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CINDERELLA WALTZ was first produced in June and
July, 1978, by the Indiana State University Summer Reper-
tory Theatre in Terre Haute, Indiana, with the follow-
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CHARACTERS

ROSEY SNOW

MR. SNOW, her father

MRS. SNOW, her stepmother
GONERIL &

REGAN, her stepsisters

PRINCE ALF
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MOTHER MAGEE, a fairy godmother
ZED, the village idiot
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The yard before the Snow family hovel in the middle of a
great forest on the outskirts of Cinderville. A porch, an
abandoned hog trough, rustic things, atree and agrave by
a well.

The music is E. Waldteufel’s ‘Dolores Waltz.’



CINDERELLA WALTZ

ACT ONE
Scene One

A spring morning. ZED sleeps in the hog trough. The morning
sounds of one hopeful rooster, then another, a third, chickens,
a cow, more cows, sheep, a growing din of pigs, horses, crows,
pigeons, an odd howler monkey, exotic bird calls, climaxed
by the trumpeting of an elephant, then fading into the sound
of MRS. SNOW bitching as ZED begins to stir.

MRs. SNow. (from inside the house) Rosey Snow! Rosey
SNOW! WHAT ABOUT THE WASH?

TroLL. (from deep in the well, a small voice) Help. I'm
down the well. Help.

RosEy. (emerging from the house with two petunias) 1 just
want to put petunias on my mother’s grave. (ZED,
unnoticed by ROSEY, has gone over to the well and stuck his
head in.)

Mgs. Snow. (Bullying ROSEY out, followed by GONERIL
and then REGAN, who is combing GONERIL’s hair.) You
didn’t wash my bloomers. And what about the knickers?
And have you forgotten the suspenders? Wash the win-
dows, wash the cat, wash the washing, wash the chickens,
wash your father, wash, wash, wash.

Rosey. I need to get some water from the well.

7



8 CINDERELLA WALTZ ACT 1

MRs. SNow. Wash the well.

TRrOLL. (from in the well) Help. P'm down the well.
Help.

Mgs. Snow. I’ll wallop you. I'll whack you with the
broom, girl.

Rosey. I can’t wash without water.

Mgrs. SNow. Wash the water, wash the tree, wash the
rocks, wash the cornfield, wash the horse, wash the tractor,
wash the camel, what’s the matter?

Rosky. (Pointing to ZED’S legs, which are protruding from the
well.) There’s legs in the well.

MRrs. SNow. Wash the legs.

ReGAN. We don’t have a tractor.

GoneriL. Whose legs?

Rosky. (pointing) Right there. Protruding.

Mgrs. SNow. Watch your language.

Rosey. From the well. Look.

Mgs. SNow. My God, there’s LEGS in the well.

Zep. (Righting himself, looking at them.) Er. Uh. (He points
down the well.) Trrrrrrrrrrrrr----

Mgrs. Snow. GAKKKKKK. THE VILLAGE IDIOT.
GET AWAY.

ReGan. IT’S THE VILLAGE IDIOT.

GonEriL. I can see that.

Mgs. SNow. What are you doing in that well? Shame
on you. Go do it behind the barn. Get. Idiot.

Rosev. Maybe he’s friendly.

Zep. (Moving towards ROSEY,) ERRRRRK. UKKKKKK.

Rosey. Then again, maybe not. (He reaches a hand in her
direction.) EEEEEEEEEEK. GET AWAY.

Trorr. Help. 'm down the well.
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Zep. (Pointing at the well.) ERRRRRKKKKK. UKKKK
KKKKK.

GoneriL. Did you hear something?

Recan. I think he said, Errrrrrk, Ukkkkkkkkk.

GoneriL. No, not him.

(MR. SNOW sticks his head out the window of the house.)

MR. SNow. Where’s my pants? I've lost my pants. I
can’t find my pants.

Mgs. SNow. (To ROSEY.) And wash your father’s pants.
And wash his cumberbun. And his weskit and his
dickey.

Rosey. I washed his weskit and his dickey.

MRs. SNow. What are we ever going to DO with you,
Rosey Snow? .

Rosey. Probably ruin my life.

MR. SNow. Where’s my pants?

Mgrs. SNow. Look under the cat.

Rosey. They’re not under the cat.

Mgr. Snow. I looked under the cat.

Mgrs. Snow. Well, look again, there’s a lotta room
under the cat. I bet your rotten daughter Rosey went and
ate them. Rosey, wash the cat.

Rosey. I just washed the cat.

Mgs. SNow. Wash it again.

Rosey. You can only wash the cat so many times. The
fur's starting to rub off.

MR. SNow. Maybe it's under the bird. (He pops back into
the house.)

MgRs. SNow. (Noticing that ZED is still there.) 1 thought I
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told you to GET.

Zep. Errrrrk. Ukkkkk.

Mrs. SNow. (Beating him with the broom.) FILTHY
IDIOT. HOMICIDAL PERVERT. Go hang around in
the village, lick litde girls, kiss goats, just GET AWAY
FROM ME. Good for nothing at all. Just like Rosey.

Rosey. I'm good for something. I wash the cat.

Mgs. SNow. WELL, GET TO WORK THEN.

Rosey. I just wanted to put these petunias on my
mother’s grave first.

Mgs. SNow. Oh, PISH in your petunias. Pardon my
French.

GonEeriL. She’s just no good, Mother.

Rosey. I am too good. I'm very good. I'm just unfor-
tunate. And I’ve got these petunias.

REGAN. (Combing GONERIL’S hair.) She’s partly good
and partly not. Hold still, Goneril.

GoneriL. Don’t yank.

RecaN. Then HOLD STILL. Criminetly.

Mgs. Svow. Rosey Snow is a disgrace and a disaster.

ReGAN. She’s partly a disgrace, and partly a disaster.
Where’s the curling iron?

GoneriL. Rosey stole it. She stole the curling iron.

Rosey. I didn’t steal it. Father sat on it. Why’s
everybody always picking on me?

Mgs. SNow. (Noticing ZED again.) Are you still here?
Smutty old dishrag. GET. (She beats him with the broom until
he gives up and runs off ) AND DON'T COME BACK TILL
YOU WARSH YOUR NECK.

REGAN. Maybe a dwarf stole it.

Rosey. It wasn’t a dwarf.
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Recan. I saw a curly dwarf yesterday.

