard, I hope. 

King: It’s about time we got our son married.  

We’re not getting any younger, you know.  Time is 

catching up with us. 

Queen: I know, I just spent a fortune down at 

the beauty parlour today. 

King: You mean I spent a fortune down at the 

beauty parlour. 

Queen: It’s not like you work for your money 

anyway.  You just tax the peasants. 

King: We’re getting off the topic.  We must 

have our son married.  We need heirs and we need 

them fast. 

Queen: But we have ears.  I can hear you 

perfectly well. 

King: No, heirs - as in people to take over the 

throne when we and our son pass on. 

Queen: I agree.  Now where is that son of ours? 

King: Son!  Come in here.  Your mother and I 

have decided you need to get married. 

Queen: Don’t say that, you’ll frighten him 

away. 

(Prince enters.) 

Prince: Hello, Mother and Father.  What’s this 

about marrying? 

Queen: It’s high time you got married. 

Prince: But I don’t love anyone.  I want to 

marry someone I love. 

(King and Queen laugh.) 

King: That’s very cute son, but you’ll marry 

exactly who we tell you to marry. 

Queen: She has to come from a good family, 

and she has to be good-looking.  We don’t want any 

ugly grandchildren.  She must have good bone 

structure. 
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King: Good bone structure is very important.  

We cannot stress that enough. 

Prince: I want a wife who’s good and honest.  

Someone who will make me happy, and I can make 

her happy. 

Queen: Have you recently suffered a knock to 

the head? 

Prince: No. 

Queen: That’s odd because you’re talking 

nonsense. 

Prince: Why can’t I be happy? 

King: Because you’re a prince, and peasants 

pay taxes so they can have a prince who will marry a 

beautiful princess and that will somehow make their 

pathetic lives a bit better.  Got it? 

Prince: No. 

Queen: We don’t want any ugly grandchildren, 

just leave it at that. 

King: I have a brilliant idea.  We’ll hold a 

ball and invite all the beautiful young women from 

good families. 

Queen: That is a good idea. 

King: The Prince can have a look at what’s 

on the market. 

Queen: He should find someone suitable from 

that bunch. 

King: I have another brilliant idea. 

Queen: Don’t overcook your brain, dear.  I can 

see it steaming from here. 

King: Our son will marry one of the young 

women at the ball.  We can have him hitched in a 

matter of weeks. 

Prince: But what if I don’t like anyone at the 

ball? 

King: What’s that got to do with anything? 
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Queen: Don’t be so difficult, son.  We will 

organize this ball especially for you and you will 

choose a wife.  That’s all there is to it.  Now come 

on, help us work on the invites. 

Prince: Yes, Mother. 

(Queen, King and Prince exit.) 

Narrator 1: The invites to the ball were sent out.  

All the suitable young women in the kingdom were 

invited to the greatest ball of the year.  Cinderella’s 

sisters were among those invited.   

Narrator 2:  They were very pleased with 

themselves.  The ball gave them a chance to show 

themselves off in society and secure the attention of 

the Prince, or at the very least a couple of fine 

looking, rich lords. 

 

Scene 3 
(Inside Cinderella’s house.  Cinderella is polishing 

the silverware.  Step Sister 1 enters carrying an 

invitation.) 

Step Sister 1: Good news, sister. 

Cinderella: What? 

Step Sister 1: I wasn’t talking to you.  So - back to 

polishing the silverware.  I want all of those pieces 

so perfectly clean I can see my perfect face in them.  

Now where’s that sister of mine? 

(Step Sister 2 enters.) 

Step Sister 2: What is it, darling? 

Step Sister 1: The royal family is holding a ball in the 

Prince’s honour.  Only a very select few have been 

invited.  Of course we are among those selected. 

Step Sister 2: This is brilliant.  We can show off our 

stunning beauty.  Perhaps the Prince will choose one 

of us for a wife. 

Step Sister 1: There would be something wrong with 

him if he didn’t.  I mean, how can he resist us? 

Cinderella: Am I invited? 
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Step Sister 1: I’ll check the invitation again, to see if 

it includes unattractive girls who are covered in filth.  

No - funnily enough, it does not. 

