GCINDERELLA

the most haughty, stuck-up woman you ever saw. She

had two daughters of her own, just like her in every-
thing. The husband for his part had a young daughter, but she
was gentle and sweet-natured, taking after her mother, who
had been the best person in the world.

The wedding was barely over when the stepmother let her
temper show; she couldn’t bear the young girl’s goodness, for it
made her own daughters seem even more hateful. She gave her
the vilest household chores: it was she who cleaned the dishes
and the stairs, she who scrubbed Madam’s chamber, and the
chambers of those little madams, her stepsisters; she slept at the
top of the house in an attic, on a shabby mattress, while her
sisters had luxurious boudoirs, with beds of the latest fashion,

THERE WAS ONCE a man who took for his second wife

and mirrors in which they could study themselves from head to
toe. The poor girl suffered it all patiently and didn’t dare
complain to her father, who would have scolded her, because
he was completely under the woman'’s sway.

When she had done her work, she would retire to the
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chimney corner and sit in the cinders, so that they commonly
called her Cinderbutt, though the younger sister, who wasn’t
quite so rude as the elder, called her Cinderella. And despite
everything, Cinderella in her rags was still a hundred times
prettier than her sisters, for all their sumptuous clothes.

It happened that the king’s son gave a ball, to which he asked
all the quality; our two misses were also asked, as they cut quite
a dash in the district. They were thrilled, and kept themselves
very busy choosing the clothes and hairstyles which would
show them off best — a new worry for Cinderella because it was
she who ironed her sisters’ petticoats and pleated their ruffles.
They couldn’t talk of anything but clothes. “Myself,” said the
elder, “TI'll wear my red velvet gown with the English trim-
ming.” ““As for me,” said the younger, “I'll just wear a simple
skirt, but to make up for that I'll have my shawl with the golden
flowers, and my diamond cummerbund, which isn’t the plain-
est ever made.”

They sent for an expert to adjust their two-layered head-
dresses, and bought beauty spots. They asked Cinderella for her
advice, because she had such good taste; Cinderella gave them
every possible help, and offered to do their hair herself, which
they were pleased to accept. But while she combed, they said to
her, ““Cinderella, wouldn’t you like to go to the ball?”

Cinderella sighed. “You're making fun of me, ladies, that’s
not my place.”

““You're right. People would have a good laugh to see a
Cinderbutt at the ball.”

Anyone else but Cinderella would have tangled their hair,
but she was good, and she styled it to perfection.

The sisters went nearly two days without eating, they were so
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excited, and they broke more than a dozen
corset laces pulling them tight to get a wasp
waist, and they were always at the mirror.
At last the happy day arrived, and they
set off. Cinderella stared after them as long as
she could, and when she could no longer see
them, she began to cry. Her godmother,
who saw her weeping, asked her what
she wanted.
“I want ... I want ...” She
cried so hard she couldn’t
finish.
Her godmother, who
was a fairy, said, “You
want to go to the ball,
isn’t that it?”
“Yes,”” sighed
Cinderella.
“Well, if
you're a good
girl, I shall send
you,” said her
godmother. She
took her into
her own room
and told her,
“Go into the
garden and
bring me a
pumpkin.”




Cinderella went right out and picked the finest she could find
and took it to her godmother, without the least idea how a
pumpkin could help her go to the ball. Her godmother scooped
it out to a hollow skin, then tapped it with her wand, and the
pumpkin was instantly turned into a beautiful gilded carriage.
Then she looked in the mousetrap, where she found six live
mice. She told Cinderella to lift the trap door a little, and as each
mouse escaped, she struck it with her wand, and the mouse was
straightaway changed into a handsome horse. They made a fine
set of six dappled horses, all a lovely mouse shade.

As her godmother was having difficulty finding something
she could turn into a coachman, Cinderella said, ““I'll go and see
if there is a rat in the rat trap, and we can make a coachman of
him.”

““Good idea,” said her godmother, ““go and see.”

Cinderella brought her the rat trap, in which there were
three fat rats. The fairy chose the one with the finest whiskers
and with a touch transformed him into a portly coachman, with
the most lavish moustache you ever saw.

“Now,” she said, ‘’go into the garden, and you’ll find six
lizards behind the watering can. Bring them to me.”

No sooner had she fetched them in than her godmother
changed them into six footmen, who climbed up behind the
carriage in their brocade livery and clung there as if they had
done nothing else all their lives.

The fairy said to Cinderella, “Well, now you can go to the
ball. Aren’t you happy?”’

“Yes, but do I have to go like this, in tatters?””’

Her godmother touched Cinderella with her wand, and her
clothes changed into garments of gold and silver cloth, richly
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embroidered with jewels. Then she gave her a pair of glass
slippers, the prettiest in the world.

When she was ready, she got into the carriage; but her
godmother warned her on no account to stay after midnight,
for if she stayed at the ball one moment longer, her carriage
would turn back into a pumpkin, the horses into mice, the
footmen into lizards, and her old clothes would look just as they
had before.

Cinderella promised her godmother that she would leave the
ball before midnight without fail, and set off, beside herself with
joy.

When the prince was told that a grand princess had arrived
whom nobody knew, he ran out to welcome her, and gave her
his hand to step down from the carriage, and took her himself
into the room where the guests were. They all fell silent; the
dancing ceased; the violins stopped playing; all eyes were on
the rare beauty of this unknown woman.

The only noise was a confused murmuring, “Oh! She’s
beautiful!”

Even the king, ancient as he was, couldn’t stop looking at her
and whispering to the queen that it was a long while since he’d
seen anyone so lovely, so beautiful.

All the ladies studied her hair and her clothes, to have copies
made the next day, if they could find such gorgeous materials
and such clever dressmakers.

The prince led her to the seat next to his, and afterwards took
her onto the dance floor; she danced with such grace, everyone
admired her even more. There was a splendid supper, but the
prince couldn’t eat a thing, he was so wrapped up in her.

She went and sat near her sisters and showed them every
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civility; she gave them some of the oranges and lemons the
prince had given her, which surprised them very much, for they
didn’t recognize her at all. As they chatted, Cinderella heard the
chimes mark a quarter to twelve. She immediately curtseyed to
the company and left as fast as she could.

When she got home, she found her godmother, and after
thanking her, told her that she wanted very much to go to the
ball again on the next day, because the prince had begged her to
come. Whilst she was telling her godmother everything that
had happened at the ball, the two sisters knocked at the door,
and Cinderella let them in.

““What a long time you've been,”” she told them, yawning and
rubbing her eyes and stretching as if she had just woken up,
though she hadn’t had a sleepy thought since they left home.

“If you’d been at the ball,” said one of the sisters, ““you
wouldn’t have been wearied. There was the most beautiful
princess there, the loveliest you could ever see; she was so kind
to us, and gave us oranges and lemons.”

Cinderella was beside herself with joy. She asked what the
princess’s name was, but they told her that nobody knew, that
the prince was in despair and would give the whole world to
know who she was. Cinderella smiled and said, ‘“Was she really
so beautiful? Gracious, you are lucky! Can’t I see her? Oh dear!
Miss Javotte, lend me your yellow dress, the one you wear
every day.”

“Lend my dress to a grimy Cinderbutt?”” said Miss Javotte.
““One would have to be stark mad, to be sure.”

Cinderella knew very well she would refuse, and she was
quite happy, because she would have been in an embarrassing
fix if her sister had really agreed to lend her the dress.
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