Mgs. SNnow. There’s too many of them damn dwarfs
around here. I don’t like it.

Rosey. (Dropping the bucket in the well.) Don’t talk bad
about dwarfs. I like dwarfs.

GoneriL. Its like you to like dwarfs.

TRroOLL. (from the well) Ouch. 'm hit. I'm hit. (ROSEY
looks down the well.)

Mgs. Snow. I don’t like gnomes, neither. Always
lookin’ up yer dress.

GoneriL. You're a bigot, Mother.

Mgs. SNow. I’m not a bigot. I love dwarfs. I worship
dwarfs. I go to church and pray for dwarfs. There’s just
too many of them runnin’ loose around here. Every
morning there’s six or seven of ’em comin’ down the
road with pick axes whistlin’ and singin’ and screamin’.
Scares me half out of my pants. A decent woman ain’t

safe.
(MR. SNOW appears on the porch, in long underwear.)

Mgr. SNow. Somebody stole my pants.

GonERIL. (Pointing at ROSEY.) She stole his pants.

Recan. It might have been a dwarf.

Mr. Snow. What would a dwarf want with my
pants?

Mrs. SNow. Who started all this damn talk about
dwarfs, anyway? :

TroLL. (from the well) T like dwarfs.

Rosey. I think there’s somebody in the well

ReGaN. 1 like dwarfs partly, and party I don’t care.

Mr. Snow. Where’s my pants, Gertie?
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Mgs. SNnow. Try the bread box.

MRr. SNow. Bread box. Check. (He goes back into the
house.)

TrorLL. HELP! PULL ME UP! THERE’S SNAKES
DOWN HERE.

REGAN. There’s somebody in the well. (She peers down
into it with ROSEY.)

TroLL. Take my hand. 'm a stranger in Cinderville.
Hold on. (ROSEY and REGAN help to pull TROLL up.) That’s
right. Pull. Fell in, you see. Ever so kind of you. Urkkk.
UKkkkkk. (They finally succeed in dragging him out.)

Mgs. SNow. Land sakes, there was a little man in the
well. Is that sanitary? Why didn’t you say something?

TroLL. Yes. Excuse me. Thank you.

Rosey. Are you all right?

TroLL. No. Thank you. Goodness, what an experi-
ence.

RecaN. What were you doing down the well?

TrorL. Oh, drowning for a while. Then I clung to the
side with my fingernails for nine or ten hours. No pro-
blem. 'm dry now. Seersucker. (He knocks water out of
his ear.)

Mgs. Snow. Whart?

TroLL. My name is Troll. How do you do?

REcaN. We had a troll in the well.

TroLL. No, I'm notreally a troll, per se. That's just my
name. My father’s name was Troll. We lived under a
bridge. I’'m not what you’d call a troll, qua troll. 'm a
perfectly normal person. More or less.

Mgs. SNow. You don’t look normal.

GoneriL. He looks like a troll.
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Recan. I think he’s cute.

TroLL. Well, ’'m not. A troll.

Rosey. Of course you’re not.

GoneriL. He smells like a troll.

Rosey. No he doesn’t.

ReGaN. He smells like tuna fish.

Rosey. You're embarrassing him. He’s blushing.

TroLL. Actually, 'm a retainer. 'm retained by Prince
Alfred. Of Fafrid.

MRs. Snow. Fafrid?

TroLL. Alfred. I've been touring the countryside
hither and yon and such, delivering invitations to the big
ball, and I was tramping along looking at the sky, which is
my wont from time to time, and humming in the even-
ing, and I inadvertently fell down what turned out to be,
alas, your well.

ReGaN. He does look like a troll, doesn’t he?

Rosey. 'm Rosey Snow and this is my stepmother
Mrs. Snow and my stepsisters Goneril and Regan, and
my mother’s buried over there in that grave by the well
and that's why I have these petunias. And my father’s
inside getting his pants out of the bread box. Did you say
you’re having a ball?

TroLL. Not really. Prince Alfred is having a ball. Pm
Just tramping through the countryside hither and yon
and such.

Mgs. SNow. And you came all the way out here just to
mvite US, how NICE.

Trorr. Uh, er, well, uh—

Mgs. SNow. That's very considerate of the Prinee, isn’t
it, girls? ‘ :
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GoONERIL. Mother—

RecaN. We're invited? Oh, WOW. Far OUT.

GonEeriL. No, Regan, he doesn’t mean—

REGAN. But that's wonderful. Isn’t it WONDER-
FUL?

Rosey. Well, it’s at least interesting. I mean, it's
different.

Mgs. SNow. The Prince is so nice, sending his trusted
container—

TroLL. Retainer.

Mgs. SNow. —out all this way past East Liverpool and
Nanty Glo just to bring poor little US invitations! Not the
Hickeys nor the Glucks nor the Dipples, just US. You
may send the Prince our deepest condolences.

GoNeriL. Mother, listen—

MRrs. SNnow. Don’t bother me, Goneril, 'm in a
transport of infatuation. 'm sending the Prince my
condolences.

GonEeriL. Mother, can’t you SEE? Are you BLIND?
He wasn’t bringing us tickets. He doesn’t know us from
Myrtle McTurte. He just fell in the well.

Mgrs. Snow. Nonsense. The Prince remembers me. 1
have a reputation from the days when I had my gentle-
man callers, before my first husband ran off with the
midwife.

GoneriL. Listen, Mr. Troll, you don’t really mean to
say you have tickets for us, do you? You just got lost, and
stumbled into the well, isn’t that right? You don’t know
us from Myrtle McTurtle, right?

TrorL. Well, er, uh—that is—let me check. ’'m not
sure. Let me take a peek in my pouch. Snow. Let’s see.
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Sleet. Slush. Snail. Snick. I may have lost your invitation
down the well.

ReGAN. Oh, Mr. Troll, it MUST be in there. I’ve never
been to a ball. It sounds so exciting. I'd just DIE ifitwas a
mistake. I'd just keel over and EXPIRE. (Her lower lip is
beginning to quiver. TROLL notices. He tries a weak smile, look-
ing in a rather frantic, desperate way through the pouch.)

TroLL. Oh, it's here somewhere. Bit mucky in this
pouch now. Oh, dear. (He pulls out a frog.) Heh heh. Frog.
(They all look at him, unsmiling.)

FroG. Brekek.

