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Indian Cinderella
(A Canadian Indian Tale)

ON the shores of a wide bay on the Atlantic coast there dwelt in old times a great Indian warrior.
He had been one of Glooskap's best helpers and friends, and had done for him many wonderful
deeds. He had, however, a very wonderful and strange power; he could make himself invisible; he
could thus mingle unseen with his enemies and listen to their plots. He was known among the
people as Strong Wind, the Invisible. He dwelt with his sister in a tent near the sea, and his sister
helped him greatly in his work. Many maidens would have been glad to marry him, and he was
much sought after because of his mighty deeds; and Strong Wind would marry the first maiden who
could see him as he came home at night. Many made the trial, but it was a long time before one
succeeded.

Strong Wind used a clever trick to test the truthfulness of all who sought to win him. Each evening
as the day went down, his sister walked on the beach with any girl who wished to make the trial.

His sister could always see him, but no one else could see him. And as he came home from work in
the twilight, his sister as she saw him drawing near would ask the girl who sought him, "Do you see
him?" And each girl would falsely answer "Yes" And his sister would ask, "With what does he draw
his sled?" And each girl would answer, "With the hide of a moose," or "With a pole,” or "With a
great cord.” And then his sister would know that they all had lied, for their answers were mere
guesses. Strong Wind would not marry any who were untruthful.

There lived in the village a great chief who had three daughters. Their mother had long been dead.
One of these was much younger than the others. She was very beautiful and gentle and well beloved
by all, and for that reason her older sisters were very jealous of her charms and treated her very
cruelly. They clothed her in rags; and they cut off her long black hair; and they burned her face with
coals from the fire that she might be scarred and disfigured. And they lied to their father, telling him
that she had done these things her self. But the young girl was patient and went gladly about her
work.

Like other girls, the chief's two eldest daughters tried to win Strong Wind. One evening, as the day
went down, they walked on the shore with Strong Wind's sister and waited for his coming. Soon he
came home from his day's work, drawing his sled. And his sister asked as usual, "Do you see him?"
And each one, lying, answered "Yes." And she asked, "Of what is his shoulder strap made?" And
each, guessing, said "Of rawhide." Then they entered the tent where they hoped to see Strong Wind
eating his supper; and when he took off his coat and his moccasins they could see them, but more
than these they saw nothing. And Strong Wind knew that they had lied, and he kept himself from
their sight, and they went home dismayed.

One day the chief's youngest daughter resolved to seek Strong Wind. She patched her clothes with
bits of birch bark from the trees, and put on the few little ornaments she possessed, and went forth
to try to see the Invisible One. And her sisters laughed at her and called her "fool™; and as she
passed along the road all the people laughed at her because of her tattered frock and her burned
face.



Strong Wind's sister received the little girl kindly, and at twilight she took her to the beach. Soon
Strong Wind came home drawing his sled. And his sister asked, "Do you see him?" And the girl
answered "No," and his sister wondered greatly because she spoke the truth. And again she asked,
"Do you see him now?" And the girl answered, "Yes, and he is very wonderful." And she asked,
"With what does he draw his sled?" And the girl answered, "With the Rainbow,". And she asked
further, "Of what is his bowstring?" And the girl answered, "His bowstring is the Milky Way."

Then Strong Wind's sister knew that because the girl had spoken the truth at first her brother had
made himself visible to her. And she said, "Truly, you have seen him." And she took her home and
bathed her, and all the scars disappeared from her face and body; and her hair grew long and black
again; and she gave her fine clothes to wear and many rich ornaments. Then she bade her take the
wife's seat in the tent. Soon Strong Wind entered and sat beside her, and called her his bride. The
very next day she became his wife, and ever afterward she helped him to do great deeds. The girl's
two elder sisters were very cross and they wondered greatly at what had taken place. But Strong
Wind, who knew of their cruelty, resolved to punish them. Using his great power, he changed them
both into aspen trees and rooted them in the earth. And since that day the leaves of the aspen have
always trembled, and they shiver in fear at the approach of Strong Wind, it matters not how softly
he comes, for they are still mindful of his great power and anger because of their lies and their
cruelty to their sister long ago.

