Cinderella

Charles Perrault

Charles Perrault (1628-1703) was born in Paris of a prosperous family. He practiced law for a short time and then
devoted his attentions to a job in government, in which capacity he was instrumental in promoting the advancement of
the arts and sciences and in securing pensions for writers, both French and foreign. Perrault is best known as a writer
for his Contes de ma mére I'oye (Mother Goose Tales), a collection of fairy tales taken from popular folklore. He is
widely suspected of having changed these stories in an effort to make them more acceptable to his audience—
members of the French court. This version was translated from Perrault’s collection of 1696 by Charles Welsh (Boston:
D. C. Heath, 1901).

Once there was a nobleman who took as his second wife the proudest and haughtiest woman imaginable. She had
two daughters of the same character, who took after their mother in everything. On his side, the husband had a
daughter who was sweetness itself; she inherited this from her mother, who had been the most kindly of women.

No sooner was the wedding over than the stepmother showed her ill-nature. She could not bear the good qualities of
the young girl, for they made her own daughters seem even less likable. She gave her the roughest work of the house
to do. It was she who washed the dishes and the stairs, who cleaned out Madam’s room and the rooms of the two
Misses. She slept right at the top of the house, in an attic, on a lumpy mattress, while her sisters slept in panelled
rooms where they had the most modern beds and mirrors in which they could see themselves from top to toe. The
poor girl bore everything in patience and did not dare to complain to her father. He would only have scolded her, for he
was entirely under his wife’s thumb.



When she had finished her work, she used to go into the chimney-corner and sit down among the cinders, for which
reason she was usually known in the house as Cinderbottom. Her younger stepsister, who was not so rude as the
other, called her Cinderella. However, Cinderella, in spite of her ragged clothes, was still fifty times as beautiful as her
sisters, superbly dressed though they were.

One day the King’s son gave a ball, to which everyone of good family was invited. Our two young ladies received
invitations, for they cut quite a figure in the country. So there they were, both feeling very pleased and very busy
choosing the clothes and the hair-styles which would suit them best. More work for Cinderella, for it was she who
ironed her sisters’ underwear and goffered their linen cuffs. Their only talk was of what they would wear.

5 “l,” said the elder, “shall wear my red velvet dress and my collar of English lace.”

“I,” said the younger, “shall wear just my ordinary skirt; but, to make up, | shall put on my gold-embroidered cape and
my diamond clasp, which is quite out of the common.”

The right hairdresser was sent for to supply double-frilled coifs, and patches were bought from the right patch-maker.
They called Cinderella to ask her opinion, for she had excellent taste. She made useful suggestions and even offered
to do their hair for them. They accepted willingly.

While she was doing it, they said to her:

“Cinderella, how would you like to go to the ball?”

10 “Oh dear, you are making fun of me. It wouldn’t do for me.”



“You are quite right. It would be a joke. People would laugh if they saw a Cinderbottom at the ball.”
Anyone else would have done their hair in knots for them, but she had a sweet nature, and she finished it perfectly. For
two days they were so excited that they ate almost nothing. They broke a good dozen laces trying to tighten their

stays to make their waists slimmer, and they were never away from their mirrors.

At last the great day arrived. They set off, and Cinderella watched them until they were out of sight. When she could
no longer see them, she began to cry. Her godmother, seeing her all in tears, asked what was the matter.

“If only I could . . . Ifonly | could . . .” She was weeping so much that she could not go on.

15 Her godmother, who was a fairy, said to her: “If only you could go to the ball, is that it?”

“Alas, yes,” said Cinderella with a sigh.

“Well,” said the godmother, “be a good girl and I'll get you there.”

She took her into her room and said: “Go into the garden and get me a pumpkin.”

Cinderella hurried out and cut the best she could find and took it to her godmother, but she could not understand how

this pumpkin would get her to the ball. Her godmother hollowed it out, leaving only the rind, and then tapped it with
her wand and immediately it turned into a magnificent gilded coach.



20 Then she went to look in her mouse-trap and found six mice all alive in it. She told Cinderella to raise the door of
the trap a little, and as each mouse came out she gave it a tap with her wand and immediately it turned into a fine
horse. That made a team of six horses, each of fine mouse-coloured grey.

