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“The Ugly Stepsister Speaks Her
Mind”

The complete column, as seen in THE
REVOLUTION’S HERALD…

 


I don’t know why my ugliness is so
important.

I suppose in a place like the Fairytale
Nation, where superficial things are valued—blonde hair, an even
tan, and fancy clothes—that “ugly” is the worst insult you can dole
out. So “Ugly Stepsister” is what they call me, now. I hear it
whispered when I take the city bus through Good Times. I think my
bad rap is probably undeserved, but nobody believes it. I can’t get
a date. I can’t get a job. I chopped off my feet to fit into those
damned glass shoes, and now I hop through the streets with
peg-legs.

As you know, things turned out much better
for my stepsister Ashputtel (or Cinderella, as she signs her
columns in this lovely paper of ours.) She—the beautiful, blonde,
prissy little thing she is—married the prime minister, and lives in
the largest mansion in the whole Fairytale Nation.

As for me, I live in the same run-down rat’s
nest I always have, with my slob sister and my dear mom Gothel.
Ashputtel’s father ran off with his daughter as soon as he could; I
don’t think he ever loved my mom, and as soon as he saw bluer
skies, he ditched our family.

I’m not saying I’m perfect. I’m far from
perfect. I was downright cruel to Ashputtel. I loved to throw my
oversize shoes on the floor and have her pick them up. I loved to
spill milk on the kitchen floor and have her mop it to a shine.
When my mother told me mow the yard or clean the bathroom, I would
order Ashputtel to do it—or else. She did it without complaining.
Maybe that makes me a monster. Maybe I deserve to be stared-at on
the city buses. I’m not going to make up a story for good PR—that’s
something the kids at Good Times High School would do.

Maybe I am a monster. But maybe, just maybe,
you would understand if you walked a mile in my oversize, worn-out
shoes. Maybe you’d understand if you pictured yourself as me—a fat,
“ugly” stepsister whose mother remarried and you became part of a
beautiful (except for me and my sister) family. Maybe you’d
understand if you saw how much everybody loved the pretty, blonde
Ashputtel, the most popular girl at Good Times High School—before
we took her out of class, and my mom started homeschooling her.
Maybe you’d empathize with me if you saw—after I forced her to do
chores during the day—how I cried every night, realizing I had no
future at all, and, deep down, knowing that no matter what I did to
Ashputtel, she would always have one.

Maybe you would care. But I doubt it. The
Fairytale Nation is so
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