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Chapter OneIf the Shoe Fits

Hiya, friends!

I’m Stinky.

I’m a skunk who believes in the power of positive stinking!
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I live on a bookshelf with all the other stuffed animals in the Hickleberry Elementary School library. Story time is our favorite time of the day. It’s even better than lunch. Of course, we’re stuffed animals so we don’t eat lunch. Like I said, we’re already stuffed.

Anyhoo, today Mrs. Emerson, the librarian and smartest person in the whole building, was reading Cinderella to the kids on her story rug. You probably know the story. But in case you missed it, here’s what happens.

After years of sweeping the floors and scrubbing toilets for her wicked stepmother and two super-mean stepsisters, a very kind and beautiful girl named Cinderella gets to ride a magical carriage to the big royal ball. A ball, in this case, is a fancy dance, not something you toss through a hoop. I live in the school. I learn something new every day.

At the ball, a very charming prince falls in love with Cinderella at first sight. She falls in love with him, too. Like I said, he’s very charming.

But Cinderella’s carriage is really a pumpkin, and the horses pulling it used to be mice. The guy driving the buggy? I think he used to be a rat named Bob. Even Cinderella’s ball gown and glass slippers are magical. Her fairy godmother whipped up everything with a wave of her wand.

Here’s the twist: all that fairy godmother magic will last only until midnight.

So when the clock strikes twelve, Cinderella has to dash out of the castle. Unfortunately, glass slippers don’t make great running shoes. One falls off on her way down the steps.

The prince finds the glass slipper and sends his Royal Shoe Salespeople throughout the land to find the girl who wore it to the ball.

When the Royal Shoe Salespeople show up at Cinderella’s house, her stepsisters, Anastasia and Drizella, try to jam their feet into the glass shoe. Not at the same time, of course. But still, their feet don’t fit. One is too big, the other too small.

Cinderella watches the stepsisters’ glass-slipper fittings from the kitchen where she’s been scrubbing pots and pans.

“‘Finding her courage,’” read Mrs. Emerson, “‘Cinderella finally stepped forward, her heart hopeful, and asked, “May I try?”’”

“Did the shoe fit?” asked Amira from down on the rug.

“Yes, Amira,” said Mrs. Emerson. “It fit perfectly! Cinderella and the prince were soon married and lived happily ever after.”

The kids all clapped. It is a very happy ending.

“But what about the mean stepsisters?” asked Amira. “Did they get punished for bullying Cinderella?”

Mrs. Emerson closed her book. “We don’t really know, Amira. The story doesn’t say.”

Amira shook her head. “Mean girls are the worst. Those wicked stepsisters should be suspended from the kingdom for at least a week!”

“Well, Amira,” said Mrs. Emerson sweetly, “if you don’t like a story’s ending, you can always dream up a new one. Just use your imagination.”

Mrs. Emerson turned to put her book back on the shelf.

“Now, if you children will excuse me.”

She shot me a wink and walked away.

Yep. I had work to do!






Chapter TwoA Happier Ever After

As soon as Mrs. Emerson was gone, Amira came over to my bookshelf.

“Stinky?” she said. “I don’t like the way that story ended!”

All the other kids agreed. They weren’t sitting on the story rug anymore. They were bunched up in front of the bookcase.
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“Don’t be ridiculous, children,” said Mr. Stuffington, the stuffed bear who’s much stuffier than most stuffies. “Cinderella and the prince lived happily ever after. ‘Happily’ is the absolute best way to live ever after. It’s the perfect ending for a fairy tale.”

This is probably a good time to tell you that, yes, the kids at Hickleberry Elementary can talk to us stuffies and we can talk to them. But only when there aren’t any grown-ups around. And only during the kids’ regular library time. Those are the rules and all the kids obey ’em. They know if they don’t, this magical library thing will disappear faster than pizza and ice cream cake at a birthday party!

“But what about those mean girls, Stinky?” said Amira.

“Oh, I don’t like those two,” said Wags the dog. “I don’t like that Aunt Asia and Godzilla.”

“Anastasia and Drizella,” said Mr. Stuffington, correcting him. “The Tremaine sisters.”

“Yeah,” said Wags. “I don’t like those two, either!”

“Stinky?” said Amira. “Those mean stepsisters need to learn a lesson about bullying. It’s what they teach us in school!”

“How to bully people?” wondered Wags.

“No,” said Amira. “We learn why not to be a bully.”

“Oh. Right. Duh. My bad.”

“Well,” I told everybody, “it’s like Mrs. Emerson said. If we don’t like a story’s ending we can use our imaginations to come up with a better one!”

“Yes!” said Amira.

I sat on my tail and started spinning a new tale.

“Now before Cinderella married the prince and became Princess Cindy, she moved into the castle. Top floor. A room with a view of the moat and the forest. She wore her lucky glass slippers every day. In fact, she swore she wouldn’t take them off until her wedding day when she would officially become Princess Cindy!”

“Did she sleep in her slippers?” asked Wags.

