

    
        
          Grubby Maids and Glass Slippers: An Opinionated Essay on Cinderella From a Disgruntled Narrator

        

        
        
          Snarktales From Fairyland, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kilmeny Reade

        

        
          Published by Kilmeny Reade, 2015.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GRUBBY MAIDS AND GLASS SLIPPERS: AN OPINIONATED ESSAY ON CINDERELLA FROM A DISGRUNTLED NARRATOR

    

    
      First edition. February 28, 2015.

      Copyright © 2015 Kilmeny Reade.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386316886

    

    
    
      Written by Kilmeny Reade.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Word of Warning

Glass Slippers and Grubby Maids

Excerpt: A True Reflection of Me

About Me

Sign up for Kilmeny Reade's Mailing List

Further Reading: Rescuing Myself: Seven Tiny Retellings From Spunky  Fairy Tale Heroines

Also By Kilmeny Reade

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Word of Warni​ng
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How these notes came to be written is uncertain, and little is known of this mysterious folklorist, historian and essayist who calls him (or possibly her)self The Snarky Narrator. It is suspected he (or mayhap, she) lived in the nineteenth century and was fond of sending his sarcastic missives to well known collectors and writers of fairy lore and folktales. Whether this was meant as heckling or simply an attempt to get into print will probably never be known.

What is certain is that The Snarky Narrator was terribly fond of capitals and parenthesis, slathering them about carelessly, without regard for any of the rules for proper writing. For the sake of clarity, the editors attempted to clean it up a bit and finally gave the job up in complete despair (also we were running out of hair to pull out).

In the end, chalk it up to preserving the voice of an ancient (if unknown) historian, and read at your own peril. We undertook the making of this collection merely in the cause of preserving history. You however, are under no obligation to continue reading.

Enjoy now (if you dare), the Snarktales from a Disgruntled Narrator.
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LONG AGO THERE lived a Young, Beauteous, and Virtuous Maiden named Ella, who was also of a Sweet and Innocent Disposition. This naturally being our Heroine, you shall not be surprised that she suffered a Great Heartache, in that her Loving Mother perished of a Lingering Illness. Moreover, her Father was so terribly grieved that he was straightway persuaded to remarry and provide his Innocent Child with a Stepmother.

It is only natural that the Stepmother should Prove Evil—you and I expected this. Do not blame her too terribly. It was her Duty, after all. For, without Great Tribulation, how can our Heroine be expected to Overcome and Triumph? There can be no Victory without a Villain, after all.

As you might well expect, this Evil Stepmother had two most Hideous Offspring who were indeed quite jealous of our Fair and Exceptional Heroine, owing to the obvious superiority of her features over their own. These Stepsisters therefore took delight in making Ella perform Menial and Gruesome Tasks such as scrubbing the floors, massaging their stinky toes, or, when life was especially dull, making her pick beans, peas, or some other dried legume out of the ashes of the fireplace (which they had themselves thrown into the soot). The Stepsisters used to laugh hilariously over this innocuous pastime.

As she was so grubby from the cinders, it was but a matter of time before they began to call her “Cinder Ella.” My, how they would snort and giggle when they said this clever name.

So matters went on for some years, the Stepsisters growing more Spiteful, the Stepmother ever Wickeder, and our Ella more Lovely and Distinctly Dusty by the day. Until finally, the year of the Prince’s coronation arrived and news of a Great Ball spread throughout the kingdom (the purpose of this ball being, of course, to find a Breathtakingly Gorgeous Bride for the Prince. Thusly, every single woman in the kingdom was invited). Great was the Fluttering and Dithering in the house of Ella’s Stepfamily.

(The Father seems to have disappeared from my story. You may choose to believe he ran off with a traveling circus—or a buxom, and less bossy, young wench—or that he simply died. It makes no matter to me, for he was without doubt, a Terrible Weakling as far as fathers go, and he is of No Particular Consequence to the story anyway.)

Ella begged to accompany her Stepfamily to the Ball, whereupon the Loathsome Siblings broke into great guffaws of merriment. “You, Cinders Ella?” cried they. “You attend a ball in your messy rags and sooty skin? Do you think to dance in the fireplace?” And again they laughed.

“Of course I shall bathe and powder myself and wear an Elegant Gown of my Mother’s (which I kept secret for just such an Occasion—knowing your Envious Qualities, dear Stepsisters, it seemed the wiser choice). And though, it is somewhat old–fashioned, it is easily fixed and very pretty,” cried Ella, finally pausing for breath, as a Face of Purple did not Become her Too Well (sooty face or no sooty face).

“But of course you may go.” The Evil Stepmother smiled Evilly—thinking Ella too Innocent, and therefore Stupid, to know an Evil Smile when she saw one.

