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Cinderella 
 

 
 

You can find the eBook of the Charles Perrault version here http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/33511/pg33511.txt 

 

Once upon a time, when I was a good deal younger and the curtain between 

Fairyland and the mortal world was much thinner than it is now, I was invited to a 

christening. 

 

As I flew above the trees on my way there, I considered what my present would be. We 

fairy godmothers give rather special presents. Not for us are the silver mugs or books of 

mortal folk. No, no – we like to give gifts of character or good fortune; honesty, or a 

charming tilt to a nose for instance. (Of course, now and then you get a bad-tempered 

fairy wishing for something unpleasant like a pricked finger and sleep for a hundred 

years - but that’s another story.) 

 

I was still deciding as I arrived – a little late, truth be told. I heard the Fairy Goodhue say, 

“I wish for Ella a kind heart.”  

 

I stepped forward in my turn and looked down at the little girl. She had the prettiest 

wee face and was gurgling and smiling in that enchanting way that babies have. I so 

wanted to wish her a charmed life with no unhappiness. Sometimes that produces quite 

selfish people though, so I decided not to do that. Instead, I thought of all the times my 

friends had helped me and I knew what I would promise. 

 

“No matter what life may bring,” I said, “Ella will be able to count on my wishes at a 

time of great need.” I saw one or two people look disappointed. I expect they thought 

beautiful hair or being able to play the piano would have been more fun. But her 

mother smiled a grateful smile and I knew she appreciated my gift. Perhaps it 

comforted her as she lay dying some years later. 

 

I kept an eye on Ella and her father after that. To start with he was a 

sad, lost man but it wasn’t long before a widow with two daughters 

and a charming smile was offering him cherry pie and help with his 

little girl. He was grateful and, before he knew it, he was married to 

her. More fool him! No sooner was his new wife living in his house than 

she started to show her true colours. My, my, she was a sour one. Her 

own daughters had sulky mouths and were not pleasant company. 

She resented the kind-hearted Ella for showing them up and made 

her do all the chores. She didn’t buy her new clothes as her old ones 

wore out either. 

 

Ella’s step-sisters were soon being nasty to Ella too. Before long, Ella’s life 

was lived mostly in the kitchen, washing the dishes or mending her 

sisters’ gowns. One of her step-sisters called her Cinderwench, as ash 

clung to Ella’s clothes from cleaning the fireplaces, but the other, who 

was kinder, called her Cinderella. Ella’s father, hearing this, thought it 

was a pretty nickname and called her that too. He did not realise how it 

made her heart sigh. 
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As for me, I was waiting for the right time to step in. From a fairy window under the 

eaves I saw how that dear girl cried for her mother and tried to comfort her sad father. I 

saw how she welcomed her step-mother and sisters and how she swallowed her grief at 

their treatment of her. I saw her take joy each day from every small thing she could. The 

rays of sunshine streaming through the kitchen window and the birds singing in the trees 

outside made her smile. The rich, bold taste of a gravy she was stirring and the jewel-like 

colours of her step-sisters’ dresses as she ironed them had her singing. Ella was often left 

when the family went off to grand parties, so she was quite lonely but she handed 

kindness out to all she met.  

 

Then one day I saw the chance to fulfil the promise which swirled between Ella and me 

like a blue gauze ribbon, magically binding us together with a sparkle of hope.  

 

On this particular day, a letter came dropping through the letterbox. 

It was printed in beautiful, curly script on thick, velvety paper. It had a 

royal crest and looked very fine indeed. The letter invited Miss Javotte 

and Miss Bette, along with all the other grand people, to a ball at the 

palace.  

 

Ella never went to grand parties, so no one knew she was there. She 

was not invited. 

 

Javotte and Bette were very excited. They talked of nothing but the ball all day long. If 

it wasn’t what clothes they would wear, it was how they would arrange their hair. If they 

got tired of that, it was guessing what food would be served or which young men would 

be there. 

 

At long last, the day of the ball arrived. Ella helped Javotte into her red velvet dress. A 

French lace shawl hid her rather bony collarbones and it suited her well enough. Then 

Ella pinned Bette’s gold-flowered gown together at the front with a diamond brooch. It 

flared out to show her usual petticoat. Bette said no one would notice her old petticoat 

when they could look at her gold flowers and the diamond pin. Her clothes were shiny, I 

admit, though I wouldn’t have chosen them myself. 

 

Cinderella, kind as ever, offered to put her step-sisters’ hair up for the great occasion 

and they quickly accepted for she was very good at it. 

 

They were not grateful however, nor yet kind. Javotte said to Ella, “Wouldn’t you love to 

be going to the ball?” 

 

Cinderella answered, “Now you’re teasing me. Just look at my ash-stained clothes!” 