Macmillan, Cyrus. Canadian Wonder Tales. Toronto: John Lane, 1920.
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Conkiajgharuna, the Little Rag Girl
(A Georgian Tale)

THERE was and there was not, there was a miserable peasant. He had a wife and a little daughter.
So poor was this peasant that his daughter was called Conkiajgharuna.

Some time passed, and his wife died. He was unhappy before, but now a greater misfortune had
befallen him. He grieved and grieved, and at last he said to himself, "I will go and take another
wife; she will mind the house, and tend my orphan child.” So he arose and took a second wife, but
this wife brought with her a daughter of her own. When this woman came into her husband's house
and saw his child, she was angry in heart.

She treated Little Rag Girl badly. She petted her own daughter, but scolded her stepdaughter, and
tried to get rid of her. Every day she gave her a piece of badly cooked bread, and sent her out to
watch the cow, saying, "Here is a loaf; eat of it, give to every wayfarer, and bring the loaf home
whole.” The girl went, and felt very miserable.

Once she was sitting sadly in the field, and began to weep bitterly. The cow listened, and then
opened its mouth, and said, "Why are you weeping? What troubles you?" The girl told her sad tale.
The cow said, "In one of my horns is honey, and in the other is butter, which you can take if you
want to, so why be unhappy?" The girl took the butter and the honey, and in a short time she grew
plump. When the stepmother noticed this she did not know what to do for rage. She rose, and after
that every day she gave her a basket of wool with her; this wool was to be spun and brought home
in the evening finished. The stepmother wished to tire the girl out with toil, so that she should grow
thin and ugly.

Once when Little Rag Girl was tending the cow, it ran away onto a roof. She pursued it, and wished
to drive it back to the road, but she dropped her spindle on the roof. Looking inside she saw an old
woman seated, and said to her, "Good mother, will you give me my spindle?"

The old dame replied, "I am not able, my child, come and take it yourself." The old woman was a
devi.

The girl went in and was lifting up her spindle, when the old dame called out, "Daughter, daughter,
come and look at my head a moment. | am almost eaten up."

The girl came and looked at her head. She was filled with horror; all the worms in the earth seemed
to be crawling there. The little girl stroked her head and removed some, and then said, "You have a
clean head. Why should I look at it?"

This conduct pleased the old woman very much, and she said, "When you leave here, go along such
and such a road, and in a certain place you will see three springs -- one white, one black, and one
yellow. Pass by the white and black, and put your head in the yellow and rinse it with your hands."

The girl did this. She went on her way, and came to the three springs. She passed by the white and
black, and bathed her head with her hands in the yellow fountain. When she looked up she saw that
her hair was quite golden, and her hands, too, shone like gold. In the evening, when she went home,



her stepmother was filled with fury. After this she sent her own daughter with the cow. Perhaps the
same good fortune would visit her!

So Little Rag Girl stayed at home while her stepsister drove out the cow. Once more the cow ran
onto the roof. The girl pursued it, and her spindle fell down. She looked in, and seeing the devi
woman, called out, "Dog of an old woman! Here! Come and give me my spindle!"

The old woman replied, "1 am not able, child, come and take it yourself." When the girl came near,
the old woman said, "Come, child, and look at my head."”

The girl came and looked at her head, and cried out, "Ugh! What a horrid head you have! You are a
disgusting old woman!"

The old woman said, "I thank you, my child; when you go on your way you will see a yellow, a
white, and a black spring. Pass by the yellow and the white springs, and rinse your head with your
hands in the black one."”

The girl did this. She passed by the yellow and white springs, and bathed her head in the black once.
When she looked at herself she was black as an African, and on her head there was a horn. She cut
it off again and again, but it grew larger and larger.

She went home and complained to her mother, who was almost frenzied, but there was no help for
it. Her mother said to herself, "This is all the cow's fault, so it shall be killed."

This cow knew the future. When it learned that it was to be killed, it went to Little Rag Girl and
said, "When | am dead, gather my bones together and bury them in the earth. When you are in
trouble come to my grave, and cry aloud, 'Bring my steed and my royal robes!™ Little Rag Girl did
exactly as the cow had told her. When it was dead she took its bones and buried them in the earth.