While she was wondering how she would make a coachman, Cinderella said to her:

“I will go and see whether there is a rat in the rat-trap, we could make a coachman of him.”

“You are right,” said the godmother. “Run and see.”

Cinderella brought her the rat-trap, in which there were three big rats. The fairy picked out one of them because of his
splendid whiskers and, when she had touched him, he turned into a fat coachman, with the finest moustaches in the
district.

25 Then she said: “Go into the garden and you will find six lizards behind the watering-can. Bring them to me.”

As soon as Cinderella had brought them, her godmother changed them into six footmen, who got up behind the
coach with their striped liveries, and stood in position there as though they had been doing it all their lives.

Then the fairy said to Cinderella:

“Well, that’s to go to the ball in. Aren’t you pleased?”

“Yes. But am | to go like this, with my ugly clothes?”



30 Her godmother simply touched her with her wand and her clothes were changed in an instant into a dress of gold
and silver cloth, all sparkling with precious stones. Then she gave her a pair of glass slippers, most beautifully made.

So equipped, Cinderella got into the coach: but her godmother warned her above all not to be out after midnight,
telling her that, if she stayed at the ball a moment later, her coach would turn back into a pumpkin, her horses into
mice, her footmen into lizards, and her fine clothes would become rags again.

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

The King’s son, on being told that a great princess whom no one knew had arrived, ran out to welcome her. He
handed her down from the coach and led her into the hall where his guests were. A sudden silence fell; the dancing
stopped, the violins ceased to play, the whole company stood fascinated by the beauty of the unknown princess. Only
a low murmur was heard: “Ah, how lovely she is!” The King himself, old as he was, could not take his eyes off her and
kept whispering to the Queen that it was a long time since he had seen such a beautiful and charming person. All the
ladies were absorbed in noting her clothes and the way her hair was dressed, so as to order the same things for
themselves the next morning, provided that fine enough materials could be found, and skillful enough craftsmen.

The King’s son placed her in the seat of honour, and later led her out to dance. She danced with such grace that she

won still more admiration. An excellent supper was served, but the young Prince was too much occupied in gazing at
her to eat anything. She went and sat next to her sisters and treated them with great courtesy, offering them oranges

and lemons which the Prince had given her. They were astonished, for they did not recognize her.

35 While they were chatting together, Cinderella heard the clock strike a quarter to twelve. She curtsied low to the
company and left as quickly as she could.



As soon as she reached home, she went to her godmother and, having thanked her, said that she would very much
like to go again to the ball on the next night—for the Prince had begged her to come back. She was in the middle of
telling her godmother about all the things that had happened, when the two sisters came knocking at the door.
Cinderella went to open it.

“How late you are! she said, rubbing her eyes and yawning and stretching as though she had just woken up (though
since they had last seen each other she had felt very far from sleepy).

“If you had been at the ball,” said one of the sisters, “you would not have felt like yawning. There was a beautiful
princess there, really ravishingly beautiful. She was most attentive to us. She gave us oranges and lemons.”

Cinderella could have hugged herself. She asked them the name of the princess, but they replied that no one knew
her, that the King’s son was much troubled about it, and that he would give anything in the world to know who she
was. Cinderella smiled and said to them:

40 “So she was very beautiful? Well, well, how lucky you are! Couldn’t | see her? Please, Miss Javotte, do lend me
that yellow dress which you wear about the house.”

“Really,” said Miss Javotte, “what an idea! Lend one’s dress like that to a filthy Cinderbottom! | should have to be out
of my mind.”

Cinderella was expecting this refusal and she was very glad when it came, for she would have been in an awkward
position if her sister really had lent her her frock.



On the next day the two sisters went to the ball, and Cinderella too, but even more splendidly dressed than the first
time. The King’s son was constantly at her side and wooed her the whole evening. The young girl was enjoying herself
so much that she forgot her godmother’s warning. She heard the clock striking the first stroke of midnight when she
thought that it was still hardly eleven. She rose and slipped away as lightly as a roe-deer. The Prince followed her, but
he could not catch her up. One of her glass slippers fell off, and the Prince picked it up with great care.