Cinderella: You don’t have to insult me. 

Step Sister 2: Yes we do have to insult you.  It’s the 

only way you’ll learn your place. 

Step Sister 1: We’d like to have you along, we really 

would, but this ball is for attractive people.  The 

Prince wants to choose a bride, so of course he will 

only be interested in good-looking people such as 

your sister and I. 

Cinderella: You know looks aren’t all that count. 

(Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 laugh.) 

Step Sister 1: Oh that’s precious.  Looks aren’t all 

that count.  Did you hear that, sister? 

Step Sister 2: Oh you poor, naive child. 

Cinderella: I’m older than you, you know. 

Step Sister 2: I’ll tell you something for nothing, 

because that’s all you can afford.  Looks are 

everything.  It’s a shame you haven’t got any looks, 

but you can always find work as a servant girl. 

Step Sister 1: Maybe one day a crippled, repellent 

hunchback may take pity on you and ask for your 

hand, but until then, don’t get your hopes up. 

(Mother enters.) 

Mother: What’s all this excitement?  Have the 

summer sales come early this year? 

Step Sister 1: We have better news even than that.  

We are all invited to the ball of the year.  It’s very 

exclusive.  Rumour has it the Prince will choose a 

wife that very night. 

Mother: Then what are we waiting for?  Let’s 

go out to the best shops and buy new things. 

Step Sister 1: But won’t that be expensive? 

Mother: That’s your father’s problem.  Now 

let’s hurry, before all the best dresses are gone. 

(Mother, Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 exit.) 
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Cinderella: I wish I could go to a ball.  I wish I 

could get dressed up.  Is there anyone who can help 

me?  Or am I to be alone for the rest of my life?  I 

really should stop talking to myself.  It’s a bad habit. 

(Cinderella exits.) 

Narrator 1: While Cinderella wondered if she was 

losing her mind, her stepsisters and stepmother went 

to the most exclusive shops in town and bought new 

clothes.  The night of the ball arrived.   

Narrator 2: At the castle the King and Queen were 

talking strategy, to their two most trusted lords.  

They wanted to get their son hitched to the most 

beautiful young woman in the kingdom and they 

were leaving nothing to chance. 

 

Scene 4 
(Inside the castle.  King and Queen are briefing Lord 

1 and Lord 2 and Lord 3.) 

King: Gentlemen.  We’ve picked you out 

because you are the most trusted lords in the 

kingdom. 

Lord 1: This is indeed an honour. 

King: Never mind the flattery.  You can tell 

us how good we are later. 

Queen: We would like our son to marry the 

most beautiful woman at the ball. 

King: It’s your job to steer him towards that 

beautiful woman. 

Queen: And away from the plain ones. 

Lord 1: Can’t he do that himself? 

King: You’d think so, wouldn’t you?  But our 

son is of the opinion that looks aren’t everything.  He 

wants to marry for love. 

Lord 2: Has he had a recent knock to the head? 

Queen: That’s exactly what we thought. 
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King: But we decided that he’s probably just 

an idiot.  So remember your mission.  If unattractive 

girls come his way, you have to steer them away.  

Talk to them. 

Lord 1: But we only want to talk to attractive 

people. 

Lord 2: It will ruin our reputation! 

Lord 3:  We can’t be seen conversing with plain 

looking people. 

Queen: No one’s asking you to marry them.  

Just keep them away from our son. 

Lord 1: I guess we can do that. 

Lord 2 & Lord 3: We won’t let you down. 

King: Good.  Our plan cannot possibly fail. 

(Prince enters.) 

Prince: What are you guys talking about? 

King: } (Together) 

Queen: } 

Lord 1: } 

Lord 2: }  

Lord 3: } Nothing. 

Prince: It doesn’t sound like nothing to me. 

Queen: Oh, is that the time?  Come on, son, the 

ball is about to start. 

(Queen and Prince exit.) 

King: Just remember our plan. 

Lord 1: Of course we remember the plan. 

Lord 2: You’ve only just explained it to us. 

King: Good.  Now let’s get ready for the ball. 

(King, Lord 1 and Lord 2 and Lord 3 exit.) 