After this, some time passed. One holiday the stepmother took her daughter, and they went to
church. She placed a trough in front of Little Rag Girl, spread a large measure of millet in the
courtyard, and said, "Before we come home from church fill this trough with tears, and gather up
this millet, so that not one grain is left." Then they went to church.

Little Rag Girl sat down and began to weep. While she was crying a neighbor came in a said, "Why
are you in tears? What is the matter?" The little girl told her tale. The woman brought all the brood
hens and chicken, and they picked up every grain of millet, then she put a lump of salt in the trough
and poured water over it. "There, child,” said she, "there are your tears! Now go and enjoy
yourself.”

Little Rag Girl then thought of the cow. She went to its grave and called out, "Bring me my steed
and my royal robes!" There appeared at once a horse and beautiful clothes. Little Rag Girl put on
the garments, mounted the horse, and went to the church.

There all the folk began to stare at her. They were amazed at her grandeur. Her stepsister whispered
to her mother when she saw her, "This girl is very much like our Little Rag Girl!"



Her mother smiled scornfully and said, "Who would give that sun darkener such robes?"

Little Rag Girl left the church before anyone else; she changed her clothes in time to appear before
her stepmother in rags. On the way home, as she was leaping over a stream, in her haste she let her
slipper fall in.

A long time passed. Once when the king's horses were drinking water in this stream, they saw the
shining slipper and were so afraid that they would drink no more water. The king was told that there
was something shining in the stream, and that the horses were afraid.

The king commanded his divers to find out what it was. They found the golden slipper, and
presented it to the king. When he saw it, he commanded his viziers, saying, "Go and seek the owner
of this slipper, for I will wed none but her.” His viziers sought the maiden, but they could find no
one whom the slipper would fit.

Little Rag Girl's mother heard this, adorned her daughter, and placed her on a throne. Then she went
and told the king that she had a daughter whose foot he might look at. It was exactly the model for
the shoe. She put Little Rag Girl in a corner, with a big basket over her. When the king came into
the house he sat down on the basket, in order to try on the slipper.

Little Rag Girl took a needle and pricked the king from under the basket. He jumped up, stinging
with pain, and asked the stepmother what she had under the basket. The stepmother replied, "It is
only a turkey I have there."

The king sat down on the basket again, and Little Rag Girl again stuck the needle into him. The
king jumped up, and cried out, "Lift the basket. I will see underneath!"

The stepmother pleaded with him, saying, "Do not blame me, your majesty, it is only a turkey, and
it will run away."

But the king would not listen to her pleas. He lifted the basket up, and Little Rag Girl came forth,
and said, "This slipper is mine, and fits me well." She sat down, and the king found that it was
indeed a perfect fit. Little Rag Girl became the king's wife, and her shameless stepmother was left
with a dry throat.

Wardrop, Marjory. Georgian Folk Tales. London: David Nutt, 1894.



The Story of the Black Cow
(A Himalayan Tale)

THERE was a certain Brahmin whose wife died leaving him one little son. For some time the two
lived happily together, but at last the Brahmin married for a second time, and the woman, who had a
daughter of her own, was very unkind to her little stepson.

Each day the two children went out together to attend to the cattle, and at night they returned home
to eat their food. But the cakes made by the Brahmin's wife for her stepson were of ashes, with just
a little flour mixed in to give them the appearance of food, that the Brahmin might not notice; and
the child at in silence, for he was afraid to complain, yet, when he was alone in the forest he wept
from hunger, and a black cow, one of the herd, saw this, and asked him what was the matter.

The boy told her everything, and presently she beat her hoofs upon the ground. As she did so,
sweets of all kinds appeared, which the child ate greedily, and shared with his little sister, warning
her the while not to mention what the black cow had done, lest the stepmother should be angry.

The stepmother meanwhile wondered to see how well the boy looked, and she resolved to keep
watch, for she suspected that he drank the milk while tending her cows; so she told her little
daughter to keep a good look-out on all his doings, and to let her know. At last the girl confessed
that they ate sweets every day, and the black cow provided the feast.

That day when the Brahmin came home his wife begged him to sell the black cow, and said she
would neither sleep nor eat until this was done.

