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CHAPTER 1

 Cinderella
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Once upon a time, there lived a girl who sparkled with loveliness. Her heart was as big as her smile, and her actions showed kindness and gentleness to all.


However, when her father remarried, she was forced to live with her new stepmother, Betty, and two stepsisters, Darlene and Della. It was then she learned that not all girls were kind like her.


“Do the dishes! Sweep the floor! Make our beds! Now do some more!” the two sisters and their mother would chant. They were so unkind to the girl! They even called her Cinderella, because after her housework was finished, they would send her to rake the cinders in the kitchen fireplace.


When the day was done, Cinderella would go to her bed of straw exhausted from her long hours of work. Her stepsisters would go to their rooms, where their beds were made of the softest feathers. They would look in their mirrors that reached from ceiling to floor, thinking of no one but themselves. Yet no matter how badly Cinderella was treated, she was always sweet and helpful.


One day, the prince of the kingdom sent out invitations for a grand ball. It was time he chose a wife. All the ladies of the land were invited. Some of the important men of the kingdom were invited, too.


The stepsisters nearly burst with excitement. In the days leading up to the party, they chattered of nothing else.


“I want to wear my red velvet gown. It is trimmed with lace and pearls,” said Darlene in a dreamy state.


“Fine!” said Della. “Though I will be much prettier in my blue silk dress. It has a gold pattern and is studded with diamonds!”


The two argued about their gowns until Cinderella piped up. They finally stopped bickering when the forgotten girl promised to give each of them a new hairstyle for the ball. The sisters accepted this offer. In fact, they expected it, for Cinderella did everything for them.


For the next several days, Cinderella wasn’t only busy with her usual housework. She also ironed skirts and fluffed ruffles and stitched hems. Of course, neither of the two sisters offered a thank-you for her help.


“Cinderella, wouldn’t you love to be going to the ball?” teased Della when the big night finally arrived.


The girl looked down at her outfit of rags. A light frown swept across her face.


“It would be a dream,” she said softly. “But it is not meant to be. I have no time to get ready, nor do I have a dress. This night is meant for ladies of fashion, like you. So hurry along. You shouldn’t keep the prince waiting.”


“For once you are right, Cinderella,” Darlene answered in a snobbish voice. “People would laugh seeing a cinder-maid like you at a ball!”


The young girl’s stepmother entered the room just as the coach pulled up to the house. “Time to go, girls! Cinderella, do make use of your time while we are away. You are behind on the washing and ironing, and I think the kitchen floor should be done again. It is not nearly shiny enough. Sometimes I think you are worthless!”


The stepmother’s words stung the poor girl like a wasp. Cinderella felt the tears run down her cheeks as she watched the mean woman and her daughters ride off toward the king’s castle. She walked out the front door and longingly looked at their fancy coach headed to the palace.


Feeling sorry for herself was not something the young girl usually experienced, but tonight she allowed a little self-pity into her heart. How she wished she could flitter through the ballroom, slow-dance with the prince, and taste the delicious food! She put her head in her hands and cried.


Perhaps Cinderella’s desire to attend the ball was so strong that it created magic. Perhaps someone special was looking out for her. Whatever the reason may have been, at that moment something magical happened. Something more wonderful than Cinderella had ever dreamed possible.


In a breeze from above, a magical woman appeared out of nowhere. She was dressed in a beautiful white gown. A glittering wand swayed gracefully in her hand.


“Cinderella, I am your fairy godmother. Why do you cry, my dear? What is wrong?” The soft voice startled the young girl. Nobody had ever spoken to her so kindly before.


“Oh,” whispered Cinderella. “I, uh . . . I wish . . .”


“I know,” said her fairy godmother. “I have been watching you. You wish you could go to the ball. I say, my beauty, I don’t blame you. I rather wish I could go myself!”


The pretty girl gave a tiny smile then lowered her eyes once again.


“My beautiful one, you wish to go to the royal ball? Then you shall,” said her fairy godmother. “I will get you to the ball! Now dry your eyes and do exactly as I say.”


Cinderella wiped away her tears, not really believing what she was hearing. But she stood still and listened to what she was told.


“Run to the garden, my dear, and bring me the biggest pumpkin you can find!”