TroLL. Sorry. (He throws the frog over his shoulder back in
the well. Water splashes out.) There we go. Splosh. Hehh
hehhh. Well, you see, folks, uh, the truth is—

(From close by in the woods, behind TROLL, the sea cow bellow of a
hunting horn, TROLL jumps, startled, and lands with one leg in
REGAN'’S arms.)

PRINCE. (from off) Ahoy. Tally ho. I say there. Troll?
Troll, old boy? Are you there?

TroLL. Oh, no, there’s the Prince. He’s come looking
for me. I knew this would happen. I'd best get back in the
well. Excuse me. (He tries to crawl back in the well.
Exclamations of horror and dismay from everybody as they try to
keep him from jumping back in.)

EveryBobpy. No. Wait. Don’t do that. It's wet down
there. There’s snakes. We like you. Think of your mother.
Stop. (etcetera)

(The PRINCE appears with a very long rifle, a hunting horn, and
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a few stray animal pelts.)

PrINCE. I say. There you are, Troll. Watch out there,
yowll fall into the well, what?

TROLL. (Caught, he leaps to attention, bellowing, frightening
and nearly deafening everybody.) PRINCE FAFRID OF
ALFRED.

(The PRINCE, startled, drops his gun, butt first, and it goes off as
it hits the ground, BANG.)

TroLL. ALFRED OF FAFRID. ALL RISE, HAIL.

(A duck falls from the sky. TROLL pulls out a small tooter horn and
blows a fanfare, and with the other hand he throws a burst of con-
Setti, which hits the PRINCE directly in the face. MR. SNOW
comes out of the house, still in his underwear.)

Mg. Snow. There’s a duck in the breadbox. No pants.
Just a duck. (Seeing the duck on the ground.) There’s another
one. It's an epidemic. Oh, hello.

Mgrs. Snow. Put your pants on, Delbert, we’ve got
company.

MR. Snow. (to the PRINCE) You wouldn’t happen to
have an extra pair of pants on you, would you?

PriNce. Uh, well, I don’t know, uh— (He looks
around vaguely.)

Mzs. Snow. Try the fish tank.

MR. Snow. Fish tank.Why not. Don’t mind me. Ducks
everyplace. Guns going off. I'm an old man. Who cares?
(He goes back in the house, muttering.)
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TroLL. I’'m very sorry, your majesty.

PrINCE. At ease, Troll. And uh, whoever. I was more
than a bit put out about you, Troll, you know. You didn’t
come home last night, old boy. Not like you, Troll. Bit of
hanky panky, what? You old dog.

TroLL. (sheepish) Actually, I—

PrINCE. Came out after you, crack of dawn, thought
I'd get in a few whacks with old Betsey— (to the others) —
That's the gun—while I was at it. Got something, too,
some sort of bird thing— (He holds up a very strange carcass.)
—or fish thing, I'm not sure what, poor thing. Glad to see
you’re all right. You ARE all right, aren’t you? You smell
rather ripe. Here, take my things, all right? (He gives
TROLL the gun and several carcasses. TROLL has a terrible time
with them.)

MRs. SNow. (Closing in on the PRINCE, trying to curtsy and
bow at the same time) We're deeply gratified, your
courtship.

PRINCE. (Backing away from MRS. SNOW.) Oh, hello.
Yes, well, what’s the story, Troll? Hmmm? Speak up.

TroLL. Well, er, uh— (Struggling with the gun and car-
casses, he turns and inadvertently thwacks GONERIL on the
rump with the gun barrel.)

GoneriL. Uk.

TroLL. Oh, so sorry.

(He rubs GONERIL’S backside sympathetically, gets slapped very
harad, falls back, tries to catch himself with the gun butt and brings
it down on REGAN’S foot. The gun goes off again, BANG.)

Regan. AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.



18 CINDERELLA WALTZ ACT I
(Another duck falls.)

TroLL. Oh, excuse me, I was just— (He makes a gesture
and hits MRS. SNOW in the face with the carcasses.)

MRgs. SNow. Awk. Watch it, buster. (She pushes him away
and, taken aback, he falls with his nose between REGAN’S
breasts.)

TroLL. Oh, gadzook, you’re soft. Nice. You’'ve got
soft—

Prince. Troll, what ARE you doing?

TroOLL. (scrambling up) Well, er, I was taken aback, and,
uh—

PriNCE. Come on, Troll, spit it out, man, are you all
right or aren’t you?

TroLL. Oh, I'm fine, sire. These people saved me
from a fate as bad as near-death, almost. I fell down
the well.

PriNCE. Looking up and humming again, were you?

TroLL. I'm afraid so, sire. I can’t seem to help
myself.

Prince. Yow'll never change, Troll, will you? Oh, well,
thanks so much, folks. Lots of pretty women in this
group, yes?

Mgs. SNow. Thank you very deeply, your royal prin-
ceship. ’'m Mrs. Snow, your very loyal subject. God bless
the King. God help the Queen Mother. God save the
whales.

PRINCE. (Not too happy about MRS. SNOW.) Yes. Quite.
And are these your granddaughters?

Mgs. SNow. Daughters. They’re my daughters. I was a
child bride.
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GoneriL. Four times.

Mgs. Snow. This is Goneril, my eldest, smart girl,
ravishing, big mouth.

PrINCE. I’'m genuinely ravished.

MRs. SNow. And this is Regan, my youngest. Pert as a
pickle, and almost as smart. As Goneril.

PriNcE. Right. Sorry about the foot.

Recan. Oh, that’s all right. I don’t walk much.

Prince. And who’s this here?

Mgs. SNow. Where?

PRINCE. (Pointing at ROSEY.) Here.

Mrs. SNow. Oh, that’s not anybody.

PrINCE. It must be somebody. I mean, she’s got teeth
and hair and two of those and one of those and—

Mrs. SNow. That’s just the cinderslut, forget her.

Rosey. 'm her stepdaughter, Rosey Snow, and my
mother’s buried over there under that tree by the
well.

PRINCE. So sorry. Charming creature you are, Rosey,
charming. Bit underwashed, but, well, who isn’t? Troll’s
a little peculiar, you know, but he’s my, well, friend,
more or less, and I do wish there was something I could
do to repay all you good people.

TroLL. (aside) You might invite them to the ball.

Prince. What's that, Troll?

TroLL. (Embarrassed, trying to whisper it aside.) Ball.

Prince. What? speak up.