Narrator 1: Meanwhile back at Cinderella’s house, 

the whole family were dressed up and ready for the 

ball.  All except for Cinderella of course.   

Narrator 2: Cinderella had to stay behind and clean 

the chandeliers.  Chandeliers can get very dirty, you 

know. 
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Scene 5 
(Inside Cinderella’s house.  Father, Mother, Step 

Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 are dressed up for the ball.  

Cinderella is wiping down the table.) 

Mother: We all look absolutely divine.  We’ll 

be the talk of the ball. 

Father: It’s a shame Cinderella wasn’t invited. 

Mother: No it’s not.  She’ll only lower the 

family average.  Look at her, she’s a disgrace.  And 

besides, someone has to clean those chandeliers.  

They get very dirty, you know. 

Step Sister 1: Let’s not stand around here worrying 

about Cinderella.  It’s not our fault she’s so plain.  

Our carriage awaits us. 

Father: Goodnight, Cinderella. 

Cinderella: Goodnight, Father.  Enjoy the ball, 

everyone. 

Step Sister 2: You bet we will.  If we don’t grab the 

Prince’s attention, there’s something wrong with this 

world. 

Step Sister 1: Or at least something wrong with the 

Prince. 

(All except Cinderella exit.) 

Cinderella: I guess I’ll just have to make the most 

of the situation.  I’ll clean those chandeliers so they 

sparkle. 

(Fairy Godmother enters.) 

Godmother: Don’t touch those chandeliers, 

Cinderella.  You won’t be cleaning them tonight. 

Cinderella: Who are you? 

Godmother: I’m your Fairy Godmother. 

Cinderella: I didn’t know I had one. 

Godmother: Well you do and here I am. 

Cinderella: Would you like a cup of tea? 

Godmother: I’m not here to drink tea.  I’m here to 

get you off to the ball.  So let’s get busy. 
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Cinderella: But I can’t go to the ball.  I haven’t 

anything decent to wear, I don’t have an invite, I 

smell and my breath is toxic. 

Godmother: All these things can be fixed.  I can 

make you a brand new dress and I can make you 

smell nice, too. 

Cinderella: But how will I get to the ball?  And I 

still won’t have an invite. 

Godmother: You worry too much, that’s your 

problem.  You go and take a bath and I will take care 

of all these things.  But it looks like I’ll need some 

help here.  Where are my elves?  Elves, come in 

here! 

(Elf 1-6 enter.) 

Elf 1: } (Together) 

Elf 2: } 

Elf 3: } 

Elf 4: } 

Elf 5: } 

Elf 6: } Here we are. 

Godmother: Right, this job is going to be tough.  

(To Elf 1 and 2)  I want you two to make a carriage, 

(To Elf 3 and 4)  you two to make a dress (To Elf 5 

and 6)  and you two to make the strongest breath 

mint ever invented.  Got it? 

Elf 1: } (Together) 

Elf 2: } 

Elf 3: } 

Elf 4: } 

Elf 5: } 

Elf 6: } Got it. 

Godmother: Off you go! 

(Elf 1-6 exit.) 

Cinderella: What have I done to deserve all this? 
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Godmother: I really don’t know.  But there’s one 

thing you have to remember.  My magic will run out 

at exactly twelve o’clock.  So you have to be home 

by then. 

Cinderella: Why is that? 

Godmother: It’s just one of those things.  But if you 

ask me, respectable young women should be home 

by twelve o’clock anyway.  Now off you go and take 

a bath.  You smell like something I had stuck on my 

shoe yesterday.  Speaking of shoes, I’ve got some 

beautiful glass slippers for you to wear. 

Cinderella: Isn’t wearing glass slippers going to be 

dangerous?  What if they smash and I cut my foot?  

And they’ll be uncomfortable. 

Godmother: Do you want to look good or do you 

want to be comfortable?  Because I tell you what, 

there are plenty of comfortable spinsters out there. 

Cinderella: Thank you so much.  (Hugs Fairy 

Godmother.) 
Godmother: Yes, yes.  And you really need that 

breath mint. And just remember to be home by 

twelve. 

Cinderella: I’ll remember. 

(Cinderella exits.) 

