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Thursday                                                                    




All my life I’ve lived inside the wall of the kitchen in a great
castle. I know it’s a castle because sometimes John, the footman,
comes to sit in the chair which is just outside the hole we use to
get in and out of our little home. He talks about the rooms and all
the long corridors he has to walk down when someone rings the bell.
And, boy, do they like ringing that ole bell.



We think John fancies Cinderella. He comes and sits in this chair
and talks and looks at her as she sweeps and cleans and does all
her other jobs.
        



Then the cook gets mad and  asks him whether he hasn’t got
anything better to do than sit around cluttering up her
kitchen.



I’ve got three brothers and we have to wait until it’s really quiet
out there before we nip out and see what there is to eat. It’s
amazing what the cook drops on the floor when she’s making those
huge meals for the Baron, his fat wife and two ugly daughters. I
think Cinderella sweeps some of the bits of cheese and carrot and
stuff towards our hole so that we haven’t got so far to go and
collect it. That’s how I know … I’m sure Cinderella knows
we’re here but the cook . . Yuck!



I stuck my head out once, she saw me and screamed and bashed the
wall with a broom. 



 “Oh, the dirty creatures,” she shouted.



Dirty! We’re not dirty! We clear up all the bits she drops all over
the place! We’re not the dirty ones!



Cinderella is so pretty. My brothers tease me.



“You want to find yourself a nice girl mouse,” says Mickey, the
eldest. “I went for a wander the other night when everyone was
asleep and there are these girls living in the wainscot in the
dining room. Come up with me tonight and see.”



Well, I don’t know. I’m happy enough here in the warm
kitchen.







Saturday



Wow – what a few days we’ve had! The two sisters were down in the
kitchen fussing and flapping and clacking at Cinderella to iron
their ball gowns, polish their shoes, curl their hair and I don’t
know what else.



The prince is holding a Ball and rumour has it that his mother, the
Queen, wants him to choose a bride, so, all the beautiful young
ladies in the kingdom are going to see if they can catch the eye of
the Prince, who is apparently handsome and charming – whatever that
means.



Well our two needn’t bother. They’re not young and they certainly
aren’t beautiful.



But it was all go: John was outside washing the coach; the horses
were brushed until they shone and they brought the harnesses into
the kitchen to show us, all polished up and decorated with
feathers.



Then finally the Baron, his cross looking wife and two
unrecognisable daughters all got into the coach with John in his
best livery holding the door and bowing. Then he sat up with the
coachman and off they went.



The kitchen felt so silent.



“Never mind, love,” said the cook as Cinderella sank down and
sighed. “If your mum were here you’d be at that ole Ball. She were
lovely, your mum.”



I’d never heard anyone talk about Cinderella’s mother before. I was
just inside the entrance and I thought my beautiful girl looked
tearful. I’d have crept out and sat by her feet but I knew Cook
would throw a right paddy if I did.



Then, wham! Bang! Suddenly there’s this bright light and a sort of
whoosh and there’s this woman in our kitchen.



She had on a shiny cloak and the light was coming from this stick
thing with a star on the top in her hand.



Oh my! Then the cook was shrieking and Cinderella really did begin
to cry.



“Don’t worry, my dear,” says this woman. “Don’t panic. I am 
your fairy godmother and I’m here to make sure you do go to the
Ball.”



“Oh, my lawks,” says the cook, fanning herself with a tea
towel.



“But … but … I haven’t got  a ball gown … ”
stammered Cinderella.



“I know, I know,” beamed our fairy godmother.
     “Stand up my dear. Ah, let me 
see … Yes.” And she touched  Cinders with the star on her
stick, then shook it twice, mumbling some words.



Oh, my! I couldn’t believe it. My beautiful Cinderella was a
picture. She was transformed in the most gorgeous white ball gown
you ever saw – much more elegant than those two ugly daughters of
the Baron. Then godmother was brushing out her golden hair and
smoothing her work worn hands which suddenly became white and
soft.



“But how will she get there?” asked the cook, all agog.



“Well,” smiled our godmother, “I think you can help us there. Isn’t
there a nice, fat pumpkin in your pantry? Can I have it?”



Oh, off bustled our cook, all important and bursting with
pride.



“Can you put it just outside for me?” asked godmother, oh so
politely.