The poor boy was sad indeed when he heard this, and went at once to his favourite, where, throwing
himself on the black cow's neck, he wept bitterly.

"Do not weep, my child, but get up on my back, and I will carry you to a place of safety where we
can still be together.”

So they escaped to a forest, and there lived in peace and security for many days.

Now, in the forest was a hole, which led to the home of the Great Snake, which, together with a
bull, holds up the universe. Into this hope the black cow poured five seers of milk daily to feed the
snake. This pleased the snake so much that he said one day: "I must go up into the world and see for
myself the creature who is so good to me and who sends me such good milk to drink."”

When he came he saw the black cow grazing with the boy beside her.
The cow asked no favours for herself, but when the snake asked what she would like, she said she

would like her son, as she called the Brahmin's son, to be clothed in gold from head to foot, and that
all his body might shine as gold.



This wish the snake readily granted, but both cow and boy afterwards regretted their request, for
they feared robbers.

One day as the boy had his bath by the river, and combed his long locks of pure gold, some of his
golden hair fell into the water, and was swallowed by a fish. This fish was caught by a fisherman,
and taken for sale to the King's Palace. When they cut it open all present admired the lovely golden
hair, and when the Princess saw it, she said she would never be happy again until she met the
owner. The fisherman was asked where he caught the fish, and people were dispatched in all
directions in boats to search both far and wide.

At last a man in one of the boats espied in the distance a beautiful shining object taking a bath by
the river-side. Little by little the boat came closer and closer, until it was alongside; then the man
called out and asked the bather to come a little nearer. At first the Brahmin's son would not listen,
but after a time he came up to the boat, when, to his surprise, he was at once seized, tied up, and
carried away.

Arrived at the King's Palace he met the Princess, who was very beautiful; and when he saw her he
forgot everything else, and thought only of her.

After a short time they were married, and spent many happy days together; but some one chanced to
offer them a sweetmeat made of curds, such as the black cow often gave her boy, and in a frenzy of
remorse, the Brahmin's son remembered his faithful friend and hastened to the place in the distant
forest where he had last seen her. Arrived there he found only a few bones of dead cattle strewn
about.

He was heart-broken at the sight, and gathered all the bones together into a funeral pyre, upon
which he declared he would lay down his own life; but just as he was about to do this who should
appear but his old friend, the black cow.

They were overjoyed to see each other, and she told him she had only kept the bones there to test
his affection; but now that she was satisfied that he had not forgotten her, the meeting was full of
happiness and joy, so they held a great feast for many days and then went their separate ways as
before.

Dracott, Alice Elizabeth Dracott. Simla Village Tales, or Folk Tales from the Himalayas.
London: John Murray, 1906.




Cinderella (Charles Perrault, France1697 )

Once there was a widower who for his second wife, married a proud and haughty woman. She had
two daughters, who were equally vain. By his first wife, he had a beautiful young daughter who was
a girl of unparalleled goodness and sweet temper. The Stepmother and her daughters forced the first
daughter to complete all the housework. When the girl had done her work, she sat in the cinders,
which caused her to be called "Cinderella”. The poor girl bore it patiently, but she dared not tell her
father, who would have scolded her; his wife controlled him entirely.

One day the Prince invited all the young ladies in the land to a ball so he could choose a wife. As
the two Stepsisters were invited, they gleefully planned their wardrobes. Although Cinderella
assisted them and dreamed of going to the dance, they taunted her by saying a maid could never
attend a ball.

As the sisters swept away to the ball, Cinderella cried in despair. Her Fairy Godmother magically
appeared and vowed to assist Cinderella in attending the ball. She turned a pumpkin into a coach,
mice into horses, a rat into a coachman, and lizards into footmen. She then turned Cinderella's rags
into a beautiful gown, complete with a delicate pair of glass slippers. The Godmother told her to
enjoy the ball, but return before midnight for the spells would be broken.

At the ball, the entire court was entranced by Cinderella, especially the Prince, who never left her
side. Unrecognized by her sisters, Cinderella remembered to leave before midnight. Back home,
Cinderella graciously thanked her Godmother. She then greeted the Stepsisters who enthusiastically
talked of nothing but the beautiful girl at the ball.