Godmother: I need to find a coach driver.  Maybe I 

can turn a mouse into one. 

(Fairy Godmother exits.) 

Narrator 2: The Fairy Godmother and her elves 

worked hard to make Cinderella presentable.  

Meanwhile, the ball was in full swing.   

Narrator 1:  Everyone who was someone in society 

was there.  It was the place to be seen.  And only the 

select few were allowed to enter. 
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Scene 6 
(Inside the ballroom at the castle.  King, Queen, 

Prince, Lord 1, Lord 2, Lord 3, Doorman, Ball Guest 

1 and Ball Guests are enjoying the ball.) 

Doorman: (To Narrator) Sorry, do you have an 

invite? 

Narrator 2: Who are you? 

Doorman: I’m security.  Do you have an invite? 

Narrator 1: No, we’re the narrators.  We’re allowed 

to be here. 

Doorman: Sorry, private party.  You’ll have to 

leave. 

Narrator 2: Get your hands off me! 

Doorman: Please, we don’t want any trouble. 

Narrator 1: You’ll get more than trouble if you 

don’t get lost!  Where was I?  Oh yes, (Reading 

from the book.)  the narrator was accosted by a 

slow-witted ogre of a doorman.  (To Doorman)  

That’s you I’m talking about. 

Doorman: I’m working my way through college, 

you know. 

Narrator 1: And I want to be an actor.  We’ve all 

got hopeless dreams, kid.  Now please, no more 

interruptions.  (Reading)  The doorman went to the 

other side of the room. 

(Narrator 1 looks expectantly at the Doorman who 

reluctantly walks away.) 

Narrator 2: The King was very pleased with the 

ball so far.  But the Prince wasn’t so easy to 

convince. 

King: What a great turn-out, son. 

Prince: What a great waste of time.  There’s no 

one here that I like. 

Queen: Who cares if you don’t like anyone?  

You’re still going to marry someone here.  Do you 

think I like your father? 



© 2014 by James O’Sullivan           Page 18 

King: Your mother and I can’t stand each 

other. 

Queen: But we married nonetheless.  So you 

have to do your duty as well. 

(Father, Mother, Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 

enter.  Step Sister 1 whispers to the Doorman.) 

Doorman: Ladies and gentlemen…  (To Step 

Sister 1)  are you sure you want to be introduced like 

this? 

Step Sister 1: Of course.  Introduce us like I told you. 

Doorman: Ladies and gentleman, the most 

beautiful family in the kingdom. 

Mother: What a fantastic ball. 

Father: I wish Cinderella was here. 

Step Sister 1: Never mind her.  She’s happy doing the 

cleaning at home. 

Step Sister 2: We are the most beautiful people here. 

King: Here are some beautiful people who 

have just arrived.  (To Prince)  Maybe you can 

introduce yourself to them. 

Queen: There’s no better way to introduce 

yourself to someone than through dance.  (To Ball 

Guests)  People!  Can I have your attention?  My 

husband and I are very glad to have you all here with 

us.  We hope you enjoy the evening and please 

introduce yourselves to our son.  But only if you are 

rich and good looking. 

(Everybody laughs.) 

Queen: Actually I was quite serious about that.  

Right.  Let’s have some music and let’s have the first 

dance.  (To Lords)  Quick, go and introduce my son 

to those beautiful ladies before someone else nabs 

them. 

Lord 1: We’re onto it. 

Lord 3: Got it. 

Lord 2: Prince, come this way.  There’s 

someone we want you to meet. 
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(The Lords lead the Prince over to the Step Sisters.  

Ball Guest 1 walks up to the Step Sisters.) 

Ball Guest 1: Hello Prince! let me introduce myself 

to you. 

Lord 1: Hey, lady, beat it - if you know what’s 

good for you. 

Ball Guest 1: But I was just… 

Lord 2: We said beat it. 

Ball Guest 1: Well really! 

(Ball Guest 1 walks away.) 

Step Sister 1: They’re fighting over the Prince 

already, sister. 

Step Sister 2: That’s because he’s irresistible! 

Lord 1: Hello, ladies.  This is the Prince. 

Lord 2: He is most eager to make your 

acquaintance. 