Trorr. Ball. BALL.

Prince. Would you like to go and lie down, Troll?

TroLL. BALL. THE BALL. DANCING. PALACE.
WALTZES. BOSOMS. ETCETERA. YOU KNOW.
BALLLL.
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Prince. Calm down, Troll, you’re going to hurt
yourself.
TroLL. Sorry. Lost my head.
PriNCE. I say, I have an idea. Would you girls like to
come down to a ball? 1¢s rather embarrassing, actually,
but my father, the king, bless his heart, a merry old soul,
and all thay, if you like sadistic fat men with satyriasis,
anyway, he and the queen, my mother, sweet woman,
nose runs all the time, they’ve got this idea that it’s time I
ought to get married, you know, and I wasn’t much keen
on the idea myself, if you want to know the truth—am I
boring you? I’'m boring myself. Happens all the time.
Pay attention, Troll. So, mother got this idea for a great
awful BALL, you see, isn’t that clever? Clever woman, my
mother, bit of a squint she’s got, but clever, sometimes,
alternate Thursdays, in any case she thought we might as
well invite all the eligible, well, you know, MAIDEN
types, and that sort of thing, and a few buxom wench
types from the countryside for variety, minor gentry and
whatnot, and, this is an awfully long story, isn’t it? What
point was I trying to make, Troll?
TroLL. You’re going to marry the fairest girl at the
ball.
PriNcE. Well, why didn’t you say so?
Mgs. SNow. AHA! AHA! AHA! OHO! AHA!
PrINCE. Is this woman choking?
Mrs. SNow. AHA!
~ Princk. | suppose that means they want tickets, yes?
Have you got tickets for them Troll?

‘TrorL. We have some for the Snick sisters.

PRINCE. anok?
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TRrOLL. Snick.

PrRINCE. Are these women the Snick sisters?

TroLL. Not exactly.

PriNcE. Come on, Troll, I've had a rough day. Either
they ARE the Snick sisters or they’re NOT the Snick sis-
ters, isn’t that right? Didm’ t that woman tcll us thCll‘ name
is Snog?

MRs. SNow. Snow.

TroLL. They’re close, alphabetically.

GoneriL. I knew it. I justknew it. There’s no tickets for
us. They hate us. We’re nobody.

PrINCE. No you're not. You have very nice—

GoneriL. They're rich and famous and we’re just
DIRT. (REGAN bursts into tears.)

PriNcE. Oh, I wouldn’t go that far. We’re all dirt to
some extent. I mean, you’re quite a pretty girl, you know.
So’s your sister. So’s—uh— (Indicating ROSEY.) —what’s
her name here. So’s— (He looks at MRS. SNOW.) —
well—

GoNErIL. We're SCUM. We're FILTH. WE'RE SLUDGE.
(REGAN is sobbing.) WILL YOU STOP THAT? (GONERIL
starts to sniffle. ROSEY is crying. MRS. SNOW bawls. The
PRINCE looks at TROLL. TROLL looks at the PRINCE. TROLL
begins to cry.)

PriNCE. Oh, my. I knew this was going to be a bad day
when Mother’s glass eye fell in the oatmeal. I said to
myself, Alf, this bodes no good. (TROLL blows his nose
loudly and cries on the PRINCE’S shoulder.) '

TroLL. I never WAS any good I'm just no good

Prince. Listen here, Troll, get a hold of yourself, man,
there’s peasants watching. I don’t think there ARE any
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Snick sisters. The Snick sisters must be a hundred and
twelve if they’re a day. What the devil are we inviting hun-
dred and twelve year old virgins named Snick for, any-
way? After all, Troll, really, what were you thinking of?
Give these people their tickets. I remember Mother tell-
ing you distinctly to invite the Snopes.

TrROLL. Snows.

Prince. There, see? You DO remember. I'm certain
that Snick is a misprint for Snow, and I'm shocked,
SHOCKED, do you hear, that you didn’t realize that to
begin with. Anyway, the Snick sisters are dead. We went
to the funeral. You sang songs and played the accordion.

TroLL. Mouth organ.

Prince. Right. Give them the tickets, go on. (Excla-
mations of delight and relief from the SNOWS.)

Snows. Thank God. Hooray. Far out. Bless you. Big
deal. Praise God. So what? Thank you, thank you, thank
you. (Etcetera. GONERIL tends toward the negative.)

TroLL. Yes, sire. My mistake. Here you go, ladies. (He
gives the tickets to ROSEY.)

Rosey. This is remarkable. We have tickets. Some-
thing is actually happening to me. This is extraordinary.
I'm impressed.

Prince. I'm glad we setled THAT. That's a load off
my mind, I can tell you. Is everybody done crying?

REGAN. (immediately bright) ’'m done. Are you done,
Goneril?

GonEern.. Drop dead.

PriNCE. Yes. Charming. ;

RecaN. Oh, don’t mind Goneril, she’s real nice,
mostly.
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GonNeriL. Regan—

ReGAN. Iremember one time when she was nine and I
was eight and Rosey was in the barn, I got stung on the
big toe by a mud wasp and Goneril sucked out the
poison.

GONERIL. Regan—

Recan. Even Mother was almost normal until she fell
off the hay wagon and landed on her head. That was
sad.

GoneriL. Regan, the Prince doesn’t want to hear
about Mother falling on her head.

Mrs. SNow. I'm perfectly normal.

Prince. Well, Troll, let’s be off, what?

Mges. SNow. I'm normal.

Prince. Things to do, you see, don’t you know?
Thanks so much.

Rosey. I hope this isn’t a trick. Could this be a
trick?

Mgs. Snow. I only just fell off a little hay wagon on
my head.

PrINCE. Prince business awaits. Say goodbye, Troll.

Mrs. SNow. It was only a ten or twelve foot drop.

PrincE. Ta ta, cheerio, see you at the ball, whar?

RosEy. (to TROLL) This isn’t a trick, is it?

TroLL. Probably.

PriNce. Oh, by the by, watch out, I hear there’s a
homicidal idiot on the loose, best bolt the chlcken coop,
bites the heads off, poor devil. Bye bye.

RecaN. Goodbye! See you at the palace!

