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“Did I hear that right?”

The witch said.

“Mommy and daddy 

Have too many mouths to feed,

Why not leave the little ones

With me!

I'll fatten their bellies

So they can't move an inch

Then gobble them up

In a children's stew dish

Boil in oil with carrots and celery

Salt and pepper 

And just a pinch of raven feathers 

You must agree its quite the delicacy

On All Hallows Eve.”
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I must pay the price

For my mothers life

For I kill her

When she was still 

In labor with me

And my father

Never forgave me

That's why he vow

That I should live

Like a nun in a nunnery

Never to leave his grounds

Save to be in repentance

By my mothers grave

And its there

As silly as it sounds

That I would pray to my mother

And it felt like the heavens open up

And I swear I could almost see her

Smiling down on me

As if she love me

But then she fade away

Like a long lost memory 

And that's how I lived my life

Until my father remarried,

I had hoped beyond hope

That I could get along

With my new step family

But as soon as we met

I knew they despise me

For soon after they talk my father

Into giving up my room 

To my step sisters

And moving me 

Up into the moldy old attic

While they took

What little belongings

I still had left

Leaving me with nothing

But a pair of rags,

My mothers old fashion dress,

And a rotting mattress!

And at that time

I thought these were 

The worst days of my life

But I was dead wrong,

In just a few years 

Thanks to my step mothers

Spending sprees

Our family fortune 

Was squandered

Eventually all our servants

Had to be let go

That's when I became

A servant in my own household.

“Cinderella, Cinderella, Cinderella!!!”

They'd holler as I'd rush

To follow their beckoning orders

“Well it took you long enough.”

My step mother sneer.

“Today your to water the garden, 

Clean the tapestry's,

Feed the livestock,

Wash the laundry,

Dust, sweep, and mop the house,”

“But I already...” I protested.

“Then do it again!

But first things first

Serve me my breakfast.” 

“Yes mam.” 

I'd break my back working

From sun up to sun down

With no breaks in between  

Until its late at night 

Then I'd finally collapse on my bed

And fitfully sleep

Just to slave away all over again

The following day,

So all my weeks and months

Blur into years

Until one fateful day it was decree 

That every eligible maiden

Was to attend the royal ball

And when I heard the news

All I could think of is this is it

The chance that I've been waiting for,

When my family leaves the house 

That night I'll sneak out

In my mothers dress

And I'll attend the ball myself.

I'll stay far way from the prince

Since my family

Is sure to be by his side,

I'll dance the night away

And have some fun for a change

Then I'll hurry on home

And go to bed

Without anyone

Being any the wiser

And so I prep for that night 

But in my haste I gave myself away

And my step mother deviously devise

A cruel trick, 

That night when my family

Was all dress up for the ball

They gave the illusion

That they had left

But they hid in the shadows  

Waiting for me

And just as I step outside 

“What do you think your doing?”

My family step into the light.

“We never gave you permission

To go out tonight.”

I could hardly speak

As they came at me

Tossing me around

Like a rag doll

Ruining my mothers good dress

I wept as my family left

I couldn't think straight

I just ran

To my mothers grave

And cry,

“Why,

WHY,

WHY!!!”

And as I fell into despair

I witness a wondrous sight

My mothers spirit came to my side

From on high.

“There, there, my love.”

She held me close

I hug her tight, 

She wipes away my tears.

“Now, lets get you ready for the ball.”

And in a flash of light

I wore a blue velvet gown

Sparkling in the moonlight

With a matching pair of glass slippers.

“Oh its wonderful I cry!”

“Now listen, my dear”

She puts an arm on my shoulder.

“You have until the stroke of midnight

Then all of this will be as it once was,

Do you understand?”

“Oh yes.” I beam. “Thank you, mom.”  

My mother gave a whistle

And down came a carriage 

Right to my side

Its door open by its own accord.

“Your carriage awaits.”  

My mom gives me a nudge

As I take a seat inside.

“Have a good time!”

She waves goodbye

As I ride out into the night.

The kings castle

Glows in the moonlight

As the carriage lets me off

I step out on the red carpet

And make my entrance

Gazing in awe

At the extravagant estate

I nearly hesitate at the doors

But I realize its too late to turn back

So I hustle inside

Gazing from one wonder to the next.

Golden staircases

Glittering in the flickering lights 

Of countless silver chandeliers above,

Banquet halls fill to the brim

With platters of freshly serve 

gourmet dinners,

Grand ballrooms 

Where men and women dress in regalia

Dancing together to the melody's

Of a staged string quartet, 

It was all too much to take in

I sat down gazing in all the splendor

But unbeknownst to me

From the other side of the room

A handsome man notices me

He walks pass countless doting woman

And offers his hand to me. “Shall we dance?”

“Oh yes please.” I take his hand

And he sweeps me off my feet

We danced throughout the night

Until I grew weary,

He offers to take me on a lovely stroll

Through the royal gardens.

“But if we do that,” I said. 

“Wont we get into trouble?”

“No.” He chuckles.

“I'd  never lead you astray.”  

I shied away blushing.

“Come on.” He takes my hand

As we step outside

Walking hand in hand

Enjoying each others company

We sit down on a bench

And I lean my head

On his shoulder

Nearly falling asleep

When the chimes of a clock tower

Ring for midnight. “Huh!” I get up.

“Whats wrong?” He comes to my side.

“I'm sorry,” I gently push him away. “I have to go.”

“Wait!” He follows me.

“I don't even know your name?”

I hesitated but the chimes ring ever louder.

“I'm sorry.” I left in such a haste

I lost my glass slipper

But the prince found it, 

Once I made it back home

I could hardly sleep

All that night

For fear that the time 

I spent at the ball

Was nothing more then a fantasy,

But in my minds eyes

I relive that night

Over and over again

And the memory of it

Never faded away

Even as the following days roll by.

It was about a week later

When my step sisters call for me

“Hurry up and help us get dress!”

They exasperated. 

“But what for?”

“The prince will be here any minute.”

“He will?”

“Yes you idiot,

Hes been roaming throughout the land

Searching for that woman 

That lost her slipper.”

“A glass slipper?” I gasp.

“What are you deaf.”

“We must get ready!”

“Oh yes I must.”

I left them standing there in disbelief

I ran out the front door

And waited for my prince

For what felt like an eternity 

Until I could just make out his carriage

Coming down the road

But before I could wave in jubilation

I was grab from behind.

“Let go of me!” I cry.

“Put her in attic and keep her there.”

My stepmother said.

“No!” My father covers my mouth

Dragging me up the stairs

I bit him but he slap me

I desperately squirm

As I'm carried halfway up 

I could just hear 

The knocking of the front door

And the prince being let in

That's when I got an idea

I stop struggling

Made myself seem weak and submissive

And after a few minutes my father relax his hold on me 

Then just as we were about reach the last steps

I kicked the walls

With all my strength

Tripping us both down the stairs

We made such a racket

I could hear the prince say

In the other room.

“What was that?”

Before a rush of footsteps

Reach us just as we make it off the last step,

I landed on my father

As he sprawl on the ground

Groaning in pain.

“Are you alright?” 

The prince help us up

As my father hunch over

Crying. “My back, my back.”

“Send for a physician.”

The prince order one of his servants

Who nodded running out the door

My step mother looks at me

With daggers in her eyes.

“You idiot!” She stomped her heel

On my fathers foot.

“Hey!” The prince breaks them up.

“There's no need for that.”

He turns to me. “Are...”

His eyes lit up. “Its you.”

I nodded as we hold hands.

“No!” The step sisters cried

Hobbling into the hallway

As they play tug of war

With the glass slipper.

“Don't listen to
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