Prince: I wouldn’t exactly say… 

Lord 1: Shhhh. 

Step Sister 1: Well, I wouldn’t blame him. 

Step Sister 2: We are the best dressed and most 

attractive people at the ball. 

Lord 3: You certainly are. 

(The Prince pulls Lords aside.) 

Prince: I don’t want to meet these people.  

They are self-absorbed and superficial. 

Lord 1: Your point being? 

Prince: I don’t like them. 

Lord 2: Well if you don’t like them, we do.  

(To the Step Sisters)  
Lord 1:  Ladies, will you do us the honour of 

dancing with us? 

Step Sister 1: Well, you are not the Prince but you 

are two rich and handsome lords, so I guess you’ll 

do. 
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Queen: Come on, everybody.  The first dance 

is about to begin.  Take your places.  Let the music 

start.  (To the Lords)  Hey, I thought you were 

meant to be making sure our son finds a beauty. 

Lord 1: We tried but he didn’t like them. 

Queen: What’s that got to do with anything? 

Lord 3: Apparently that’s important to him. 

King: This is hopeless. 

Queen: Fear not.  When the dancing begins, 

he’ll know what he is missing out on and he will 

want to dance.  Let the first dance begin. 

(The Ball Guests start dancing.  The Step Sisters 

dance with the Lords.  Fairy Godmother and 

Cinderella enter.) 

Cinderella: I really could have made it to the ball 

myself. 

Godmother: Nonsense.  A lady does not go to a ball 

unaccompanied.  It’s just not proper. 

Doorman: Excuse me, ladies, do you have invites? 

Godmother: We don’t need invites.  I’m a Fairy 

Godmother. 

Doorman: Can I see some identification? 

Godmother: You’ll be seeing stars soon if you don’t 

let us in. 

Doorman: Okay, you don’t have to be violent. 

(Fairy Godmother and Cinderella join the crowd.) 

Cinderella: (Scratching her bottom.)  Look at all 

these rich, well dressed people.  I feel like I don’t 

belong here. 

Godmother: Of course you belong here.  But could 

you please stop scratching your bottom. 

Cinderella: Sorry. 

Godmother: You’re in society now.   Remember 

that. 

(Prince sees Cinderella and walks over to her.) 

Prince: Hello, you look like a nice person. 

Godmother: She is a nice person. 
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Prince: Would you like to dance? 

Cinderella: Yes, I would like that very much. 

Godmother: Well, you won’t be needing me 

anymore.  Be sure to be home by twelve o’clock. 

Cinderella: Yes.  Thank you for your help. 

(Fairy Godmother exits.  Cinderella dances with the 

Prince.) 

King: Who’s our son dancing with? 

Queen: I don’t think she’s suitable.  Didn’t we 

have lords to take care of that for us? 

King: They were absolutely useless.  I don’t 

know why we even have lords. 

Queen: What do we do now? 

King: I don’t know.  I don’t think there’s 

anything we can do. 

Narrator 1: The King was right.  There was nothing 

the King or Queen could do.   

Narrator 2: Cinderella and the Prince really hit it 

off.  They danced together all night. 

Step Sister 1: Who is that dancing with the Prince? 

Step Sister 2: I don’t know but she looks familiar. 

Step Sister 1: I don’t know why she is so special.  All 

we’re stuck with is these lousy lords. 

Lord 1: Hey! 

Narrator 1: Cinderella was having such a good 

time that she forgot what time it was.  Midnight was 

fast approaching. 

Prince: I’m having such a great time. 

Cinderella: Me too. 

Prince: It’s amazing that it’s almost twelve 

o’clock. 

Cinderella: Twelve o’clock?  I have to go now! 

Prince: Why are you in such a hurry? 

Cinderella: Sorry, but I have to go. 

Prince: Will I ever see you again? 

Cinderella: That depends if you like cleaning girls 

who smell. 
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(Cinderella exits leaving a glass slipper behind.) 

Narrator 2: And with that last cryptic comment, 

Cinderella ran out of the door.  But in her rush to get 

home before twelve o’clock she left one of her glass 

slippers behind.   