When another ball was held the next evening, Cinderella again attended with her Godmaother's help.
The Prince became even more entranced. However, this evening she lost track of time and left only
at the final stroke of midnight, losing one of her glass slippers on the steps of the palace in her
haste. The Prince chased her, but outside the palace, the guards had seen only a simple country
wench leave. The Prince pocketed the slipper and vowed to find and marry the girl to whom it
belonged. Meanwhile, Cinderella kept the other slipper, which had not disappeared when the spell
had broken.

The Prince tried the slipper on all the young women in the land. When the Prince arrived at
Cinderella's villa, the Stepsisters tried in vain. When Cinderella asked if she might try, the
Stepsisters taunted her. Naturally, the slipper fit perfectly, and Cinderella produced the other slipper
for good measure. The Stepsisters begged for forgiveness, and Cinderella forgave them for their
cruelties.

Cinderella returned to the palace where she married the Prince, and the Stepsisters also married two
lords.

Charles Perrault (12 January 1628 — 16 May 1703) was a French author whose best known tales,
often derived from pre-existing folk tales, include Le Petit Chaperon rouge (Little Red Riding
Hood), La Belle au bois dormant (Sleeping Beauty), Le Maitre chat ou le Chat botté (Puss in
Boots), Cendrillon ou la petite pantoufle de verre (Cinderella)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cinderella
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Conkiajgharuna, the Little Rag Girl
(A Georgian Tale)

THERE a miserable peasant. He had a wife and a little daughter. So poor was this peasant that his
daughter was called Conkiajgharuna.

Some time passed, and his wife died. He was unhappy before, but now a greater misfortune had
befallen him. He grieved and at last he said to himself, "I will go and take another wife; she will
mind the house, and tend my orphan child.” So he took a second wife, but this wife brought with her
a daughter of her own. When this woman came into her husband's house and saw his child, she was
angry in heart.

She treated Little Rag Girl badly. She petted her own daughter, but scolded her stepdaughter, and
tried to get rid of her. Every day she gave her a piece of badly cooked bread, and sent her out to
watch the cow, saying, "Here is a loaf; eat of it, give to every wayfarer, and bring the loaf home
whole.” The girl went, and felt very miserable.

Once she was sitting sadly in the field, and began to weep bitterly. The cow listened, and then
opened its mouth, and said, "Why are you weeping? What troubles you?" The girl told her sad tale.
The cow said, "In one of my horns is honey, and in the other is butter, which you can take if you
want to, so why be unhappy?" The girl took the butter and the honey, and in a short time she grew
plump. When the stepmother noticed this she did not know what to do for rage. She rose, and after
that every day she gave her a basket of wool with her; this wool was to be spun and brought home
in the evening finished. The stepmother wished to tire the girl out with toil, so that she should grow
thin and ugly.

Once when Little Rag Girl was tending the cow, it ran away onto a roof. She pursued it, and wished
to drive it back to the road, but she dropped her spindle on the roof. Looking inside she saw an old
woman seated, and said to her, "Good mother, will you give me my spindle?"

The old dame replied, "I am not able, my child, come and take it yourself." The old woman was a
devi.

The girl went in and was lifting up her spindle, when the old dame called out, "Daughter, daughter,
come and look at my head a moment. | am almost eaten up."

The girl came and looked at her head. She was filled with horror; all the worms in the earth seemed
to be crawling there. The little girl stroked her head and removed some, and then said, "You have a
clean head. Why should I look at it?"

This conduct pleased the old woman very much, and she said, "When you leave here, go along such
and such a road, and in a certain place you will see three springs -- one white, one black, and one
yellow. Pass by the white and black, and put your head in the yellow and rinse it with your hands."

The girl did this. She went on her way, and came to the three springs. She passed by the white and
black, and bathed her head with her hands in the yellow fountain. When she looked up she saw that
her hair was quite golden, and her hands, too, shone like gold. In the evening, when she went home,



her stepmother was filled with fury. After this she sent her own daughter with the cow. Perhaps the
same good fortune would visit her!

