
Raven Burnes 

Professor Zachary Vickers 

English 531, Fiction and Film 

28 January 2015 

CINDERALE 

Once upon a time there was this kid whose English name was Joshua. Joshua loved his 

mother and was the apple of her eye. Every night they sat up late chatting.  Joshua dreamed of 

saving the environment and helping the poor. He loved animals and was always taking in strays. 

His mother told him he had a golden heart and that he would be a big man someday.   

One day Joshua’s dad died unexpectedly. So his mother moved from Korea to America 

and married this guy named Teddy. Joshua was seventeen at the time, and Teddy had two sons, 

Scotty and Jimmy, who were seventeen and fifteen. Teddy, Scotty, and Jimmy were roughnecks. 

You know the type. They hunted and fished and raised hell wherever they went. Teddy loved his 

boys and he loved Joshua’s mom - but he thought Joshua was a dipshit. Then, one day, Joshua’s 

mom got sick.  She got sicker and sicker until one day she died.  Then Joshua was stuck with 

Teddy and his boys. They stopped calling him Joshua and started calling him Cinderale. I’ll tell 

you why in a second. 

Joshua learned how to cook from his mother. So, after his mother died, Teddy forced 

Josh to cook for him and the boys. Teddy and his sons ate first, then Joshua. Joshua had to clean 

the kitchen, do the laundry, mow the lawn, clean all the bedrooms, wash the car, and whatever 

else they came up with. Teddy was a smoker and a drinker too, and he let his sons get drunk with 

him at the house. Once, Teddy was in a good mood and invited Josh to join in. Teddy gave Josh 

a pint of his favorite ale and told him to drink up.  Then he gave him a cigarette and a book of 



matches. Now, Joshua’d never lit a match in his life, but he was too shy to say so. He’d also 

never had a drink. So, Joshua quickly got wasted and accidentally started a small fire in the 

living room. He panicked, unfortunately, and hurled all over the carpet. Teddy yelled at him to 

clean it all up and, after that, he and the boys started calling him Cinderale. 

Loser, Dickwad, and Girly-butt.  Those were Josh’s other nicknames.  Joshua missed his 

mother and prayed every day for her to come back, even though he knew it wasn’t possible.  

Then one day she appeared to Josh in a dream. 

“Be patient, Golden Heart,” she said. “Use your talent. In the flow of the rhythm lies your 

great reward. And remember, I am here with you always.” Joshua’s mom stroked his black silky 

hair and gazed at him with love. When Joshua woke up, he was confused, but also hopeful. His 

mom was trying to tell him something. But what? 

“Hey, Dickwad,” Jimmy’s gravelly voice interrupted Joshua’s thoughts. “Where’s 

breakfast?” 

After finishing breakfast and cleaning up, Joshua had to run to get to school on time.  He 

didn’t quite make it and ended up in the principal’s office. 

“Mr. Foley, please don’t call my stepdad. I won’t be late again,” Joshua said. 

“I’m sorry, son, you said that the last time,” Mr. Foley was writing notes in Joshua’s file. 

“You’re such a good student, I’d hate to see tardiness bring your grades down. I’m going to have 

to talk to your dad,” Mr. Foley said. 

Joshua knew there was no use in telling Mr. Foley that his stepdad and his stepbrothers 

were the reason he was late. After cooking breakfast and cleaning the kitchen every day, he had 

to run just to make it. But Teddy would’ve killed him for talking, so he just said “He’s not my 

dad, sir.” 



When the last bell rang, Joshua cursed to himself. By the time I get home, Joshua thought, 

Teddy will have already listened to the message from Mr. Foley. He remembered what happened 

the last time. A crack across the mouth, vile insults, and double the chores. Teddy and his sons 

would purposely contaminate the bathroom then yell for Joshua to clean it up.  

So Joshua stalled and walked around the school for a while instead of going straight 

home. In the narrow passageway at the back of the school he saw some guys dancing.   

“Hey, man, what is this?” Joshua said to one of the bystanders. 

“Oh, they’re practicing for the Dance Slam,” the guy told him. 

The Dance Slam was a local dance contest. Joshua had heard some people talking about 

it, but he hadn’t given it any thought. 

“I don’t blame them,” the bystander continued, “First prize, 10,000 bucks.” 

Ten thousand bucks?  Hmmm. He would be eighteen in a few months. Ten thousand 

bucks would buy his freedom. He could start college, get an apartment and get the hell out of the 

house for good. But when would he find time to practice? 

When Josh got home Teddy whacked him across the back of the head. 

“What the hell is this ass-wipe principal calling me for?” 

As usual, Joshua said nothing.  Teddy thumped his ear and snorted with disdain. 

“Answer me you little shit. What’s the deal?” 

Joshua sighed. Just then, Scotty and Jimmy walked in. 

“Where’s dinner, girly-butt? And where have you been? We’re starving!” Scotty did a 

spin and pointed to Jimmy.  Jimmy did a pop and lock wave that was really bad and pointed back 

to Scotty. 

“What the hell are you boys doing?” Teddy asked them, forgetting Joshua for a moment. 



Scotty answered, “We’re entering the Dance Slam, dad,” 

“The what?” Teddy asked. 

“Yeah,” said Jimmy. “If we win, we get $10,000.” 

“Yeah,” said Scotty, “And we might even be on the news!” 

