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English Fairy Tale

Paragraphs 1 & 2

Cinderella: Retold

Long ago, in a kingdom far away, a young lady called Cinderella hummed a tune as she cleaned the grand marble floor that she sat upon. Her dull brown dress was old and worn thin and her dirty blonde hair was pulled up in a pony tail that swung back and forth with each scrub of the brush. A brilliant glass chandelier hung above her head and complemented the deep plumb tapestries that covered the floor to ceiling windows like winter coats. Despite her surroundings, Cinderella had no wealth. Since her father had died unexpectedly ten years ago, Cinderella had been forced to live with her stepmother, Helene, and her two stepsisters, Beatrice and Betty. Because she was jealous of her natural beauty and goodness, Helene gave Cinderella no love and forced her to live as a servant: cooking, cleaning, and caring for the animals. Cinderella’s life had been unfair, but instead of complaining, she dreamt of one day meeting a handsome young man who could give her the true happiness that she hadn’t felt since her father had passed away.

Cinderella was startled out of her daydream as she heard a knock. She opened the large mahogany door, thanked the postman pleasantly, and walked up the winding staircase to deliver the letter to her stepmother. Helene ripped the envelope ungratefully out of Cinderella’s hands, tore it open and joyfully announced to all of her daughters that in just two days, King Henry would be hosting a ball in honor of the homecoming of his son, Prince Arthur. At that, Beatrice, long and lanky with buck teeth, stood up confidently.  She flipped her thin sandy hair over her bony shoulder and assured the other women in the room that her long lean figure would win the heart of the prince. Betty, her sister, wriggled around in the plush green armchair where she sat, having a hard time standing up to protest that surely her quick wit and knowledge of good food would gain the affections of the prince. Noticing the glow on Cinderella’s face, Helene turned to her beautiful stepdaughter and matter-of-factly told her that she would not be able to attend the ball because of the large amount of chores that she would have to finish. Cinderella knew she wouldn’t be allowed to go but basked in happiness for a few hopeful seconds, thinking about the prospect of a better life. She moped around glumly for the next forty-eight hours. She was pulling weeds in the garden when the radiant gold and white carriage showed up on the cobble stone street in front of her house. Through blurred eyes she watched her family leave and noticed a vague, blue orb of light.