So Little Rag Girl stayed at home while her stepsister drove out the cow. Once more the cow ran
onto the roof. The girl pursued it, and her spindle fell down. She looked in, and seeing the devi
woman, called out, "Dog of an old woman! Here! Come and give me my spindle!"

The old woman replied, "1 am not able, child, come and take it yourself." When the girl came near,
the old woman said, "Come, child, and look at my head."”

The girl came and looked at her head, and cried out, "Ugh! What a horrid head you have! You are a
disgusting old woman!"

The old woman said, "I thank you, my child; when you go on your way you will see a yellow, a
white, and a black spring. Pass by the yellow and the white springs, and rinse your head with your
hands in the black one."”

The girl did this. She passed by the yellow and white springs, and bathed her head in the black once.
When she looked at herself she was black as an African, and on her head there was a horn. She cut
it off again and again, but it grew larger and larger.

She went home and complained to her mother, who was almost frenzied, but there was no help for
it. Her mother said to herself, "This is all the cow's fault, so it shall be killed."

This cow knew the future. When it learned that it was to be killed, it went to Little Rag Girl and
said, "When | am dead, gather my bones together and bury them in the earth. When you are in
trouble come to my grave, and cry aloud, 'Bring my steed and my royal robes!™ Little Rag Girl did
exactly as the cow had told her. When it was dead she took its bones and buried them in the earth.

After this, some time passed. One holiday the stepmother took her daughter, and they went to
church. She placed a trough in front of Little Rag Girl, spread a large measure of millet in the
courtyard, and said, "Before we come home from church fill this trough with tears, and gather up
this millet, so that not one grain is left." Then they went to church.

Little Rag Girl sat down and began to weep. While she was crying a neighbor came in a said, "Why
are you in tears? What is the matter?" The little girl told her tale. The woman brought all the brood
hens and chicken, and they picked up every grain of millet, then she put a lump of salt in the trough
and poured water over it. "There, child,” said she, "there are your tears! Now go and enjoy
yourself.”

Little Rag Girl then thought of the cow. She went to its grave and called out, "Bring me my steed
and my royal robes!" There appeared at once a horse and beautiful clothes. Little Rag Girl put on
the garments, mounted the horse, and went to the church.

There all the folk began to stare at her. They were amazed at her grandeur. Her stepsister whispered
to her mother when she saw her, "This girl is very much like our Little Rag Girl!"



Her mother smiled scornfully and said, "Who would give that sun darkener such robes?"

Little Rag Girl left the church before anyone else; she changed her clothes in time to appear before
her stepmother in rags. On the way home, as she was leaping over a stream, in her haste she let her
slipper fall in.

A long time passed. Once when the king's horses were drinking water in this stream, they saw the
shining slipper and were so afraid that they would drink no more water. The king was told that there
was something shining in the stream, and that the horses were afraid.

The king commanded his divers to find out what it was. They found the golden slipper, and
presented it to the king. When he saw it, he commanded his viziers, saying, "Go and seek the owner
of this slipper, for I will wed none but her.” His viziers sought the maiden, but they could find no
one whom the slipper would fit.

Little Rag Girl's mother heard this, adorned her daughter, and placed her on a throne. Then she went
and told the king that she had a daughter whose foot he might look at. It was exactly the model for
the shoe. She put Little Rag Girl in a corner, with a big basket over her. When the king came into
the house he sat down on the basket, in order to try on the slipper.

Little Rag Girl took a needle and pricked the king from under the basket. He jumped up, stinging
with pain, and asked the stepmother what she had under the basket. The stepmother replied, "It is
only a turkey I have there."

The king sat down on the basket again, and Little Rag Girl again stuck the needle into him. The
king jumped up, and cried out, "Lift the basket. I will see underneath!"

The stepmother pleaded with him, saying, "Do not blame me, your majesty, it is only a turkey, and
it will run away."

But the king would not listen to her pleas. He lifted the basket up, and Little Rag Girl came forth,
and said, "This slipper is mine, and fits me well." She sat down, and the king found that it was
indeed a perfect fit. Little Rag Girl became the king's wife, and her shameless stepmother was left
with a dry throat.

Wardrop, Marjory. Georgian Folk Tales. London: David Nutt, 1894.