“Me too. I’m planning on entering Dance Slam as well,” Joshua said. 

Teddy, Scotty, and Jimmy turned to look at Joshua. They stood in stunned silence for 

several seconds. Then burst into laughter. 

“You?” Scotty said. 

“Girly-butt?” said Jimmy. 

Jimmy leaned on Scotty as they rocked with laughter. Teddy chuckled and shook his 

head. 

“Listen you little shit. You can’t even get to school on time. Even if you were stupid 

enough to think you could win a dance contest, you wouldn’t have time to practice, so forget it.” 

“But what if I did have time to practice? Then could I enter?” 

“No.” 

“But why not? What if I promise to get everything done and get to school on time? Then 

can I do it?” 

“Yeah, dad, why not? It’s not like he’s going to win anyway,” Scotty said. 

“Yeah, why not?” chimed in Jimmy. 

Teddy rolled his eyes. “Whatever. I don’t care what you do. But I better not hear from 

that pansy principal of yours again and you better not slack off around here. Now, go get me a 

beer.” 

Joshua smiled and went to get the beer. 



Teddy shook his head. A dance contest. And chuckled to himself again. 

* * * 

The next three months flew by as Joshua practiced by himself in his room. He had to wait 

until all his chores and homework were done but he practiced every night in a mirror. He had to 

use headphones so as not to wake up his stepfather and stepbrothers.  

On the day of the competition Joshua was so nervous he was sick to his stomach. His 

stepbrothers heard him retching in the bathroom and told their dad about it.  The three of them 

waited for Joshua to come out of the bathroom so they could have a little fun.   

“So, Cinderale! You ready for tonight?” Jimmy said. 

“Yeah, Cindy, show us some moves!” Scotty said. 

“Don’t move too fast there, buddy, you don’t want to get vomit on those dancing shoes.”  

Teddy and his boys laughed and pushed Joshua into the center of their circle.  

Scotty started the chant and clapped out a beat, while Jimmy and Teddy joined in 

“CINDERALE! CINDERALE!”   

Joshua ignored them and put his earphones in his ears. After watching the mocking faces 

of his step-family for a moment, he closed his eyes and focused on the music in his head.  He did 

the beginning of his routine which consisted of smooth house moves. His lanky body 

transitioned from one move to another, his limbs seeming to move separately from the rest of his 

body. A hush came over Teddy and the boys as they watched. But Joshua didn’t notice. He 

stopped after about five minutes and shook his body loose like he was limbering up. He left the 

circle to go back to his room; Scotty and Jimmy parted to let him through. After a few moments 

of stunned silence, Scotty and Jimmy recovered. 

“Who the hell said he could be in the Dance Slam anyway?” Scotty said. 



“Yeah, dad, he hasn’t even cleaned up my room!” Jimmy said. 

“That’s right, dad! You said he could only compete if he kept up his chores!” 

“Yeah!” 

Teddy thought for a moment. “Well I don’t see anything unfinished and fair is fair.” 

Scotty and Jimmy looked at each other and ran to their rooms. Each began to pull the 

covers off of their beds and dump their books on the floor. Leftovers were strewn along the 

furniture and papers balled up and thrown randomly. Smug, Scotty and Jimmy returned to their 

father and showed him the mess. 

“See?” they said. 

“But you promised!” Joshua yelled when Teddy told him the news. 

“Sorry, kid. A deal’s a deal. Clean up all this mess and then you can go make a fool of 

yourself,” Teddy said. 

“But the show will be over by the time I finish!” 

Teddy shrugged while Scotty and Jimmy smirked. Teddy and his boys left for the contest. 

Alone in the house, Joshua began throwing things, trying not to cry. Dark thoughts 

crossed his mind. He’d never get the hell away from these people. Then, out of the corner of his 

eye, he saw the figure of a woman. 

“Mama?” he said in Korean. 

“Do not despair, Golden Heart. Use your talent. I am here with you always. Remember, 

son, what I told you.” The vision of his mother faded. Joshua went to Scotty’s room to clean, 

wondering what was going on and what he should do. He opened the door and saw that the room 

was clean. He ran over to Jimmy’s room and found the same thing. Shocked and encouraged, 

Joshua raced to get ready for the contest. If he called a cab, he could still make it on time. 



Dressed and excited, Joshua ran out the door with his cell phone in hand. To his surprise, 

a cab was driving by. Joshua flagged it down excitedly and got in. 

“To the Dance Slam,” he said dramatically. 

“Huh?” said the cab driver. 

* * * 

 As he walked into the auditorium, he knew it was his time. He felt the presence of his 

mother and the electricity of the crowd. He knew the $10,000 was his before he even took the 

stage, and he knew things would never be the same at home. When it was his turn to dance, he 

forgot it all – the teasing, the rejection, the scorn of his stepfamily. All he felt was the rhythm of 

the music stroking his heart and mingling with the rhythm of his soul.  When he danced he was a 

big man, just like his mom had told him.  In the flow of the rhythm lie his great reward. 

“Thanks, mama,” he said in Korean. “I love you.” 

So, that’s what happened to the guy called Cinderale. He won the $10,000 bucks, moved 

out of the house, got himself a hot blonde girlfriend, and lived happily ever after. 

The End. 

Well, actually, there’s a bunch more, but it involves him growing up, getting a job, and 

eventually losing his hair, so it’s pretty freaking boring. 

The End For Real. 


