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the bal l  where she won the prince' s  heart, 
her feet sti l l  smal l  as a ch ina do l l's ,  
th ings were no longer a chi ldren' s tale 
with pu mpkin coach and miracu lous 
m ice transformed to wh ite mares. 
Twenty years after, she walked the shadowed ha l ls  
s ipping white wine 

wh i l e  the pri nce-that eternal romantic, that spo i led son, 
ran back to daddy's p lace at the palace 
carrying h i s  catalog ue, begg ing daddy 
to order h i m  another g lass s l i pper. 
Surely it wou ld bri ng h i m  a new love ly young lady, 
one without saggy breats, as Ci ndy had once been. 

B ut Ci ndere l la  had g rown up in ashes 
and knew love's burn, 
how d reams shatter l i ke dropped crystal. 
Even fairy godmother had d ied years ago. 
And thoug h  s he sweep and clean 
and s ing l i ke a swa l low, 
o ld pri nce charming wou ld  not be wise as myth. 

He was not content with her pure heart 
and mortal love. H e  was no wizard. 
He could not wipe the craw's feet from h i s  own eyes 
and h is  feet ached after a day at the courtyard. 
Yet he cl utched h is  dreams 
l ike the dr ink she poured h i m  when he came home, 
gu lping it down. 

He wou ld  have 3 or 4 more before he could face s leep. 
She knew he had no more power than a mouse. 
He was on ly a m idd le-aged man. 
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