 

Bette agreed, “Yes, I fear everyone would laugh to see you there.” They really were ill-

natured girls. If they could have seen how their sneers spoiled their faces, they might 

have acted differently.  

 

Off they went to the ball, not even waving to Cinderella. She sighed and went to stir up 

the fire for another lonely evening. A tear crept down her cheek. 

  

It was time for me to make my entrance. 
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“My dear, tell me what the matter is,” I said, landing beside her.  

 

The tear was joined by many another and Ella cried as if her heart would break. All the 

slights and disappointments of the years since her mother had died overwhelmed her. 

She could hardly speak. 

 

“I so wanted, just once, to go …” she hiccoughed. “But I can’t and there’s an end to 

it.” She blew her nose fiercely. 

 

“To go to the ball?” I asked gently. 

 

Cinderella nodded. 

 

“And so you shall!” I declared.  

 

“But – they’ve taken the carriage. And look at my clothes!” she wailed, wiping her eyes. 

 

“Bah – it’s nothing. What is the point of having a fairy godmother, if you 

let a little thing like that get in the way? Now, what will we need? A 

pumpkin first. Bring me a nice big one, as orange as you like, Ella.” She 

ran off into the garden, like the good girl she was, and fetched a 

beauty. My, that was a fine, big pumpkin. 

 

“You look for some mice, Ella – six of them – while I scoop out this 

pumpkin,” I said. Ella ran to the little box trap in the corner of the kitchen 

and peeped inside. Yes, there were six mice in there waiting to be let 

out into the woods next time she went for a walk.  

  

Quickly we carried the pumpkin shell and the mouse-trap outside. With a tap of my 

wand we had the smartest carriage in town. Six horses of a beautiful shade of mousy 

grey stood in front of it. 

 

“Now, what will we use for a coachman?” I asked and Ella scurried off to the rat-trap. 

As luck would have it, there was a splendid specimen in there with a fine set of whiskers. 

A tip and a tap and he was leaping up behind the horses, ready to twirl his whip and 

drive away. Then I thought of something that would make Ella look even more 

important. 

 

“Ella, please fetch the six lizards I saw outside by the water butt,” I said. While she did 

that, I tried to decide whether silver and blue or gold and red would be better as a 

uniform for her footmen. Silver and blue won and tip, tap, the lizard footmen lined up 

beside the coach. 

 

“Oh, it is all so elegant, Godmother,” said Cinderella. “Thank you!” 

 

“We’re not done yet, my dear,” I said, wand at the ready. “What colour 

shall we make your dress?” 

 

“Rose pink and pale green, if you please,” said Cinderella, who had 

obviously given the matter some wistful thought. So tip, tap and there 

she stood in a glorious dress, made from rose coloured petals. She wore 
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a wrap the colour of spring leaves and on her feet were dancing slippers made of glass.  

Once more my wand shot out and - tip, tap - Ella’s hair fell in pretty ringlets from a clasp 

high on her head. You’ve never seen such a beauty, indeed you have not! With a kiss, 

a hug and many a thank you she was up the step and into the carriage but not before 

she’d heard my warning – such magic lasts only a little while. She must be on her way 

home by midnight when it would fade. 

 

I waved to her as she drove away. Then, tip, tap, I whisked myself off to 

watch from a new fairy window at the palace. Such a sight it was with 

coach after coach drawing up before the magnificent entry. Each party 

climbed the steps to the door and was announced by the butler. Then I 

saw Cinderella’s coach driving up at the end of the line. The footmen 

looked so smart in their blue and silver. One helped her down and they all 

made a guard of honour for her approach to the steps. The butler, a very 

starched personage, was taking good note I saw. 

 

Just as he announced “The Lady Cinderella!” one of the footmen blew a 

flurry on a bugle, so that no one quite heard her name but everyone 

turned to look. There was a hush as they saw the beautiful young woman 

who had just come in. Even the music stopped for a moment, as the 

musicians, too, stared. 

 

The prince bowed low over her hand and led her to the dance floor for the first dance 

of the evening. Cinderella blushed at all the attention but smiled and smiled. 

 

I clapped my hands to see her so happy. I watched as she whirled gracefully around 

that ballroom. She was presented to the king and queen and it was the prince who 

took her into supper. Cinderella didn’t stop smiling for one moment. She looked quite 

giddy with happiness but it didn’t stop her thinking of others. I saw her offering oranges 

and sweetmeats to her step-sisters. They were surprised and grateful for the attention of 

someone so popular with the prince. They did not recognise their Cinderwench in her 

fine dress.   

 

As for the prince, I don’t think he took his eyes off Cinderella the whole ball. 

 

The happy evening passed so quickly Cinderella looked surprised 

when she saw that midnight was approaching. Quickly she told the 

prince she must go. 