Cinderella reached home quite out of breath, with no coach, no footmen, and wearing her old clothes. Nothing
remained of all her finery, except one of her little slippers, the fellow to the one which she had dropped. The guards at
the palace gate were asked if they had not seen a princess go out. They answered that they had seen no one go out
except a very poorly dressed girl, who looked more like a peasant than a young lady.

45 When the two sisters returned from the ball, Cinderella asked them if they had enjoyed themselves again, and if the
beautiful lady had been there. They said that she had, but that she had run away when it struck midnight, and so
swiftly that she had lost one of her glass slippers, a lovely little thing. The Prince had picked it up and had done
nothing but gaze at it for the rest of the ball, and undoubtedly he was very much in love with the beautiful person to
whom it belonged.

They were right, for a few days later the King’s son had it proclaimed to the sound of trumpets that he would marry the
girl whose foot exactly fitted the slipper. They began by trying it on the various princesses, then on the duchesses and
on all the ladies of the Court, but with no success. It was brought to the two sisters, who did everything possible to
force their feet into the slipper, but they could not manage it. Cinderella, who was looking on, recognized her own
slipper, and said laughing:

“Let me see if it would fit me!”



Her sisters began to laugh and mock at her. But the gentleman who was trying on the slipper looked closely at
Cinderella and, seeing that she was very beautiful, said that her request was perfectly reasonable and that he had
instructions to try it on every girl. He made Cinderella sit down and, raising the slipper to her foot, he found that it slid
on without difficulty and fitted like a glove.

Great was the amazement of the two sisters, but it became greater still when Cinderella drew from her pocket the
second little slipper and put it on her other foot. Thereupon the fairy godmother came in and, touching Cinderella’s
clothes with her wand, made them even more magnificent than on the previous days.

50 Then the two sisters recognized her as the lovely princess whom they had met at the ball. They flung themselves at
her feet and begged her forgiveness for all the unkind things which they had done to her. Cinderella raised them up
and kissed them, saying that she forgave them with all her heart and asking them to love her always. She was taken to
the young Prince in the fine clothes which she was wearing. He thought her more beautiful than ever and a few days
later he married her. Cinderella, who was as kind as she was beautiful, invited her two sisters to live in the palace and
married them, on the same day, to two great noblemen of the Court.



Ashputtle

Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm

Jakob Grimm (1785-1863) and Wilhelm Grimm (1786-1859) are best known today for the 200 folktales they collected
from oral sources and reworked in Kinder- und Hausmérchen (popularly known as Grimm’s Fairy Tales), which has
been translated into seventy languages. The techniques Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm used to collect and comment on
these tales became a model for other collectors, providing a basis for the science of folklore. Although the Grimm
brothers argued for preserving the tales exactly as heard from oral sources, scholars have determined that they sought
to “improve” the tales by making them more readable. The result, highly pleasing to lay audiences the world over,
nonetheless represents a literary reworking of the original oral sources.

The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing near, she called her only daughter to her
bedside and said, “Dear child, be good and pious, and then the good God will always protect thee, and | will look
down on thee from heaven and be near thee.” Thereupon she closed her eyes and departed. Every day the maiden
went out to her mother’s grave and wept, and she remained pious and good. When winter came the snow spread a
white sheet over the grave, and when the spring sun had drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife.

The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her, who were beautiful and fair of face, but vile and black
of heart. Now began a bad time for the poor step-child. “Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlour with us?” said they.
“He who wants to eat bread must earn it; out with the kitchen-wench.” They took her pretty clothes away from her, put
an old grey bedgown on her, and gave her wooden shoes. “Just look at the proud princess, how decked out she is!”
they cried, and laughed, and led her into the kitchen. There she had to do hard work from morning till night, get up
before daybreak, carry water, light fires, cook and wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury. They
mocked her and emptied her peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick them out again. In
the evening when she had worked till she was weary she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by the fireside in the



father was once going to the fair, and he asked his two step-daughters what he should bring back for them. “Beautiful
dresses,” said one, “Pearls and jewels,” said the second. “And thou, Cinderella,” said he, “what wilt thou have?”
“Father, break off for me the first branch which knocks against your hat on your way home.” So he bought beautiful
dresses, pearls and jewels for his two step-daughters, and on his way home, as he was riding through a green thicket,
a hazel twig brushed against him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off the branch and took it with him. When he
reached home he gave his step-daughters the things which they had wished for, and to Cinderella he gave the branch
from the hazel-bush. Cinderella thanked him, went to her mother’s grave and planted the branch on it, and wept so
much that the tears fell down on it and watered it. It grew, however, and became a handsome tree. Thrice a day
Cinderella went and sat beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little white bird always came on the tree, and if
Cinderella expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had wished for.

