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Poor Clnderagella, spurned by one and ill, no one will take 

In-.* to the Rag Tag Ball* Cheer up, old rag, your Fairy Rag Bag's 

here I cw let us have a look at you# my dear* 

Youre right, you are a dreadful looking eight, some pretty 

hearty eagle la called for* RightI 

That's the magic I Bags to uniform. Tech year a e 111 ion rage 

are reborn* Ko rag need lay rejected on the shelf* flee the Prince, 
s re-made rag himselft 

So CinderBgella goes to join the nation. My magic put her 
back in circulation* 

The play is over* There remains the tag; hen Sorting salvage. 
Don't Forget the Rag Bag. 


