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CINDERELLINE
OR THE LITTLE RED SLIPPER
CHARACTERS

Svivrus SYLVESTER, 6 rich young poet.

Mrs. SYLVESTER, his practical mother.
GRAZIELLINE SMITH, 6 young lody of the world.
ISABELLINE SMITH, @ ‘““home”’ woman,
CINDERELLINE,

Amateur actors are warned not to perform thiz play until they
have the written permission of the publishers. The royalty fee
is fiva dollars for each performanecs, payable in advance.

SCENE: The apartment of Sylvius Sylvesfer. It iz
studio, library, reception room in one. It contains a
grand piano, an easel with gn unfinished portrait, plaster
casts, cichings, prints, ete, A large arm chair with a
tiny foolstool iz in the center of the stage. To the lcft
stands a small sofe with cushions. To the right iz a
rickety cobbler’s bench with bits of bright colored leather
scattered about it The entire room is in pleasant con-
fusion.

The act is played in bright morning sunlight.

The curtain rises to the strains of the Wagner Wed-
ding March. Discovered Sylvius Sylvester seated on the
end of the cobbler’s bench, working on a red slipper. He
£s a handsome youth in white flannels, over which he has
tied a heavy leather cobblor’s apron.
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For: a- fevr _n_mmmf;q after the rise of the curtain the
music conlinues playing.: When Sylvius speaks the music
slops.

SYLVIUS, _
A pretty little slipper! Red—heart’s red!
Bring me my bride '—It's queer, now, how the Spring
Strives in a man. The woods are all awake,
And every glistening pond and stream is stirred
By the swift dip of little, mating birds.
[Enter Mrs. Sylvester. She is fal, and garishly dressed.]

MRS, SYLVESTER.
Sylvius Sylvester, what’s the matter now{
You're moonstruck !
SYLVIUS.
: Moonstruck, yves—dear little mother,
And sun-struck, wind-struck, rain-struck, Spring-struck,

too.
[Seats himself on the bemch, and again works on the
slipper.]
MRE, BYLVESTER.

Why did your father ever have his way!

He always argued, ‘‘Let the boy alone!”’

And see now—! Well, thank Heavens, the fault's not
mine.

There's never been a poet in our family.

SYLVIUS.
Butd'm a cobbler now. I'm making shoes.

MES, SYLVESTER.
O my poor boy, why don’t you stick to verse!
That's bad enough. But every day to change
Your oecupation—sculpture, fiddling, shoes,
The milk-supply, the rings around the moon!
I'm fairly dizey ! '
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JAYLVIUS,
1 must see the world.

MES. SYLVESTER.
You've money—lots of money. Take a trip.

SYLVIUS.
Why should I lug my body all about !
I sit within this room, and bring the world
Here to my doora.
MRS, SYLVESTER,
But something less—Iless common
Than making slippers!

SBYLVIUS [Mysteriously].
Mother, can you keep
A gecret !
MES. SYLVESTER,
If it’s some new scheme of vours,
I'd really rather not a soul should know.,

BYLVIUS.
Well, then, I'll tell you, See this little slipper!

MRS. SYLVESTER.
0, wes, T see it plainly.
SYLVIUS.
7 Say the truth!
This slipper doesn’t differ from its kind—
Now, does it!
MRS, SYLVESTER.
Yes, the heel is erooked.

SYLVIUS.
Ah, tut [ mean one searcely wonld suppose
That in this little piece of colored leather
Shaped to the semblance of s human foot—
There's magie power! '
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MRS. SYLVESTER,
The boy is off his head !

SYLVIUS.
You don’t believe it? You shall see yourself.
They 're coming here to try it on.

MRS. BYLVESTER.
Who's coming§
SYLVIUS.
The ladies who would like to be my wife.

MRES. SYLVESTER | Ezcitedly].
The hussies—running after you!—I’ll tell them
They 're talking to a lunatie. No wife
Would stand the things I've stood.—The hold-faced
chits!
There’s not a one that's good enough for you.

SYLVIUS.
She whom the slipper fits shall be my bride.

MRS, SYLVESTER.
The slipper fite! The slipper! If 1'd used
A slipper oftener when you were young——

SYLVIUS.

Into the seams I've sewed my very soul.

MRS, SYLVESTER.
It wouldul’t fetoh a nickel at the store.

SYLVIUS.
One woman is there—one! And she shall come.
[ shall kneel down and fit the slipper on her.
Then 1 shall know! And we two shall step forth
Into God’s sunshine, out across the world.
I've made a poem on it. I shall read it.