Mrs. SNow. Rosey’s abnormal. Not me. '~

Rosey. Could this be a real adventure?
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Prince. These Snicks ARE lovely people, aren’t they,
Troll? (TROLL is still dropping things and picking them up as
they go out. REGAN helps, bringing him the two fallen ducks.) 1
had a terrible time finding you, I really did. I mean, when
I call your name, great hordes of TROLLS come. It’s very
disturbing. They come from miles around, and it’s no
fun explaining to an anxious lot of trolls that you don’t
really want them after you’ve clearly called them, what? I
mean, really— (The PRINCE and TROLL are finally gone.)

REGAN. We're going to the BALL! We're going to
the BALL!

GonEerIL. It's going to be a disaster.

Rosey. Is this the call to action? The shout from
another room? Does romance beckon? Am I about to
live through an archetypal folk mouf?

Mgrs. SNow. Rosey, you blockhead, why didn’t you
invite them in the house for lime-ade and macaroons?
Rosey. I didn’t imagine they’d probably WANT—
MgRs. SNow. Why can’t you think of these things?

GoneriL. Why didn’t YOU, Mother?

Mgs. Svow. Give me them tickets. (She snatches the tic-
kets from ROSEY.)

ReGAN. Those were real palace-type people. Rich peo-
ple, Goneril. Real RICH people. Rich people are so
handsome, and different, and handsome, and rich. Oh,
I’m in LOVE and we’re going to the BALL! I'm so
excited.

Rosey. I’'m apprehensive.

GoneriL. I wish I was dead.

MRs. SNow. Oh, there’s so much to do. I justlove life. 1
just love it.
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Rosey. How many tickets did he leave?

Mrs. SNow. Let's see. There’s three tickets. Just
enough. One for Regan. (She give REGAN a ticket.)

RecaN. Thank you, Mother.

Mgs. SNow. And one for Goneril. Take it, Goneril, or
I'll jam it in your ear.

GoONERIL. (taking it) Thank you, Mother. (ROSEY holds
out her hand expectantly.)

Mrs. Svow. And one for ME. Now, what should I
wear?

Rosey. What about me?

Mgrs. SNow. What ABOUT you?

Rosey. What about MY ticket?

MRs. SNow. The man only left three tickets. It’s clear
he wouldn’t want to leave one for some smelly little cin-
derslut. After all, this man is a Prince.

GoneriL. Maybe he meant to leave YOU out, Mother.

Mgs. Snow. ME? LEAVE ME OUT?

REGAN. Well, you’re already married, and you’re, you
know, older, and—

Mgs. SNow. You watch you step, Regan. That's pretty
thin ice you’re walking on. Stick your foot through and
I'll bite it off. Sorry, Rosey, but that’s what you get for
going around in rags all day and reading the ency-
clopedia. What a mess you are. Anyway, you don’t really
want to go, do you?

Rosey. Yes, I want to go. Of course I want to go. I've
been dreaming about this all my life. What else have I got
to think about? Washing the tractor?

Mgs. SNow. You don’t even know how to dance, do
you? And you haven’t got a thing to wear. We, on the
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other hand, have closets full of nice dresses, don’t we,
girls?

RecAN. Maybe we could—

Mgs. SNow. Shut up, Regan. A dress won’t help her if
she has no ticket. And a ticket won’t help her if she has no
dress. And neither one will help her if she can’t dance. So
there we have it. It's God’s plan. Let’s go pick dresses,
girls. Rosey, wash the pig, wash the buggy, wash the
soap.

REGAN. I'm real sorry, Rosey.

GoneriL. Life is unfair.

MRs. SNow. Come on and get in the house. My stars,
what a couple of deadbeats. (She bullies GONERIL and
REGAN into the house, whining and complaining. ROSEY is
left alone.)

Rosky. I think I’ve stumbled into a fairy tale. First the
extraordinary opportunity, then the sudden obstacle. 1
read all about it in the encyclopedia. Do I see a pattern
forming here? Is this an archetypal situation? Are my
petunias drooping? Is this a typical fairy tale motif? And,
if so, which one? And what should I do about it? I could
put these petunias on my mother’s grave. (She goes over
and does this.) Oh, Mother, why are you dead? You're
always dead when I need you. Oh, drat, stupid world.
(She sits down by the well.) As I see it, I have two choices. I
can kill myself, or I can do the washing and forget about
it. But I CAN’T forget about it, and I don’t want to kill
myself;:and I'm getting awfully sick of doing the damn
washing. I want to go to the ball. Maybe I could just sigh
and look glum for a while. :
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(She sighs and looks glum. ZED sticks his head out from behind a
tree. MR. SNOW appears from the house, still without pants. ZED
quickly disappears.)

MR. Snow. They’re not in the pickle barrel, not in the
flour barrel, they’re not in the wheel barrow, I looked in
the chicken coop. I'm wasting my youth. What are you
doing there, Rosey?

Rosey. Thinking about my destiny.

MR. Snow. Your what?

Rosey. I'm fine.

MR. SNow. P’'m sure you’re fine, but you're also sighing
and looking glum. Is that normal? Are you sick? Did the
horse die?

Rosey. I guess I'm just being silly.

Mgr. SNow. You be careful with that, Rosey. Your step-
mother’s been silly ever since she fell on her head, and
I’ve just about lost hope it’s ever going to pass. Silly is a
very dangerous thing. Once it gets you, you’re lost. Look
at ME, for instance. Forty years in the cinder mines, and I
don’t even know exactly what a cinder is, or what it’s
good for, or why anybody cares, and I can’t find my pan-
ts. I've caught the silly from your stepmother. I expectit’s
incurable. I was a serious man once. Those days will
never come again. Never, never, never. Who was them
strange folk comin’ out from the well and such?

Rosey. A troll from the well. A prince from the woods.
And the village idiot from the hog trough, I think.

MR. SNnow. (Shaking his head.) This country’s sure going
to hell. You seen my pants?

Rosey. Where did you take them off?
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MR. Snow. In the closet. I always take my pants off in
the closet, Rosey, because your stepmother laughs at me
when I take them off in front of her. Laughs and giggles.
What a silly woman. '

Rosey. Maybe they’re still in the closet.

Me. Snow. I try to avoid the obvious places Better
look, though. If you’re late at the cinder mines, the fore-
man eats your nose. Bites it right off. That's life. You’re
not going to sigh and look glum again, are you?

Rosey. I'm all right.

MR. SNow. Iknow you are. You’ve gotareal nice body.
I think about it all the tume.

Rosey. Goodbye, Father.