It happened, however, that the King appointed a festival which was to last three days, and to which all the beautiful
young girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose himself a bride. When the two step-sisters
heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were delighted, called Cinderella and said, “Comb our hair
for us, brush our shoes and fasten our buckles, for we are going to the festival at the King’s palace.” Cinderella
obeyed, but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to the dance, and begged her step-mother to
allow her to do so. “Thou go, Cinderella!” said she; “Thou art dusty and dirty, and wouldst go to the festival? Thou
hast no clothes and shoes, and yet wouldst dance!” As, however, Cinderella went on asking, the step-mother at last
said, “l| have emptied a dish of lentils into the ashes for thee, if thou hast picked them out again in two hours, thou
shalt go with us.” The maiden went through the back-door into the garden, and called, “You tame pigeons, you turtle-
doves, and all you birds beneath the sky, come and help me to pick

“The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.”



Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at last all the birds
beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the pigeons nodded with their
heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains
into the dish. Hardly had one hour passed before they had finished, and all flew out again. Then the girl took the dish
to her step-mother, and was glad, and believed that now she would be allowed to go with them to the festival. But the
step-mother said, “No, Cinderella, thou hast no clothes and thou canst not dance; thou wouldst only be laughed at.”
And as Cinderella wept at this, the step-mother said, “If thou canst pick two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for me in
one hour, thou shalt go with us.” And she thought to herself, “That she most certainly cannot do.” When the step-
mother had emptied the two dishes of lentils amongst the ashes, the maiden went through the back-door into the
garden and cried, “You tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds under heaven, come and help me to pick

“The good into the pot,
The bad into the crop.”

5 Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at length all the birds
beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the doves nodded with their
heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the others began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good
seeds into the dishes, and before half an hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. Then the
maiden carried the dishes to the step-mother and was delighted, and believed that she might now go with them to the
festival. But the step-mother said, “All this will not help thee; thou goest not with us, for thou hast no clothes and
canst not dance; we should be ashamed of thee!” On this she turned her back on Cinderella, and hurried away with
her two proud daughters.



As no one was now at home, Cinderella went to her mother’s grave beneath the hazel-tree, and cried,

“Shiver and quiver, little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers embroidered with silk and silver. She put on the
dress with all speed, and went to the festival. Her step-sisters and the step-mother however did not know her, and
thought she must be a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress. They never once thought of
Cinderella, and believed that she was sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. The prince went to
meet her, took her by the hand and danced with her. He would dance with no other maiden, and never left loose of her
hand, and if any one else came to invite her, he said, “This is my partner.”

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the King’s son said, “I will go with thee and bear
thee company,” for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden belonged. She escaped from him, however, and
sprang into the pigeon-house. The King’s son waited until her father came, and then he told him that the stranger
maiden had leapt into the pigeon-house. The old man thought, “Can it be Cinderella?” and they had to bring him an
axe and a pickaxe that he might hew the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it. And when they got home
Cinderella lay in her dirty clothes among the ashes, and a dim little oil-lamp was burning on the mantle-piece, for
Cinderella had jumped quickly down from the back of the pigeon-house and had run to the little hazel-tree, and there
she had taken off her beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again, and then
she had placed herself in the kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown.

Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the step-sisters had gone once more, Cinderella went to
the hazel-tree and said



“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

10 Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the preceding day. And when Cinderella appeared
at the festival in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty. The King’s son had waited until she came, and
instantly took her by the hand and danced with no one but her. When others came and invited her, he said, “She is my
partner.” When evening came she wished to leave, and the King’s son followed her and wanted to see into which
house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into the garden behind the house. Therein stood a beautiful tall
tree on which hung the most magnificent pears. She clambered so nimbly between the branches like a squirrel, that
the King’s son did not know where she was gone. He waited until her father came, and said to him, “The stranger-
maiden has escaped from me, and | believe she has climbed up the pear-tree.” The father thought, “Can it be
Cinderella?” and had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but no one was on it. And when they got into the kitchen,
Cinderella lay there amongst the ashes, as usual, for she had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had taken the
beautiful dress to the bird on the little hazel-tree, and put on her grey gown.

On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away, Cinderella went once more to her mother’s grave and
said to the little tree

“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,
Silver and gold throw down over me.”

And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more splendid and magnificent than any she had yet had, and
the slippers were golden. And when she went to the festival in the dress, no one knew how to speak for astonishment.
The King’s son danced with her only, and if any one invited her to dance, he said, “She is my partner.”



When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the King’s son was anxious to go with her, but she escaped from
him so quickly that he could not follow her. The King’s son had, however, used a stratagem, and had caused the whole
staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the maiden’s left slipper remained sticking.
The King’s son picked it up, and it was small and dainty, and all golden. Next morning, he went with it to the father,
and said to him, “No one shall be my wife but she whose foot this golden slipper fits.” Then were the two sisters glad,
for they had pretty feet. The eldest went with the shoe into her room and wanted to try it on, and her mother stood by.
But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too small for her. Then her mother gave her a knife and
said, “Cut the toe off; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden cut the toe off,
forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. Then he took her on his horse as his
bride and rode away with her. They were, however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the hazel-tree, sat the two
pigeons and cried,

“Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe,
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.”

Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was streaming from it. He turned his horse round and took the false
bride home again, and said she was not the true one, and that the other sister was to put the shoe on. Then this one
went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel was too large. So her mother gave her a
knife and said, “Cut a bit off thy heel; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden
cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. He took her on
his horse as his bride, and rode away with her, but when they passed by the hazel-tree, two little pigeons sat on it and
cried,

“Turn and neep turn and peep.



“Turn and peep, turn and peep,
There’s blood within the shoe,
The shoe it is too small for her,
The true bride waits for you.”

15 He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running out of her shoe, and how it had stained her white
stocking. Then he turned his horse and took the false bride home again. “This also is not the right one,” said he, “have
you no other daughter?” “No,” said the man, “There is still a little stunted kitchen-wench which my late wife left behind
her, but she cannot possibly be the bride.” The King’s son said he was to send her up to him; but the mother
answered, “Oh no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show herself!” He absolutely insisted on it, and Cinderella had to
be called. She first washed her hands and face clean, and then went and bowed down before the King’s son, who
gave her the golden shoe. Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out of the heavy wooden shoe, and put it
into the slipper, which fitted like a glove. And when she rose up and the King’s son looked at her face he recognized
the beautiful maiden who had danced with him and cried, “That is the true bride!” The step-mother and the two sisters
were terrified and became pale with rage; he, however, took Cinderella on his horse and rode away with her. As they
passed by the hazel-tree, the two white doves cried,

“Turn and peep, turn and peep,
No blood is in the shoe,

The shoe is not too small for her,
The true bride rides with you,”

and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and placed themselves on Cinderella’s shoulders, one on the
right, the other on the left, and remained sitting there.



When the wedding with the King’s son had to be celebrated, the two false sisters came and wanted to get into favour
with Cinderella and share her good fortune. When the betrothed couple went to church, the elder was at the right side
and the younger at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye of each of them. Afterwards as they came back, the
elder was at the left, and the younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the other eye of each. And thus,
for their wickedness and falsehood, they were punished with blindness as long as they lived.

A Chinese “Cinderella”

Tuan Ch’Eng-Shih

“The earliest datable version of the Cinderella story anywhere in the world occurs in a Chinese book written about
850-860 A.p.” Thus begins Arthur Waley’s essay on the Chinese “Cinderella” in the March 1947 edition of Folk-Lore.
The recorder of the tale is a man named Tuan Ch’éng-shih, whose father was an important official in Szechwan and
who himself held a high post in the office arranging the ceremonies associated with imperial ancestor worship.

