THE MAGICAL STORY OF CINDERELLA
By Andy Scarf
CAST in order of nasturtiums :

Mice

Cinderella
Her Wicked Stepmother, Gibletta

Buttons, a Palace Page

Her ugly sisters Camilla and Priscilla (Milly & Silly)

Her father, Master N. Peck

Fairy Godmother

Townsfolk of Rockville

Dandini, a Palace courtier

Prince Charming

Courtiers of the Palace

The King

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

The Kitchen of Master Pecks’s house

SCENE TWO
A Street in Rockville

SCENE THREE 
The King’s Antechamber

SCENE FOUR 
The Kitchen of Master Pecks’s house, two weeks later

SCENE FIVE 
The Ballroom of the King’s Palace

INTERVAL

ACT TWO

SCENE ONE 
The Ballroom of the King’s Palace

SCENE TWO 
The Prince’s Apartments

SCENE THREE 
The Offices of Peck And Daughters Ltd.

SCENE FOUR 
The Wedding of The Year

 SCENE TWO: A Street in Rockville
Townsfolk in football colours dance to football theme such as Match Of The Day - FX football rattle

DANDINI: 
(off stage) Come on United (insert name of local football club) (Crowd start football chant - DANDINI enters in football scarf and whirling football rattle)  Come on - Come on - Come on you Blues (or whatever colour)  (Townsfolk exeunt)  Come on!  What are you waiting for? This was your idea, remember?

PRINCE: 
(enters also in supporters scarf etc. but is making notes in notebook) I’m sorry but I must make a note before I forget

DANDINI:  
We’re supposed to be going to a football match not taking notes!

PRINCE: 
But I must get to know everything about my future subjects

DANDINI: 
Yes but surely you don’t have to take notes all the time? Have some fun!

PRINCE: 
I can’t have fun until I’m sure I’ve noted everything down. Oh Dandini, don’t be angry with me, it’s very important for when I become king.  (TOWNY 1 enters, PRINCE stops him) Oh, hello (shakes hands) nice to meet you, and what do you do?

TOWNY 1: 
Oh hi your Princeship! I’m a dancer with (insert name of dance group) (TOWNY 1 shimmies)
PRINCE: 
Oh, and what were you before?

TOWNY 1: 
Well, before your father became king I was running for Mayor of London (exits)

PRINCE: 
Goodbye then. You see Dandini ever since my father became king in a panto 30 years ago, everything has been changed to pop music. Even Pantoland has been renamed Rockville!

DANDINI: 
But it’s fun isn’t it? I mean, instead of calling yourself by the old name of Prince Charming, why don’t call yourself - Prince!  (mimes pop singer)
PRINCE: 
I’ve tried, but I’m no good with pop music. (Enter TOWNY 2) Oh hello (shakes hands), nice to meet you, and what do you do?

TOWNY 2: 
Hi your Princeship! I’m a DJ at the Rockville Disco.  Come on down and I’ll fax you some wax!

PRINCE: 
And what did you do before?

TOWNY 2: 
I was a DJ before - you can’t change disc jockeys (exits shouting DJ slogans)

PRINCE: 
Goodbye.  Oh dear, I suppose some things can’t be changed after all

DANDINI: 
You see! I told you not to be so serious. Now what you need is a nice 

girlfriend, somebody local you can go out with every night.

PRINCE: 
Oh but I can’t get on with ordinary girls. I really need a princess to help with all the things I’m planning, but there are hardly any princesses left. 

DANDINI: 
You’re going all serious again! Look, here come a couple of girls, they look like fun

PRINCE: 
(looking off, takes a sharp intake of breath) Oh no!  I know those two, they’re always pestering me in the street

DANDINI: 
Well there you are.  What did I tell you, local girls are always friendly. Mind you, I don’t fancy yours!

PRINCE: 
Isn’t it time for the football match?  Oh no, too late!

Enter PRISCILLA and CAMILLA with shopping bags. 