MR. Snow. I'd best check the closet. You watch out for
them sillies, now. Also the village idiot. Homicidal geek,
that’s what I hear. Listen, Rosey, could I maybe just put
my hand on your—

Rosey. FATHER.

MR. SNow. Just kidding.

(He goes back into the house. ROSEY begins to sniffle. ZED sticks
his head out from behind the tree and takes a few steps towards her,
sneaky and ominous. When she speaks, he freezes.)

Rosky. (Washing the well disconsolately.) STUPID BALL. 1
need you, Mother, and you’re in the ground with the
worms, turmng into mulch. All my life I've been dream-
ing about going to the Fafrid palace and drinking plum
punch and nobhobbing with the laids and lordies and
being pretty and rich and clean and not having to dump
out the chamber pots in the morning.
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(The stage is darkening and is presently bathed in swirling lights,
with confused faint people and wallz noises, Strauss, ‘Vienna
Blood.” ZED is moving gradually closer as she speaks, one hideous
clawlike hand outstretched. Eerie and frightening.)

Rosey. Oh, Mother, you were so pretty and clean. You
wouldn’t have taken my ticket. You used to tell me stories
about princes and balls and kissing and things and you
said I’d always be your litde girly and I was special. Oh,
itd be so elegant, with everybody in pink and lavender all
twirling around like tops and the floor so waxed and
shiney like Mr. Macgregor’s head. I'd make my entrance
down a thousand and six step staircase like Natasha in
War and Peace and we could dance waltzes and waltzes.
The Prince is so handsome and funny and cute and
everybody’s twirling in circles like driblets on ice cubes
and the colors go round and round like the world and
we’re all smiling and not getting dizzy or throwing up
like Regan did on the whirlagig, and I'm getting swirled
by the waist from lord to earl to viscount to duke to
duchess till the Prince gets hold and won’t let go, and we
dance and dance in a little worldlike music box and the
people dance and turn and the lights are turning so and
the waltz is me and I just go on and on—

(ZED’S clawlike hand is just about to touch her neck when a great
bellowing Tugboat Annie voice comes roaring out from the well. He
Jjumps and runs for cover, still unseen by ROSE Y, and ;he lights
and noises go away.) '

MOTHER MAGEE. (from in the well) YOO_OOOO‘O N
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HHHHHOOOO0O0000000000.0HO. HARK.

Rosky. (still half in the dream) What?

MoTHER MaGkE. I say, HARK. HARK.

Roskey. I beg your pardon?

MoTtHER Macee. GIMME A HAND, DEARIE, I'M
DOWN THE FRIGGING WELL.

Rosey. Again?

MoOTHER MAGEE. Again? Was I here before?

ROSEY. (reaching into the well) If this is another troll—

MoTHER MAGEE. Troll? Where? Help! Trolls! Where?
(ROSEY pulls MOTHER MAGEE up out of the well with some
difficulty.) Help. Trolls. Urgh. Arb. Lek. Ooooo. There.
Oops.

(MOTHER MAGEE lands on her head and collapses in a heap
outside the well, revealing garishly flowered bloomers.)

MoTHER MAGEE. My, my. Lordy, lordy. Goshnfishes.

Rosey. Did you fall in the well, too?

MoTHER MAGEeE. I don’t think so. Did you?

Rosey. Who are you?

MOTHER MAGEE. Rosey Snow?

Rosey. No, ’'M Rosey Snow.

MoTHER MAGEE. Good. Now, who am I?

Rosey. I don’t know. A troll?

MoTHER MAGEE. Thanks a lot, sweetie. 'm Mother
Magee. Some name, huh? I'm a fairy godmother. Yours.
It’s true. I swear. Big surprise, right?

Rosey. Really? You?

MoTHER MAGEE. What's the matter with me?

Rosky. Well, nothing, exactly, I just thought—
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MoTHER MAGEE. Who'd you expect? Tinker Bell?

Rosey. Well, no, but—

MoTHER MacGee. What do you need, kid? Piano
lessons? A horse? I have Shetland ponies. How about a
sucker? Tongue sandwich? Egg salad? Scuse me, honey,
I've had a grim day. (She takes out a flask and drinks.) Guy
named Rumplestiltzkin ate my dog. It was horrible.

Rosey. Could you get me a ticket to Prince Alfred’s
ball?

MoTHER MAGEE. Just happen to have one right here.
(She immediately produces a ticket from her bosom and gives it to
ROSEY.) Now, if that's all—

Rosey. This is a ticket to Switzerland.

MoTHER MAGee. Oh. That's mine. Unless you’d rather
go to Switzerland. I hear it's nice this time of year.
Cheese. Clocks. Chocolate. Banks. Little blond guys in
shorts. Yodeling.

Rosey. No, I think I want to go to the ball.

MOTHER MAGEE. Suit yourself. Try this one. (She pro-
duces another ticket.)

Rosey. Oh, thank you. It's got my name on it and
everything. Rosey Snick. How’d you do that?

MoTHER MaGeEe. Who knows? Well, I'm off to Vene-
zuela.

Roskey. Switzerland.

MotHER MAGeEe. Whatever. That all you want?

Roskey. I don’t have a dress.

MoTHER MAGEE. Here, you can have mine. (She begins
taking off her dress.)

Rosey. No, I don’t want YOUR dress.

MoTHER MAGEE. 1don’tblameyou. Neither do I. Been
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trying to get rid of this damn thing for years. I’d just as
soon run around naked, wouldn’t you?

Rosey. I don’t ususally run around naked.

MoTHER MAGEE. Wouldn’t hurt you any. Good way to
make friends. Try this one. (She reaches into the well and pulls
out a box with a ribbon tied around it.) 1 think it's your size.
Wouldn’t swear to it. Can’t get good elfs any more. Made
it from a cabbage leaf. Might pinch a bit up front. Gotta
suffet if you want to be gorgeous. Believe me, I know.

ROSEY. (Peeking into the box.) Oh, it’s lovely. It's
moving.

MOTHER MAGEE. (Reaching into the box and pulling out the
frog.) Frog. Got to watch that.

Froc. Brekkek.

MoTuaerR Macee. Ahhhh, shadddupp. (She throws the
frog casually over her shoulder and into the well. Water splashes
up.) Now, if you want slippers, here’s a gift certificate
from Mr. Glass the shoemaker's custom deluxe shoe
shop and lawn mower repair. You get real nice ones, and
a free shoe horn. I gotta run. Bye.