Cinderella raced to the garden and returned with a beautiful orange pumpkin. She wondered how it would help her get to the ball. Her fairy godmother touched it with her wand and turned it into a lovely golden carriage.


“Now we need some horses,” said her fairy godmother. “Please bring me the mousetrap from the kitchen pantry.”


Cinderella gave her a smile and was back in a flash with a cage that held six little gray mice. At the touch of the wand, the furry little creatures became dapple-gray horses, ready to lead the carriage.


“But what shall we do for a coachman?” asked Cinderella. “Who will drive me to the ball?”


“A rat would do most nicely,” said her fairy godmother.


Cinderella once again ran off, promising to bring back exactly what the beautiful fairy had asked for.


“Here is a rat!” Cinderella announced proudly.


Once again, with a touch of the wand, magic happened. The rat became a splendid coachman. He wore a black suit quite perfect for formal events.


“And last,” her fairy godmother said, “we need footmen. Six lizards should do. Look in the garden behind the watering can.”


By this time, Cinderella was so excited she could hardly keep track of what she was doing. “Lizards, lizards,” she repeated to herself. While looking around the garden, she found them right behind the watering can and scooped them up. Cinderella ran all the way back to her fairy godmother with the slippery little reptiles cupped in her hands.


“You are footmen!” her fairy godmother announced as she touched each one softly with the wand. Every new man jumped up and ran to the carriage, looking as though he’d had the job forever.


“And now, my sweetness, it is time to go. Are you ready for the ball?” The fairy gazed at the girl with bright eyes.


Cinderella’s smile turned into a frown. She looked down, touching her ragged dress.


“I can’t go like this,” she said with a sigh.


Before Cinderella could think of how messy she looked, her fairy godmother waved her wand again. A sprinkle of pink glitter and fog surrounded her. Cinderella was now dressed in a gown of beautiful gold and silver silk. The edges were studded with pearls and precious gems. On her feet were the most delicate pair of crystal shoes, small enough to fit only a dainty girl like her.
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“Cinderella,” said her fairy godmother, “your carriage awaits, and you look beautiful. But I must tell you this: At the stroke of midnight, this wonderful dream must come to an end. Your carriage will turn back into a pumpkin, your horses will become mice, and the footmen will once again be lizards. And this glorious dress, unfortunately, will change back into the rags you wore before.”


Cinderella promised to return well before midnight. She stepped into the magical carriage, which carried her off to the grand ball.


When Cinderella reached the palace, word spread that a beautiful princess had arrived. The prince came out to her carriage to meet her, and he led her into the ballroom.


As they entered the room, the entire place froze. The musicians stopped playing, the guests stopped dancing, and every person was curious about who this lovely princess could be. The guests began whispering. The king even told the queen he hadn’t seen any lady this lovely in years, Her Majesty excluded, of course.


The prince led Cinderella through the crowd of guests to the dance floor. They moved into the center where everyone could see them. They danced there for the entire evening.


At eleven o’clock, a delicious dinner was served. Cinderella happened to be seated beside her nasty stepmother and stepsisters. They didn’t even recognize her. Cinderella talked to them as though she were a lady of society, not a cinder-maid.


As midnight drew closer, Cinderella remembered her promise to her fairy godmother. She curtsied to the king and queen and accepted their invitation to come back to the next evening’s ball. The prince then walked her to her carriage and said good night. He stood and watched as she rode away.


When Della, Darlene, and their mother returned home that night, they could not stop talking about the party. Cinderella’s stepmother left so the girls could gossip among themselves.


“You should have seen the princess at the ball, Cinderella!” Della said.


“She was the loveliest girl I’ve ever seen!” added Darlene. “The prince was quite taken with her.” Cinderella blushed at their words, wondering how they would feel if they knew they were talking about her.


“Oh, perhaps I can go tomorrow night!” said Cinderella excitedly.


Della laughed loudly. “A girl like you doesn’t belong at a ball.”


Cinderella’s stepmother came back into the room. “The second night of the ball is tomorrow, but now it’s time for sleep. My daughters, go to bed! Cinderella, finish cleaning the kitchen. It doesn’t look like you’ve done a thing in there tonight.”


The next evening, Cinderella’s fairy godmother made another secret visit. She touched Cinderella with her wand, and transformed her just as she had the night before. The girl became even more beautiful. Cinderella’s fairy godmother prepared the coach, horses, and footmen to take her to the ball.