Among the people of the south there is a tradition that before the Ch’in and Han dynasties there was a cave-master
called Wu. The aborigines called the place the Wu cave. He married two wives. One wife died. She had a daughter
called Yeh-hsien, who from childhood was intelligent and good at making pottery on the wheel. Her father loved her.
After some years the father died, and she was ill-treated by her step-mother, who always made her collect firewood in
dangerous places and draw water from deep pools. She once got a fish about two inches long, with red fins and
golden eyes. She put it into a bowl of water. It grew bigger every day, and after she had changed the bowl several
times she could find no bowl big enough for it, so she threw it into the back pond. Whatever food was left over from
meals she put into the water to feed it. When she came to the pond, the fish always exposed its head and pillowed it
on the bank; but when anyone else came, it did not come out. The step-mother knew about this, but when she
watched for it, it did not once appear. So she tricked the girl, saying, “Haven’t you worked hard! | am going to give you
a new dress.” She then made the girl change out of her tattered clothing. Afterwards she sent her to get water from



a new dress.” She then made the girl change out of her tattered clothing. Afterwards she sent her to get water from
another spring and reckoning that it was several hundred leagues, the step-mother at her leisure put on her daughter’s
clothes, hid a sharp blade up her sleeve, and went to the pond. She called to the fish. The fish at once put its head
out, and she chopped it off and killed it. The fish was now more than ten feet long. She served it up and it tasted twice
as good as an ordinary fish. She hid the bones under the dung-hill. Next day, when the girl came to the pond, no fish
appeared. She howled with grief in the open countryside, and suddenly there appeared a man with his hair loose over
his shoulders and coarse clothes. He came down from the sky. He consoled her, saying, “Don’t how!! Your step-
mother has killed the fish and its bones are under the dung. You go back, take the fish’s bones and hide them in your
room. Whatever you want, you have only to pray to them for it. It is bound to be granted.” The girl followed his advice,
and was able to provide herself with gold, pearls, dresses and food whenever she wanted them.

When the time came for the cave-festival, the step-mother went, leaving the girl to keep watch over the fruit-trees in
the garden. She waited till the step-mother was some way off, and then went herself, wearing a cloak of stuff spun
from kingfisher feathers and shoes of gold. Her step-sister recognized her and said to the step-mother, “That’s very
like my sister.” The step-mother suspected the same thing. The girl was aware of this and went away in such a hurry
that she lost one shoe. It was picked up by one of the people of the cave. When the step-mother got home, she found
the girl asleep, with her arms around one of the trees in the garden, and thought no more about it.

This cave was near to an island in the sea. On this island was a kingdom called T’o-han. Its soldiers had subdued
twenty or thirty other islands and it had a coast-line of several thousand leagues. The cave-man sold the shoe in T'o-
han, and the rules of T’0-han got it. He told those about him to put it on; but it was an inch too small even for the one
among them that had the smallest foot. He ordered all the women in his kingdom to try it on, but there was not one
that it fitted. It was light as down and made no noise even when treading on stone. The king of T’o-han thought the
cave-man had got it unlawfully. He put him in prison and tortured him, but did not end by finding out where it had
come from. So he threw it down at the wayside. Then they went everywhere? through all the people’s houses and
arrested them. If there was a woman’s shoe, they arrested them and told the king of T'o-han. He thought it strange,



arrested them. If there was a woman’s shoe, they arrested them and told the king of T'o-han. He thought it strange,
searched the inner-rooms and found Yeh-hsien. He made her put on the shoe, and it was true.

2Something here seems to have gone slightly wrong with the text. [Waley]

Yeh-hsien then came forward, wearing her cloak spun from halcyon feathers and her shoes. She was as beautiful as a
heavenly being. She now began to render service to the king, and he took the fish-bones and Yeh-hsien, and brought
them back to his country.