PRISCILLA: 
Princey! Oooh look Camilla, it’s Prince Charming. 
CAMILLA: 
(big curtsey) Oh, good afternoon, your Princeness, we were talking about you only this morning

PRISCILLA
(pulling herself into shape, elbowing Camilla aside) Mind you, we’re always doing that!  Aren’t we, Camilla?

PRINCE:
(when he can get a word in) That’s nice

CAMILLA:
(stamping on Priscilla’s foot as she passes her) Oh Prince, you must settle an argument. We’ve been buying dresses; do you think this is my colour? (produces horrendous garment from shopping bag)
PRINCE: 
Well, it looks very modern.

PRISCILLA: (kicking CAMILLA under cover of the new dress) Oooh you’re going to 

the football match, can we come . . . (shouts) Come on you Blues!

DANDINI: 
(ever the courtier) Actually what we were really hoping for was a street party. You know something spontaneous and lots of fun

CAMILLA: 
(stepping on PRISCILLA’S other foot) Oh yes what a great idea. We’ll dance and dance, though I’m afraid Priscilla’s got terrible corns today

PRISCILLA: 
(grabbing her sister genteely by the back of the neck) We’ll get the music started first, with a bit of a sing-song, though Camilla’s got a terrible sore throat. Come on everyone! (produces ghetto blaster from carrier bag)

SONG such as Dancing in the Street.  Prince, Dandini and townsfolk join in, though Prince and Dandini slip away at an opportune moment and the referee’s whistle calls the crowd away at the end of the song
CAMILLA: 
What shall we do next, your Princeship?  Where’s he gone?

PRISCILLA:
And that nice friend of his has disappeared too
CAMILLA:
(hitting Priscilla) It’s all your fault!  You always scare him away.
PRISCILLA: 
(hitting her back) You’re the one who’s always pestering him. (mimes) “Do you think this is my colour?” Yes. If it’s got broken veins!

CAMILLA: 
Ooh! What a wicked thing to say. (turns to audience) I’ve got a beautiful complexion haven’t I boys and girls?

PRISCILLA: 
Oh no, you haven’t!

CAMILLA: 
Oh yes, I have!

PRISCILLA: 
Ohh no, you haven’t!

CAMILLA: 
Ohhhh yes I have (ad nauseam until . . . .)

CAMILLA: 
(opera singer) Oh yes I ha-ve!

PRISCILLA: 
(mimics) Oh no you haven’t!
CAMILLA: 
Have!
PRISCILLA: 
Haven’t!
CAMILLA: 
(kicking her shin) Have!
PRISCILLA: 
(poking her eye) Haven’t!
CAMILLA screams and runs at her. They claw at each others’ hair
STEPM: 
(off) Girls! (they freeze) Are you fighting in the street?

SISTERS: 
(unison, sickly sweet) No mother!

STEPM: 
(entering) Pull your selves together, you’re an absolute disgrace!

SISTERS: 
(straightening up) Yes mother (they stick their tongues out at each other)

STEPM: 
Disgusting children!

(Enter BUTTONS with shopping, whistling)

BUTTONS: 
Hello b . . b . . boys and g . . g . . girls!

AUDIENCE: 
Hello B . . B . . Buttons!

BUTTONS: 
Ooh look! The Incredible Hulk has had twins. Good morning Mrs Peck (she glares at him) er . . . Marm!

STEPM: 
Is that for the Palace?

BUTTONS: 
W . . w . . well!

PRISCILLA: 
Oooh, I wonder what the Prince is buying. 

CAMILLA: 
Let’s see if there are any clothes here, then we can buy some to match

PRISCILLA: 
Ooh yes, and shoes! (they advance on BUTTONS he retreats)

CAMILLA: 
Bu-ttons! Let’s have a lo-ok!

STEPM: 
Girls! Have you no manners?!

CAMILLA: 
Yes mother

PRISCILLA: 
No mother

BUTTONS: 
(hurriedly) It’s all right marm, these aren’t for the Palace, they’re for you

STEPM: 
For us? What are you buying things for us for? (moves towards him)

BUTTONS: 
(retreating again) W..w..well, I didn’t b..b..buy them . . . Cinders did

STEPM: 
Well, where is she ?