You bet your life, Cook could do just that, no problem.



Out we all go. (They were too excited about what was going on to
notice me, creeping out behind them) One touch of the star, one
shake of the magic stick and we all leapt back because there in
front of us was a golden coach with two white nodding horses at the
front.



“Aah! Look out!” yells the cook as she steps back and finds me,
sitting there.



“Oh, just what we need,” exclaims our godmother. “Hello, little
fellow,” she says looking straight at me. “have you got any
friends?”



“Yes, “ I squeak and scurry back inside to my brothers. “Come on,”
I say and I’m the one bursting with pride now. “Come on with
me.”



“Get off!” snaps my brother as I try to pull him out. “I’m going to
see  Minnie while they’re all away."



“Well get Minnie and then come.”



My other brothers and me chase each other outside to the
coach.



Aah!” yells Cookie AGAIN. “How many are there? Nasty
creatures!”



“Who are you calling nasty … ” starts my brother but godmother
interrupts: “Now I need two of you to get up and drive and one of
you to be footman and another to be groom. Let’s see. Yes, that’s
right. Now stand still a moment.”



And she touches us all with the star and shakes the old stick and
wow . . ee, we’re growing and our whiskers are disappearing and
we’re suddenly standing up, wearing these smart red jackets with
gold buttons and Minnie, well, all dolled up in a pretty frock and
I don’t know what else.



 “You’ll be the perfect lady’s maid, my dear,” says our very
own fairy godmother. “Now are we all set? Just one thing you must
remember. My magic will only last until midnight so you must leave
the Ball before the clock strikes twelve. Otherwise it will all
disappear.”



”Oh,” shrieks Minnie, the lady’s maid “her feet! Look at her
feet!”            




We all peer down. Oh, my! She’s still wearing her tatty old work
shoes. But, never fear! Fairy godmother to the rescue. Out comes
the magic stick again and ding! There on our Cinderella princess’s
feet is a  glistening pair of glass dancing shoe
thingies.



“Perfect!” sighs our very own special godmother. “Off you go and
remember what I told you. Now goodbye all of you. It’s time I was
off.”



And away we go. The horses trotting proudly, their harnesses
jingling and me on the box shaking the reins and calling ‘giddy up’
and ‘walk on’ like I’d done it all my life.



You could see the palace all lit up on the hill and hear the music
and see all the people inside.



We drew up smooth as you please even though I say it myself. It
must have been the unique way I called Whoa and, with a light touch
on the reins, pulled the horses up.



Mickey leaps down, smart as you like, and opens the door with 
a right old flourish.  Off they go, Minnie fussing and
flapping over that beautiful white dress.    So me
and my brothers settled down to wait . . and  wait . .and
wait.



Next thing I know here come Cinderella and Minnie tearing down the
palace steps.



“Oh, hurry miss, please,” I can hear Minnie call.



Poor Cinderella isn’t used to that beautiful long dress and she
stumbles a bit.



“Leave it, miss. It’s no use to you now. We’ve got to go. We’ve
only got a minute left.”



 I shake my brother the groom.



 “See to the horses. Where’s Mickey?”



Fast asleep inside the carriage, that’s where.



I bang on the door with my whip handle and that wakes him up. He
leaps out and the girls bundle in.



“Coachman, go. Go quickly,” says my lovely lady all
breathless.



As I’m geeing up the horses and starting with the giddy ups I see
the Prince in the Palace entrance looking our way. A flunkey picks
something up from the steps and takes it to him but then we are
gone, driving fast for home as though all the cats in the world are
after us. Just as we get close to the Baron’s castle I hear a clock
strike one and then two and then we’re all in the courtyard
together: Cinderella, five mice, a rather battered pumpkin and one
single glass slipper.     



 

Monday



I was so tired I slept right through, safe in our little home in
the kitchen wall. When I woke up this morning and peeped out
through the hole there were Cook, Cinderella and John the footman
all as cosy as you please near the fire.



“So tell me again, John what did they say?” demands Cook.



“Well, like I said, they were full of it in the coach on the way
home. The Ball started nicely, nicely with the Prince dancing with
all the different ladies. He even danced with our Lady
Arabella.”



Well, really, she’s the ugliest of those two – face like a horse
and that’s an insult to the horse.



