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To Ron and Mary Damms


My father, who told me my first fairy tales, and my mother, who once (this is true), when she was twelve years old, spent an afternoon in a magic place that could only have been fairyland.


Because when she went back to visit again, it had vanished, except for the memory that she treasures to this day.
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Introduction


Of course these are not my fairy tales; they are everyone’s fairy tales, and have been for many years. Hundreds in the case of The Pied Piper of Hamelin, and thousands in the case of Rumpelstiltskin. They are our living heritage, true fairy gold, except these stories do not disappear at sunset. Their day still shines. The best of them are well and flourishing, in schools and libraries, homes and playgrounds, just as much as they are with historians and universities.


They live because they are so strong. They have withstood the years. Countries and rulers have come and gone, revolutions and wars have redrawn the old lines across Europe and beyond, forests have been felled, the wolves have all but vanished . . . and yet still their magic holds. Whoever has walked through a shadowy landscape, listening for the footsteps behind, has travelled with Red Riding Hood through the forest. Those far from home know the exile of the Swan Brothers. And I do not suppose there are many people reading this who have not speculated on the hazards of glass slippers, gingerbread houses, shiny red apples, and the problems of being caught out after midnight when you have been well warned that at the stroke of twelve, with no second chances, the party will be over.


With the help of friends and family, I chose ten stories out of dozens. Here is Cinderella, who so much deserved her fairy godmother.


It was exhausting and wonderful to write each of these stories. I walked miles through forests. I watched swans and skies. I read and read. I studied maps and silks and brocades. I visited salt marshes and windmills. And now, at last, I am able to share them with you. I do hope you enjoy this one!


Hilary McKay




The Roses Round the Palace


or


Cinderella
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There was the Prince, dark-haired and tall, intelligent and rich. He was a most royal prince; his blood was bright blue, and his throne was bright gold, and his crown was bright with rubies and sapphires and emeralds. Naturally he lived in a palace with gilded turrets and diamond-paned windows and banners streaming in the wind. Also roses, climbing the old stone walls to the balconies, with a smell so sweet that on still summer nights the scent rolled down the hill and over the little river and bathed the town in perfume.


There were many, many royal princesses who would have liked to marry the Prince.


There was Buttons, the palace boot boy, a great grumbler who said that the Prince made him feel shivery and the roses made him sneeze.


And there was Cinderella. But hardly anyone knew about her, as she lived so hidden away.


*


Cinderella lived in a great dark kitchen at the bottom of a tall, narrow house. The kitchen was all flagstones and beetles and cobwebby rafters. At one end a heavy old door led into a little stone yard. At the other end was a fireplace as large as a cave. Steep steps came down from the rooms above. In those rooms lived Cinderella’s family: her stepmother and stepsisters. Her own mother was dead, and her father’s business had been in a city far away, until it failed. He had never understood that it failed. He stayed in the city, old and ill, with a memory like a dying fire. Sometimes, rarer and rarer times, it flamed into life, and he remembered he had a child named Cinderella. Then he came home and crept carefully down the steps into the kitchen to put his shaky old hand on Cinderella’s brown silk hair and whisper, ‘My dear. My dearest.’
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