Narrator 1: Mysteriously though, the slipper didn’t 

disappear when the Fairy Godmother’s magic ran 

out. 

(Prince picks up the slipper.) 

Prince: She’s left me. 

Queen: Don’t worry, son, there’s better women 

here. 

Prince: But I liked her.  At least she has left her 

slipper. 

King: But there are other women here. 

Prince: No, I want to marry that woman.  I 

know what I am going to do.  I’m going to ask every 

young woman in this kingdom to try on this slipper.  

I will marry the person who fits this slipper. 

Queen: (To Ball Guests)  Now that the Prince 

has found someone the ball is over.  Everybody, go 

home. 

(All except Prince, Queen and King exit.) 

King: What if a young woman fits the slipper, 

but she isn’t the woman you were dancing with? 

Queen: Don’t confuse him with details, dear.  

At least he’ll marry someone. 

Prince: I know what I’m doing.  This is a 

magic slipper.  It will only fit the person it was made 

for. 

King: Seems like a lot of effort to me.  

Couldn’t you just recognise her? 

Queen: I told you, don’t confuse him.  Now it’s 

nearly midnight, I’m off to bed. 

(Queen, Prince and King exit.) 
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Narrator 2: Meanwhile, Cinderella hurried home.  

But on the way home the clock struck midnight and 

the magic ran out.  She returned home in rags. 

 

Scene 7 
(Inside Cinderella’s house.  Fairy Godmother and 

Elves 1-6 are playing cards.  Cinderella enters 

wearing her usual rags.) 

Godmother: And what time is this to come home, 

young lady?  My elves and I have been worried sick. 

Elf 1: } (Together) 

Elf 2: } 

Elf 3: } 

Elf 4: } 

Elf 5: } 

Elf 6: } Worried sick. 

Cinderella: I’m sorry but I met the most fantastic 

man. 

Godmother: And where’s your other slipper?  It’s 

unseemly for a young lady to be wandering around at 

this time of night wearing only one slipper. 

Cinderella: I must have left it at the palace. 

Godmother: Never mind.  Now that we know you 

are safe, my elves and I can get to bed.  Goodnight, 

Cinderella. 

Cinderella: Goodnight, everybody. 

Elf 1: } (Together) 

Elf 2: } 

Elf 3: } 

Elf 4: } 

Elf 5: } 

Elf 6: } Goodnight. 

(All exit.) 

Narrator 1: True to his word, the Prince went on a 

mission to find his lost love.  He gathered his two 

most trusted lords and searched the kingdom high 

and low.  Eventually he came to Cinderella’s house. 
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Scene 8 
(Inside Cinderella’s house.  Cinderella is cleaning the 

floor with a mop.  Step Sister 1 and Step Sister 2 are 

sitting down.  Step Sister 1 is reading the paper.) 

Step Sister 1: I think the ball went well.  We got our 

pictures in the society pages.  Of course we look 

spectacular.  Although I’m not so sure that’s my best 

side. 

Step Sister 2: We seemed to make quite an 

impression on those lords.  It’s a pity the Prince 

spent all his time on that rather dull woman. 

Step Sister 1: I don’t know what’s wrong with him.  

He must be mentally defective. 

Cinderella: No he’s not.  He’s a charming young 

man.  So I’ve heard. 

Step Sister 2: No one asked you for your opinion, 

Cinderella.  Go back to your cleaning. 

Cinderella: Well I think… 

Step Sister 1: No one cares what you think, 

Cinderella.  I’m surprised you haven’t figured that 

out by now. 

Step Sister 2: She is rather slow-witted.  I think she 

got it from her mother. 

Cinderella: Why are you people so horrible to me? 

Step Sister 1: Because if we weren’t, somebody else 

would be. 

(A knock on the door.) 

Step Sister 1: Cinderella, get the door. 

Cinderella: But I’m cleaning the floor. 

Step Sister 2: Oh look at princess, too good to answer 

the door.  Answer it now! 

Cinderella: Why can’t you? 

Step Sister 1: Because only common people answer 

doors, and you are the most common person I know.  

So answer it. 

Cinderella: Okay, I’ll do it. 
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Step Sister 2: Honestly, you’d think we asked her to 

run to the moon and back. 