BUTTONS: 
She’s b . . b . . buying the rest of it. There’s a b .  .b ., a b . . b . . , a b . . an awful lot of it !

CIND: 
(entering, loaded down) Oh there you are Buttons. Oh, hello.
STEPM: 
What’s the meaning of this? Showing everyone what we’re buying?

(SISTERS snigger behind her)

CIND: 
Well I was just having trouble carrying it all and Buttons was passing and offered to help.

STEPM: 
(rounding on BUTTONS) Well I’m sure Buttons was on his way to do a job for the Palace. I think you’d better be off about your duties young man

BUTTONS: 
(sighing, putting down the shopping) Yes, all right then. B . . b . . bye Cinderella. B . . b . . bye kids.
CIND: 
Goodbye, and thank you Buttons.
SISTERS:
 (maliciously) Goodbye B . . B . . Buttons (they pinch his bottom as he leaves)

STEPM: 
Girls! You have absolutely no idea how to behave. You’d better help Cinderella take all this home

SISTERS: 
But we’ve got all our own shopping!
STEPM: 
Don’t argue!
SISTERS: 
(unison) Yes mother

STEPM: 
And I want to see a clean house when I get home. Disgusting children! (exits)
PRISCILLA: 
Have you bought us any sweeties?

CIND: 
Was it on the shopping list?

CAMILLA: 
I bet you’ve got some. Let’s have a look. (SISTERS rummage through bags pulling out strange things, throwing them to each other and an occasional one to the audience. CINDERELLA takes out a bag of sweets and begins to throw them to the audience)

PRISCILLA: 
There they are! Sweeties!

BUTTONS: 
(re-entering cautiously) Hello b . . b . . boys and g . . g . . girls

AUDIENCE: 
Hello, B . . B . . Buttons

CIND: 
Buttons . . . catch! (throws bag of sweets)
CAMILLA: 
Hand them over Buttons

BUTTONS: 
L . . L . . Look out - catch them Cinders! (SISTERS try vainly to intercept sweets between the two, while BUTTONS occasionally throws some to the audience.   Amidst all the screeching, shopping bags go everywhere)

CIND: 
Oh no, look at all the mess. How am I going to get it all home? (Sedan chair with royal crest on is passing. FAIRY GODMOTHER looks out and waves her wand.  MICE suddenly appear, SISTERS scream and grab their skirts, MICE chase them off stage. FAIRY GODMOTHER smiles, exits)

BUTTONS: 
G . . G . . Gosh ! Where did all those m . . m . . mice come from?

CIND: 
They’re my friends, come to help us out, haven’t you? (MICE nod)

BUTTONS: 
Well they certainly get rid of 100% of known sisters.  We’ll call them DOMICETOS!

CIND: 
Do you think they could help us with the shopping?

BUTTONS: 
No problem. DOMICETOS! ATTEN-TION! (MICE form a line) On the w. . word of c . . c . . command - wait for it, w . . w . . wait for it..
CIND: 
Why are they waiting for it?

BUTTONS: 
I c . . c . . can’t get it out!

CIND: 
Oh come on, pretend you’re a sergeant major, you can do it!

BUTTONS: 
R..really?

CIND: 
Of course you can - go on!
BUTTONS: 
Right.  DOMICETOS! Pick up shopping and return to ranks, quick march! (MICE pick it all up and form line again. BUTTONS goes up and down inspecting them) Nice turn out, mice, smart tails, chests out. Right!  By the left - return to barracks - quick march ! (MICE file off with the shopping)

CIND: 
There you are, you see. It’s easy when you pretend.

BUTTONS: 
Oh I w . . w . . wish I could be like that all the time. It’d be easy if y..you

were there to help me

CIND: 
Well, you help me as well! It’s nice to be able to help each other isn’t it?

BUTTONS: 
Sounds like a c . . c . . cue for a s . . s . . song!

SONG such as I Could Be So Good For You  

Cinderella and Buttons sing in front of the curtain as scene changes
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