 

“Oh no!” he exclaimed. “Do stay a little longer!” 

 

“I fear I have to leave,” said Cinderella, looking wistful for the first 

time since I’d started waving my wand.  

 

“Promise you’ll come back tomorrow,” said Prince Charming. “We’ll do it all again!”  

 

Cinderella said she would try. She made a deep curtsey to everyone, as her footmen 

opened the door. Then she turned and walked out between their blue and silver lines – 

my, that uniform turned out well! 
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I whisked along to Ella’s home to hear all about it. Cinderella (now back in her old 

clothes of course) thanked me for her wonderful evening. She asked whether she would 

be able to go again the next night. I nodded and disappeared, just as the rest of the 

family came home. 

 

Cinderella’s step-sisters were full of how grand it had all been. An amazing mystery 

princess had arrived and she had been so gracious as to offer them oranges and 

sweetmeats. 

 

“Oh, you would have loved it all, if you’d been there,” said Javotte. “And we are 

invited back for another ball tomorrow!” she finished triumphantly. 

 

Next day there was much scrambling to get the girls ready for the second ball. Javotte 

decided to wear her second-best dress with the French lace shawl. Bette was so taken 

with her sparkles that she wore them again, with her hair done differently 

 

But Cinderella – I had all day to think about her outfit. She wore satin of a rich royal 

blue, set off with silver pattern. That colour scheme always works so well, don’t you 

think? The little glass slippers finished the effect beautifully. 

 

Again the coaches rolled up, the ladies and gentlemen climbed out, the music played 

and the people danced. Amidst it all, the prince and Cinderella gazed at each other 

and talked and laughed and laughed and talked. The clock struck the three-quarter 

hour. Cinderella barely glanced up. Only a quarter of an hour to go before the magic 

would fade! I tried to catch her eye but she and her prince were in a world of their own. 

Oh no! The clock was starting to strike midnight!  

 

Cinderella stared at it in horror and wrenched herself away from the 

dazzling scene. She curtsied from the doorway and fled between her 

shrinking footmen, stumbling a little on the steps. By the time the prince 

had followed her through the door, all that he could see was a scurry 

of lizards, a surprising pumpkin and a peasant girl limping down the 

drive. Something ran over his foot – aargh, mice! Then, nearby, he saw 

one glass slipper. (That was my doing – an extra tap of my wand, as 

Cinderella left.) 

 

He gazed upon that shoe for the rest of the evening. Next morning there was an 

announcement: two of the gentlemen of the court were to travel the country looking 

for the girl the shoe fitted. She would be the prince’s bride. The gentlemen visited each 

house in turn, starting with the biggest in the land and working on down. At each house 

the unmarried young women tried on the shoe. So many different feet they saw! 

 

I made sure I was watching when the gentlemen came to Cinderella’s 

house. Her step-sisters simpered and preened themselves, each trying to 

make out she was the famous beauty. 

 

Jovette shoved her foot in the slipper first but it was clear it was too small 

for her. Even with her toes cramped up, her heel hung over the back. 

The prince’s messengers were not surprised – she looked nothing like the 

girl the prince had described to them. 
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Bette tried the dancing shoe. Her foot hung out over the side. Her grumpy face made 

the gentlemen pleased it did not fit. They looked around to see if there were any other 

daughters. There seemed to be no one else but a serving girl. 

 

“Please,” she smiled,” may I try the shoe?” The men looked at each other and 

shrugged. It couldn’t hurt, their eyes said to each other. At least she was polite - and 

beautiful too, when you got past her worn out clothes. 

 

Cinderella put the shoe on and, of course, it fitted as if it had been made for her!  

 

Javotte and Bette started to shout and say it wasn’t possible but Cinderella just smiled 

and pulled the other shoe out of her pocket. 

 

The gentlemen of the court bowed and said, “Ma’am, please allow us to take you to 

the palace.”  

 

Once more my wand came out, tip, tap, and there she stood in a 

beautiful day dress. It was green velvet this time, with an embroidered 

cape lined with rose silk. 

 

 

“Oh, it was her,” cried Javotte and Bette, seeing now that their Cinderwench sister was 

the beauty of the ball. Suddenly they realised that now she would be a princess. They 

instantly begged her forgiveness for all their unkindness. Cinderella, the kind-hearted girl 

that she was, granted that forgiveness and asked that they love her in future. Then off 

she went to meet her beloved prince once more. Not many days later they were 

married in a glittering ceremony. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Quite soon Ella’s step-sisters were married too; Cinderella brought them to live at the 

palace and they met their husbands there. It is to be hoped that, in being loved, they 

learned to love others as Cinderella did, so that all could live happily ever after. 
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