(Cinderella answers the door.  Prince, Lord 1 & 2 & 

3 enter.) 

Lord 1: Sorry to disturb you but the Prince 

requires that every woman of good standing in the 

kingdom try on this glass slipper. 

Lord 2: He will marry whoever fits the slipper. 

Step Sister 1: Ha!  Too easy. 

Step Sister 2: Double ha!  Way too easy.  That 

slipper is bound to fit our dainty little feet. 

Lord 2: Then by all means, try it on. 

Prince: Step this way. 

(Step Sister 1 tries the slipper but it doesn’t fit.) 

Prince: It doesn’t fit.  Your feet are too big. 

Step Sister 1: Impossible.  That cannot be.  This is all 

very weird. 

Step Sister 2: Let me try, sister.  I’ll lend some 

normality to proceedings. 

(Step Sister 2 tries on the slipper but it doesn’t fit 

either.) 

Prince: It doesn’t fit either. 

Step Sister 2: I am baffled. 

Step Sister 1: There’s only one thing for it, sister, we 

will cut our feet to fit the slipper. 

Step Sister 2: Cinderella, bring us a sharp knife.  And 

get ready to mop up a lot of blood. 

Prince: There’s no need for that. 

Lord 1: But this can’t be right.  We’ve tried 

every young woman of good-standing in this 

kingdom. 

Cinderella: Could I try on the slipper? 

Lord 1: Sorry, no servant girls. 

Lord 2: How dare you even think of trying on 

the slipper.   

Lord 3: You’re wasting the Prince’s precious 

time even drawing attention to yourself. 
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Step Sister 1: She’s not a servant girl, she’s our 

stepsister Cinderella, a mistake from Father’s youth. 

Prince: (To Cinderella)  You look familiar.  

Please step this way, Cinderella, and try on the 

slipper. 

Step Sister 1: This will be a joke. 

Step Sister 2: Cinderella, you really do set yourself 

up for disappointments, don’t you? 

(Cinderella tries on the slipper and it fits.) 

Prince: It fits!  I thought I recognised you, even 

under all that dirt and the fact you smell worse than 

an ogre.  Will you marry me? 

Step Sister 1: This is terrible.  (Faints.) 

Step Sister 2: Oh, my sister!  She’s taken it hard.  

Where are her smelling salts? 

Cinderella: (To Prince)  Yes, I will marry you. 

Prince: You’ve made me the happiest man in 

the world. 

Step Sister 2: Salts!  Where are the smelling salts? 

Lord 1: (To Step Sister 1)  Let me help you. 

Lord 2: No let me. 

(Lord 1 and Lord 2 assist Step Sister 1. Lord 3 

watches. Mother and Father enter.) 

Mother: What’s going on?  What are all these 

people doing in my house? 

Step Sister 1: (Recovering)  What’s happening? 

Step Sister 2: The Prince is going to marry 

Cinderella.  What kind of place is this - where 

princes marry plain girls instead of beautiful people 

such as my sister and I? 

Step Sister 1: There is no justice in this world.  No 

justice I tell you. 

Father: I am very happy for you, Cinderella. 

Mother: Be quiet.  You’ll only encourage her.  

Pretty soon every servant girl in the kingdom will try 

and better themselves.  It will be chaos. 
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Step Sister 1: Does beauty count for nothing 

nowadays? 

Lord 1: It does to me.  Will you marry me? 

Step Sister 1: You’re not the Prince, but you are rich 

and handsome so you’ll do. 

Lord 2: (To Step Sister 2)  And will you marry 

me? 

Lord 3: Whew! I dodged that situation! I’m out 

of here! (exits) 

Step Sister 2: Of course I will.  I don’t want to be the 

only sister not married. 

Cinderella: This has all worked out for the best.  

Everyone is happy. 

All: Hurray! 

Narrator 1: Cinderella and the Prince soon married.  

Her stepsisters married the lords.  Mother wore a 

new dress and Father paid for it all.   

Narrator 2: Cinderella and the Prince lived happily 

ever after.  But as for the stepsisters and the lords, 

well, as you can probably guess - they had problems. 

All: The end. 

(Curtain) 