“Be home before midnight!” her fairy godmother called as Cinderella rode away in her carriage.


The prince again spent a whirlwind evening of dancing and dining with his lovely princess. They enjoyed their time together so much that the hours passed by quickly. Cinderella lost track of the time. Before she knew it, the clock began to strike twelve. Only then did she remember her fairy godmother’s warning.


Running for the door, she looked back at the prince. She tried to memorize the face she might never see again. He looked back at her, confused as to why she was leaving in such a hurry, and without even saying good-bye. In her rush, she caught the heel of one of her crystal shoes on the palace steps. With no time to stop, Cinderella left it behind and took off. The prince found the slipper, picked it up, and held it to his heart. His princess had disappeared, a crystal shoe his only memory.


Cinderella made it home just in time. Her clothes were once again rags. Her carriage and beautiful white horses were gone. The footmen were nowhere to be seen. Her dream of being a princess was just that—a dream.


When the stepsisters came home from the ball, Cinderella asked if the princess had been there again tonight.


“Oh, yes!” said Darlene. “And she was more beautiful than last night.”


“But something happened!” interrupted Della. “At the first stroke of midnight, the princess left the ball! All that she left was a crystal slipper. It broke the prince’s heart to see her go.”


“He doesn’t even know her name!” added Darlene, jealously. “He will probably never see her again.”


In the next days, the prince searched throughout the kingdom for the princess. Many a woman stepped forth and tried to convince the prince that she was the one he had danced with. But the prince knew better. The lovely face of the princess was etched into his memory. He could never mistake someone else for her.


In his last efforts to find the princess, the prince sent out an announcement.




Hear ye, hear ye, 


To all the fair ladies of the land 


Whom I met at my ball, so grand!


I search for the one who stole my heart 


Whose beauty and loveliness set her apart.


She left me with merely a slipper of glass 


And only the lady whose foot fits shall pass.


If you are the princess who left me her shoe, 


I’ll make you my wife, for our love is true!




He sent out messengers searching for the right woman. If they found her, the prince would marry her without delay. This caused great excitement throughout the kingdom. Every woman prayed she would be the one whose foot fit into that fine crystal slipper.


The messengers went from house to house, trying to fit the tiny shoe onto women’s feet. They found no perfect fit. At last, the men came to the house where Cinderella lived with her stepsisters and stepmother.


“We were at the ball!” the stepsisters exclaimed. “Try it on us!”


The messengers took out the tiny slipper and knew instantly it wouldn’t fit either woman. But the sisters insisted, trying to squeeze their chubby toes into the shoe. The crystal slipper was just too small.


The men were about to leave when they heard a noise come from the back room. They stopped in their tracks.


“Is there anyone else here who should try on the shoe?” the messengers asked.


“No, no!” Cinderella’s stepmother said with a laugh and a wave of her hand. “That noise was just our cinder-maid cleaning in the back room. There is no reason to try the shoe on her. She wasn’t at the ball.”


Cinderella, listening from the other room, stepped in to greet the messengers. She saw the slipper and asked to try it on.


Although she was covered in ash, the messengers found her beautiful and replied, “The prince said that every girl in the land shall be permitted to try on the shoe.”


Cinderella sat down and pointed her slim foot. The messenger knelt down in front of her and put the crystal slipper on her. It fit perfectly. Cinderella smiled, thinking of her prince.


At that very moment, her fairy godmother appeared. With a wave of her wand, glitter and pink fog swirled around Cinderella. Within seconds she was once again the beautiful princess from the royal ball. The messengers declared on the spot that she was to be the prince’s bride.


The prince was waiting on the palace steps when the messengers arrived with Cinderella. He walked slowly to the carriage. When the door opened and his eyes met Cinderella’s, it was as if the ball had never ended. He took her in his arms and gracefully twirled her around, making sure she was real. Satisfied that the princess was once again his, he pulled her close and gave her a kiss.


Within days, Cinderella and the prince were planning a wedding. Their love was strong, and they were anxious to share their lives together forever. As for her stepsisters and stepmother, they would be left to do their own housekeeping and cooking, for their cinder-maid would be busy running a palace and living happily ever after with her prince.
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