Ella gasped with Amazed Delight (proving that the Stepmother guessed rightly about her General Lack of Brilliance). The Stepsisters gasped with Shocked Outrage (although not Innocent, they were no Brighter than Ella).

“But you must finish your chores and be presentable by the time we leave.” The Stepmother pulled out a list that reached to the floor and rolled along for a good foot or two. “Here is the list. And you must be Clean, Sweet–Smelling, and have a Fashionable Ensemble to wear by the time we walk out the door. For of course, my dear, you can’t expect us to be seen out and about with a simple little Ragamuffin Cinder–girl.”

“Fear not, Stepmother.” Ella took the list with shining eyes. “I will be ready when you call for the carriage.” For though she was Naive and Not Too Bright, she was nevertheless of a Hopeful Frame of Mind, a Determined Nature, and a Very Hard Worker. She loved to work, and for this her stepfamily despised her all the more, thinking it Plebeian and Rather Distasteful.

“How could you, Mother?” cried the Stepsisters in remarkable, yet off–key, harmony as Ella departed the room. “For Ella is a Disgrace to our August Presence, and if the Prince should see her Unfairly Fair (yet Grossly Disconcerting) Features, he is sure to be Enamored with her rather than ourselves. Moreover, we simply Hate and Abhor the very sight of her and refuse to share even an inch of carriage space with the low creature!”

It is indeed amazing they should deliver such a speech together, on the spot, without memorization or rehearsal. My reader must simply trust me on that one—or not. I’m sure it makes no difference to me.

“My Beloved though Incredibly Ignorant Children,” said their Mother with a sigh. “Did you not see the length of the list? Think for a moment (though it may hurt your poor, dear brains) and you will realize it is an Impossibility. And even if she should manage it, I can always claim her dress is not Fashionable Enough (a lesson for you, my precious ones—always leave yourself a loophole). In short, my lovelies, we have the Wicked Pleasure of working the creature into the ground and the Infinitely Greater Delight of breaking a supposed promise, and assuredly her pitiful little heart as well. To put it simply, go now and enjoy yourselves, my beauties.”

At which the Sisters clapped their hands ecstatically and scampered away to harry and harass poor Ella.

Being Energetic and Hard–Working, the Determined Ella flew through her list of chores and bore her Stepsisters complaints and commands cheerfully. She whistled and sang as she worked, for was she not going to a ball? Her Stepmother might think it Impossible, but she did not know of Ella’s Secret Work Force.

For Ella had long ago made friends with the mice, lizards, and birds of the estate. Even a mouse is better than no companion at all, and Ella, even if not Exactly Bright, had an Undeniable Knack for training Very Small Creatures to carry out various household chores.

With this strange help, she sang her way through the long list, working deep into the night, going without sleep to sew on the dress and to actually bathe, a luxury she rarely managed, because she was kept so busy (I know it is not Romantic to have a Stinky Heroine. But there it is. She was Stinky).

So the next evening arrived and as the Stepfamily walked out the door—behold! The fair Ella, bathed, perfumed, and arrayed in Glorious Raiment, floated down the stairs (except for when she stumbled, for her shoes were two sizes too big). She was no longer Stinky and her face shone.

“Here I am, ready to go,” said Ella, though it was obvious enough without being said.

“Mother!” wailed the Sisters (I myself am wondering if either Sister was even able to speak without the help of the other. What say you?).

“So you are.” The Stepmother pursed her lips and looked Ella up and down. “I see you have made over that old gown. Lovely.” She fingered the necklace Ella wore, which she had made of old beads brought to her by the Helpful Little Creatures.

“Why! That’s my sash! That’s my old necklace! My hair ribbon! Beads! Bows!” shrieked the sisters—not simultaneously but in an Overlapping Cacophony till Ella could not tell who said what. The Discarded Bits and Bobs brought her by the mice and birds must have belonged to the sisters—and, discarded or not, they still recognized them (unless they were just lying and looking for an excuse—well you must admit it’s a likely possibility).

In Towering Wrath, the Sisters tore at Ella’s hair and gown until little remained but shredded, torn fragments hanging limply on her figure (This is the part where you, my gentle reader, must be grinding your teeth and uttering, “Why does she not defend herself, the Noxiously Imbecile Wench!” I concur, but please recall the Character of Ella as established thus far in the tale—and by centuries of tradition. We know she is not Bright and is of a Sweet Disposition, therefore as much as we may implore her to exhibit some Spunk or Gumption, it simply is not in her and we shall just have to forbear and love her as she is. I cannot lie and tell you what I wish had happened. I’m telling you simply what did.)

So, laughing cruelly, her Family departed without her. And Ella fled to the
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