Rosey. Wait. I haven’t got any way to get to the
ball.

MoTHER Macee. Take a horse cart. That's what I
do.

Rosey. I can’t take a horse cart to the ball.

MoOTHER MAGEE. Oh, all right. Go around the back of
the house about six-thirty on the night of the ball and
you’ll find a pumpkin and some white mice, a rat and a
couple of iguanas. Eat them for supper. Har har har. Just
a joke. Say the magic word and they’ll turn into a coach
and horses and a driver and some footmen with
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long slithery tongues.

Rosey. What's the magic word?

MoTHER MAGEE. Doorknob. No, ringworm. Sog wad-
dle. No, it's, uh, NOVOTNY. That’s it. Novotny. Say
1t.

Rosey. Novotny.

MoTHER MAGEE. More feeling. Use your diaphragm.
NOVOTNY.

Rosey. NOVOTNY.

Rosey & MOTHER MaGee. NOVOTNY. NOVOTNY.
NOVOTNY.

MOTHER MAGEE. Just remember, it thymes with YA
GOT ME. And don’t say kolodny because it isn’t kolod-
ny, it’s novotny. So many girls kolodny when they mean
novotny and vice versa, and I wanta tell ya, you say the
wrong magic word and you can end up with a squid in
your lap. And you better be home by midnight, or the
coach will turn into a pomegranate and the mice and rats
into pitted prunes and you’ll turn into a cabbage. Gotta
watch them cabbage worms. Eat right up your leg. All
right? Satisfied?

Rosey. Oh, it’s perfect, except—

MOTHER MAGEE. You bet your life it’s perfect. Dearie,
I’d love to stay and chew the fat with you, but I've really
got to fly. Bingo this afternoon. Bye bye now. (She starts
clambering back into the well.)

Rosey. WAIT. WAIT. I can’t dance. How can I go to
the ball if I can’t dance?

MotHER Macee. Well, I'll tell ya— (Reaching up her
finger to make a point, she loses her balance and falls head first into
the well. ) AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.
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(A splash and a great deal of water slops out, ROSEY just manag-
ing to avoid it, then hurrying back to call down the well.)

Rosey. Come back. Come back. (She sits down in des-
pair) 1 should have gone to Switzerland. I don’t see a
happy ending here. Management is definitely winning.
My destiny is to stay here forever and wash my father.
Oh, drat. Double drab drat. Stupid world.

(She sobs. ZED appears again from behind the tree, moves closer,
hesitates, moves towards her again, stops, hesitates, tries to
speak.)

Zep. Errrrrrr—

RosEY. (very testy) What?

ZEp. ETTITITITITIIIIT—

Rosey. (Turning around and seeing him.) AHHHH-
HHHHHHHH. GET AWAY.

Zep. Errrrrer, uhhhhh, dddddddddddddddd—

Rosey. HELP. ASSAULT. MOTHER. HELP. Oh,
what a rotten day. HELP. FIRE. AHHHHHHH-
HHHHHH. (She runs into the house.)

Zep. (looking after her) Errrrrrggggggg? ARRRRRRR-
GGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG. (Storming around, having
a frustration fit, stomping and swinging his arms.) RRRRR-
RRRRGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG. ARRRGGGGGG.
RRRRRGGGG. YARRRRRRGGGGGG. AHHHHHHHH,

(He falls over, breathing heavily. Sits up, glum. Pulls out a small
mechanism, like the insides of a music box. Winds it up. It plays the
little Waldteufel waltz. He sets it down and listens to it glumly.
From somewhere, the long sad moo of a lovelorn cow. Lights fade
and out.)



Scene Two

The evening of the ball. Chatter from inside the house. GONERIL
and REGAN emerge, in tacky and ratty old ball regalia,
trailed by ROSEY, still in rags, who is trying to finish sew-
ing the hem of REGAN’S dress. MRS. SNOW follows,
hideously dolled up.

MRgs. SNow. Oh, the nightofthe BALL. The NIGHT of
the BALL. Glory, 'm excited like a coffee pot.

GoNERIL. Relax, Mother.

Mgs. SNnow. Twon’trelax. I'm too young to relax. Oh, I
feel like a summer chicken, I just want to peck my
feathers and cluck. Isn’t life wonderful? Aren’t I wonder-
ful?> Don’t brood, Goneril, some near-sighted man will
want you. Aren’t you done yet, Rosey? You don’t want
your sister to be late, do you? You want her to trip and
break her neck on a stump? No, spite, Rosey, spite’s a sin.
Oh, I LOVE BALLS.

REGAN. I'm ready. Let’s go.

Mgs. Snow. Goneril, you didn’t pluck your eyeballs.
Rosey, get the giant tweezers and pluck your sister’s
eyeballs.

GoneriL. Eye-BROWS, Mother.

Rosey. Yes, Ma’am. Just a minute.

Mgs. Svow. I'wantit NOW. Do you want your sister to
have fat disgusting eyeballs? Oh, durn, I forgot my mole.
My artificial mole. For my face. Knocks’em dead. Where
did I put that? (She goes back into the house.)

35
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ReGaN. Mother, we’ll be late. You've already GOT
moles.

GoONERIL. Let’s go, Mother, and get this stupid thing
over with.

REGAN. Its not stupid.

GoneriL. I's VERY stupid. We LOOK stupid. We
ARE stupid. Everything is stupid. I think God invented
you people on purpose just so you can make me look
stupid.

REGAN. Oh, that's not true. You’d look stupid with-
out us.

GoneriL. Don’t start, Regan.

REGAN. (sing-song)

Kill-joy, kill-joy,
Party Pooper, Sad Sack.

GoneriL. I can’t stand it. I just can’t stand it. Why all
this meaningless suffering and humiliation? Nothing but
heartache, heartache, heartache. Can’t you see this in its
existential perspective? Those rich people are going to
laugh big laughs at us. They're going to GUFFAW,
Regan. Look at these dresses, and this awful makeup,
and our hair, for God’s sake. We look like a bunch of
female impersonators. Nothing good is ever going to
happen to us. We’re doomed. DOOOOOMED.

REGAN. Are you unhappy, Goneril?