“Then,” carries on John, all important like, “this young lady in a
beautiful white dress arrives late. She was stunning. I saw them
getting out of their coach from where I was waiting. I’ve never
seen such a lovely lady.” He paused. “She had a bit the look of
you, Cinderella.”



“Get on with you,” said the cook, impatiently, “then what
happened?”



“Well, as soon as the Prince saw this new young lady he went and
asked her to dance and that was that, he never left her side for
the rest of the evening. All the other ladies were quite put out.
But then, after a few hours, the girl, the one in the white dress,
says ‘oh look at the time, excuse me your Highness, I must go’.
‘No, not yet,’ he says ‘it’s too soon.’ ‘Yes, yes,’ she says, ‘I
must leave before midnight.’



And she and her maid rush off into the night and are never seen
again.



But,” and John pauses for dramatic effect, revelling in his new
found fame, “but it seems she lost a shoe in her hurry to be gone.
And the prince has sent out a decree. They were talking about it
when I was serving tea this afternoon.



The prince says whoever the shoe fits, he will marry. Well, you can
imagine those two up there convincing themselves that they’re the
one. As if! With their great fat feet! He’s sending people round to
all the grand lords’ and ladies’ houses to see if the slipper
fits anyone.”



John leant back in his chair and stretched out his legs, satisfied
with his story.



Wednesday



We’re still waiting. No-one’s come to the Baron’s castle with a
glass shoe for a trying on ceremony yet. Those two upstairs are in
a fever waiting, according to John. They’ve been down here too
shouting at Cinderella to do this and fetch them that. I’d like to
rush out and bite their ankles, I would, really. They’re so
mean.



Friday



Oh my, oh my, I can’t believe it! Our Cinderella is going to be a
princess!



The prince’s men arrived yesterday and there was such a squealing
and carrying on upstairs as those two tried to squeeze their fat
ugly feet into the little glass



slipper. They nearly broke it shoving it this way and that. Then
apparently the man asked if there was anyone else in the house as
this was the last place they were visiting and they hadn’t found
the lady the prince was looking for.



“No, no,” said those two.



 “But look if I twist it like this it fits,” said one.



“No, my lady,” said the man getting ready to go.



Then up pops John, as bold as you like. “If you please, your
honour, there IS another beautiful young lady here.”



“What? You whippersnapper,” says the Lady Arabella, “who asked you?
Get out of here.”



“Let him speak,” says the man. “No, better still, take me to
her.”



So down they all troop into our kitchen and Cook, all of a fluster,
flaps about. My Cinderella puts down her broom and sits in a chair
and puts out her lovely little foot. And well, you’ve guessed it,
of course it fits. It’s the shoe the fairy godmother gave her to go
to the Ball.



“Your Ladyship,” says the man and sweeps a lovely deep bow to our
beautiful Cinderella. Just like a real princess, more regal than
those two ugly cats, she puts out her hand and he kisses it. Oh, me
and my brothers we were filling up. Tears were falling because we
knew, we’d seen it all. Then Cook gets all excited.



“Show him the other one, love, I mean your lady . .,” and from a
shelf in the scullery she fetches the other glass slipper.



“The Prince commands that you come to the Palace immediately,”
booms the man.



Oh my, oh my, now Cook’s crying and John’s struggling to bite his
lip.



“Please thank his Highness,” says my beautiful girl, “but I must
tell my father first.”



Well, would you believe it? It turns out that Cinders is also the
Baron’s daughter but her mother died. When the Baron married his
fat second wife she had these two daughters who were jealous of
Cinderella and rightly so; she’s ten times more gentle and lovely
than both of them. So they made her work in the kitchen so no-one
would see her. The Baron, well he wanted a quiet life.



Now Cinders is off to the Palace to marry her prince and John’s
going too. She knew his life wouldn’t be worth living here, not
after what he did. But he’s promised to come back and tell us all
about it and give us all the news from the Palace.



Oh, and we’ve got news too. My brother Mickey is getting together
with Minnie and they’re going to live in the dining room. And
Minnie, she’s got a sister called Laurabelle and she’s quite nice.
She gave me a right lovely smile yesterday. It’s a pretty name,
Laurabelle, isn’t it?
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