“Yep. Like I said, they were her lucky shoes.”

“I bet her feet got stinky,” said Amira.

“They certainly did.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with being stinky, Stinky.”

“Thank you. I agree. Anyhoo, there was so much to be done before the big wedding day, she really didn’t sleep all that much. Every morning at dawn, happy little bluebirds would appear on her windowsill and sing her awake with their merry ‘tra-la-las.’ Cinderella would join in on the ‘tra-la-la-dee-ay’ chorus while chipmunks and squirrels and other woodland creatures would show up to dance. After her morning sing-along, Cinderella would spend hours gratefully thanking all the cleaning people and chimney sweeps and maids and butlers and toilet-plunging plumbers who worked in the castle because she knew too well how hard it could be to keep a home tidy.”

“Because she used to do all those jobs!” said Wags.
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“Exactly. But since Cinderella was no longer living at her wicked stepmother’s place, that meant Lady Tremaine’s two daughters had to do all the housework Cinderella used to do.”

“If I may?” said Mr. Stuffington, raising a paw. “It seems that the two mean girls might have a bully problem of their own.”

“Exactly!” I said. “Without Cinderella to bully, the wicked stepmother stepped up her attacks on her two daughters! The two big bullies were being bullied by an even bigger bully. Their mom!”






Chapter ThreeBless This Mess

“I’m glad Cinderella got out of that house!” said Amira.

“She was glad, too. As her wedding day drew closer, Cinderella was enjoying her new life at the castle. Soon she would have a dashingly handsome husband with sparkly teeth. And she wouldn’t have to clean up after Anastasia or Drizella ever again.”

“Excuse me,” said Mr. Stuffington. “What kind of name is Drizella?”


“Funny you should ask. She was named after Nutella that you drizzle over ice cream.”

“I see. Pardon the interruption. Do go on.”

“I can’t eat Nutella,” said Wags sadly. “It has chocolate in it. Dogs can’t eat chocolate.”

“Wags?” said Amira.

“Yeah?”

“You’re a stuffie. You can’t eat anything.”

“Oh, yes I can. In my imagination!”

“Anyhoo, like I said, Cinderella’s two snarky stepsisters were having a terrible time trying to take care of their house on their own. And their mother only made things worse. She never picked up anything, not even her toenail clippings.”


“Gross,” said Amira.

“Lady Tremaine called her daughters losers. She said even Hello Kitty would say goodbye to them.
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“And so,” I continued, “Lady Tremaine moved away. Some say she bought a condo on a sunny Greek island. Others say she moved to snowy Buffalo because, with her cold, cold heart, she didn’t mind how cold it was outside. Either way, Anastasia and Drizella were on their own.

“Their house was a mess. The rugs and carpets were crunchy—because of all the toenail clippings their mother left behind. There was also a big rotten pumpkin parked in the driveway and a mob of mouthy mice running around the kitchen yammering about the night they turned into magical horses and drove Cinderella to the big ball at the castle.

“About a week after Cinderella left home, the Tremaine sisters’ house smelled worse than the Royal Garbage Dump and Horse Poop Recycling Center.

“After each of them tripped over a mountain of trash and fell face-first into a clogged toilet, they decided to do whatever it took to force Cinderella to come back to cook and clean for them again. They figured that her charming prince probably wouldn’t be happy to know that his beloved bride-to-be was once a lowly housemaid.

“Anastasia and Drizella decided it was their duty to tell the prince the awful truth. He had been bewitched and bedazzled by a low-class fraud and a bunch of magical mice!”






Chapter FourThe Grim Wish Granter

The kids on the rug were scooting closer, ready for whatever might come next.

“Here’s something a lot of stories about Cinderella leave out,” I said, ready to add a surprise twist to my tale, because all the best stories have surprise twists in ’em. “Cinderella’s fairy godmother had a very evil, very wicked cousin!”

“A fairy godfather?” guessed Wags.

“Nope. A Grim Wish Granter. Also known as a Grim Widgee.”


“I have heard of those,” said Mr. Stuffington. “I believe they appear whenever Aladdin rubs a magic lamp.”

“Um,” said Amira, “those are genies.”

“Are Widgees like wedgies?” asked Wags. “I’ve never had a wedgie. I don’t wear underpants.”

“We know,” said Mr. Stuffington, sighing. “We all know.”

“A Grim Wish Granter,” I explained, “can do all the magic that a good fairy godmother can do. Only, a Grim Widgee uses their powers to do bad stuff. The morning after their mother left, a Grim Widgee popped up out of the wicked stepsisters’ toaster.”

“They probably set the darkness dial all the way to darkest,” suggested Wags.

“The Grim Wish Granter replaced the ruined toast by turning a fly-infested bowl of week-old oatmeal into a yummy cinnamon bun stuffed with raisins and drizzled with icing.”
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“I bet Drizella loved the drizzled icing!” said Wags.

“Indeed, she did,” I told him. “When breakfast was done, the sisters told the Grim Wish Granter that they needed to go to the castle—in style! So the Grim Widgee
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