GoneriL. WHAT KIND OF FAMILY IS THIS? Dad-
dy’s always running around in his underwear and
Mother’s all gooney and youw’ve got the brain of a stuffed
animal and Rosey carries petunias and keeps her head in
a bucket of Spic and Span all day, and I can’t take it any
longer. What kind of respectable rich person is going to
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look twice at a monster like me?

REeGAN. 1 think Goneril’s in love.

GoneriL. YOU PEOPLE MAKE ME VIOLENTLY
NAUSEOUS.

ReGaN. I'don’t care. I'm going to have a good time, no
matter what, and if Mother doesn’t like it, she can kiss
my horse.

(MRS. SNOW returns with a large mole in the middle of her
forehead.)

Mgrs. SNow. There. Now, where’s them tweezers?

Recan. Forget the tweezers, Mother. I want to dance
till the cows come home.

Mrs. Snow. Just don’t wet your pants, Regan. If
nobody cares about Goneril’s revolting, ugly eyeballs, if
nobody cares that Regan’s going to trip on a stump and
flatten her nose, all right. Ready?

REGAN. Yes, Mother.

GonNeriL. Yes, Mother.

Mrs. Snow. Then here we go, ready or not. Delbert?
Rosey, get your father out of the corn crib. Last time he
fell asleep in there, a black snake tried to swallow his—
DELBERT!

ReGcaN. He’s not in the corn crib, Mother, he’s in the
little house beside it.

Mgs. SNow. He’s in the hen house?

GoneriL. He’s powdering his nose.

MRs. SNow. In the hen house?

Recan. No, Mother, in the— (She whispers in her ear.)

Mgs. Snow. Well, why can’t you just come right out
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and say shithouse? Delbert’s in the shithouse.

REGAN. It's not genteel, Mother. We’re all dressed up.
We’re going to see rich people.

Mrs. Snow. That's a good point, Regan. Pardon my
French. What do rich people call it?

Recan. They don’tcall it anything, Mother. They have
servants.

Mgs. Syow. GET OUT OF THERE, DELBERT, AND
COME SAY GOODBYE TO ALL THESE BEAUTIFUL
WOMEN. I hope to Moses he didn’t get stuck. Last time
itlefta circle on him, lasted a week, so red it glowed in the
dark.

(MR. SNOW emerges from the house, half asleep, in socks and long
underwear.)

MRr. SNow. Time for breakfast? Ovaltine? Crunchy
stuff?

MRs. SNow. No, you booby, we're off to the ball. Don’t
waitup. Rosey’ll give you your Ovaltine and a good burp.
I'll bet you want a nice big smooch, don’t you?

MR. Snow. (flinching) Smooch?

Mgs. Snow. Not in front of the children, you animal.

GoneriL. MOTHER, LET'S GO. GO. LET’S GO.

MRrs. Snow. All right. Kiss me quick. Just one. Smooch
smooch. Control yourself. (She offers her cheek. He smiles
weakly and kisses it.) That's enough. Fresh. (She slaps him
hard across the head.) NOW. Let’s go. What's the holdup?
Oh, Rosey, how I envy you your pleasant night of
mumbly peg by the chicken coop and squarshing
fireflies by the sump hole. Wish WE could do that. It's
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hard work, nobhobbing with the great and the near
great. The advantages of the homely and untalented
wallflower are too seldom noted. Lucky you. Bye, now.
Oh, and wash the woodwork, wash the birdcage, wash
the bird, wash the clock, wash your feet— (GONERIL and
REGAN are dragging MRS. SNOW off.)

RecaN. Goodbye, Rosey. Goodbye, Father.

GoneriL. Goodbye, Father. Goodbye, Rosey.

Mgrs. Snow. Don’t drag me, I can still walk, for corn
sake, you want to dislocate my elbows?

Rosey. (waving) Bye. Goodbye. Have a nice time. (They
are gone.) Choke on the hors d’oeuvres, Mom.

Mgr. Snow. Is it time for bed already?

Rosey. Yes, Father, go to bed.

MR. SNow. You want to undo this button, here? You
look kinda peculiar, Rosey. You didn’t want to go to that
ball, did you?

Rosey. I guess I'm not really a ball sort of person,
Father. I'll just stay home and shuck corn or some-
thing.

Mr. SNow. Nice, sensible girl. Won’t find nothin’ spe-
cial at no ball. Warm your toes by the fire, curl up in your
socks, cuddle a quilt in a softy rocker, look at the fire and
scratch an old pussy, drink hot marmelade and but-
terscotch, read old dirty stories in the twilight, listen to
the clock burp. That's what I call fun. (He yawns.) ’'m put-
ting myself to sleep. Well, nighty night. Sweet dreams
and such. You get to feelin’ bad, you come in and see
your old Pap, we’ll pray and chirp like birds and tell old
jokes and laugh at the cat.

Rosey. I think I'll paint my toenails.
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MR. SNow. Yeah, well, whatever. Here, kitty. (He goes
into the house. ROSEY sits by the well.)

Rosey. Ohhhhhhhhhh. Rrrrrrgggggggg. Rrrrrggggs.
I'm feeling anxiety. God help me, I'm scared as a turtle
and I can’t dance. I’ve got rats and a pumpkin and lizards
and a cabbage leaf and I can’t dance. I'm distraught,
Mother, and you’re buried by the well and I can’t dance.
Damn silly thing to do, bury Mother by the well, we can
taste her every Thursday or Friday, OH, Mother, I want
to cry, I'm chicken and I don’t know how to dance. I'M
DISTRAUGHT. I'M DISTRAUGHT. Is this my destiny?

(ZED appears from behind the tree.)

Zep. ERRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR—

Rosky. (jumping and screaming) AAAAAHHHHHHH.

ZED. (Startled by her, also jumping and screaming.)
AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.

Rosey. What do you want? You keep away. 'm in a
bad mood. Slimey old village idiot. Ikkkkkkkkk.

ZED. (Moving to cut her off from the house.) Errrrrrrrp.

ROSEY. (Scared and partially cornered, trying to act natural.) 1
beg your pardon. I didn’t mean to be rude. You startled
me, is all.

ZEp. (waving his arms) Errrrr-uhhhh—ddddddddd—

Rosey. Would you like some garbage? There’s some
garbage around back. Do you want some? It’s fresh.

Zep. NAAAAAAAAA.

Rosey. Okay. Okay. No garbage. (She moves back a bit as
he moves closer. They begin to make a small circling pattern.) My
seventeen brothers and uncles are just out in the tool
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