5 The step-mother and step-sister were shortly afterwards struck by flying stones, and died. The cave people were
sorry for them and buried them in a stone-pit, which was called the Tomb of the Distressed Women. The men of the
cave made mating-offerings there; any girl they prayed for there, they got. The king of T’0-han, when he got back to
his kingdom, made Yeh-hsien his chief wife. The first year the king was very greedy and by his prayers to the fish-
bones got treasures and jade without limit. Next year, there was no response, so the king buried the fish-bones on the
seashore. He covered them with a hundred bushels of pearls and bordered them with gold. Later there was a mutiny
of some soldiers who had been conscripted and their general opened (the hiding-place) in order to make better
provision for his army. One night they (the bones) were washed away by the tide.

This story was told me by Li Shih-yuan, who has been in the service of my family a long while. He was himself
originally a man from the caves of Yung-chou and remembers many strange things of the South.



When the Clock Strikes

Tanith Lee

Tanith Lee (1947-2015) was a prolific, award-winning British author of horror, fantasy, and science fiction. “When the
Clock Strikes” appears in her collection Red as Blood (1983), devoted to horror-tinged retellings of classic tales. Unlike
the Grimm version of “Cinderella,” based on earlier oral versions, Lee’s retelling was written to upend our expectations
about fairy tales.

Yes, the great ballroom is filled only with dust now. The slender columns of white marble and the slender columns of
rose-red marble are woven together by cobwebs. The vivid frescoes, on which the Duke’s treasury spent so much, are
dimmed by the dust; the faces of the painted goddesses look gray. And the velvet curtains—touch them, they will
crumble. Two hundred years, now, since anyone danced in this place on the sea-green floor in the candle gleam. Two
hundred years since the wonderful clock struck for the very last time.

| thought you might care to examine the clock. It was considered exceptional in its day. The pedestal is ebony and the
face fine porcelain. And the figures, which are of silver, would pass slowly about the circlet of the face. Each figure
represents, you understand, an hour. And as the appropriate hours came level with this golden bell, they would strike it
the correct number of times. All the figures are unique, you see. Beginning at the first hour, they are, in this order, a
girl-child, a dwarf, a maiden, a youth, a lady and a knight. And here, notice, the figures grow older as the day declines:
a queen and king for the seventh and eighth hours, and after these, and abbess and magician and next to last, a hag.
But the very last is the strangest of all. The twelfth figure: do you recognize him? It is Death. Yes, a most curious clock.
It was reckoned a marvelous thing then. But it has not struck for two hundred years. Possibly you have heard the
story? No? Oh, but | am certain that you have heard it, in another form, perhaps.

However, as you have some while to wait for your carriage, | will recount the tale, if you wish.



| will start with what is said of the clock. In those years, this city was prosperous, a stronghold—not as you see it
today. Much was made in the city that was ornamental and unusual. But the clock, on which the twelfth hour was
Death, caused something of a stir. It was thought unlucky, foolhardy, to have such a clock. It began to be murmured,
jokingly by some, by others in earnest, that one night when the clock struck the twelfth hour, Death would truly strike
with it.

5 Now life has always been a chancy business, and it was more so then. The Great Plague had come but twenty years
before and was not yet forgotten. Besides, in the duke’s court there was much intrigue, while enemies might be
supposed to plot beyond the city walls, as happens even in our present age. But there was another thing.

It was rumored that the duke had obtained both his title and the city treacherously. Rumor declared that he had
systematically destroyed those who had stood in line before him, the members of the princely house that formerly
ruled here. He had accomplished the task slyly, hiring assassins talented with poisons and daggers. But rumor also
declared that the duke had not been sufficiently thorough. For though he had meant to rid himself of all that rival
house, a single descendant remained, so obscure he had not traced her—for it was a woman.

Of course, such matters were not spoken of openly. Like the prophecy of the clock, it was a subject for the dark.

Nevertheless, | will tell you at once, there was such a descendant he had missed in his bloody work. And she was a
woman. Royal and proud she was, and seething with bitter spite and a hunger for vengeance, and bloody as the duke,
had he known it, in her own way.

For her safety and disguise, she had long ago wed a wealthy merchant in the city, and presently bore the man a
daughter. The merchant, a dealer in silks, was respected, a good fellow but not wise. He rejoiced in his handsome and
aristocratic wife. He never dreamed what she might be about when he was not with her. In fact, she had sworn



