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The Bloody Slipper 

 Bells tolled in the distance, washing their sounds over the little kitchen garden. Cindy 

was curled up by the basil, sobbing—her dress was in shreds, barely covering her body. 

Moonlight shimmered in the garden, glistening on the leaves; the ground was still wet from a 

recent rainfall, but Cindy didn’t notice. She just wished the bells would stop ringing. So the 

prince was having his stupid birthday. What did she care anyway?  

 All of a sudden, there was a gentle touch on Cindy’s shoulder. She looked up blearily at 

what seemed to be a moonbeam, but when she wiped the tears out of her eyes, there stood a 

beautiful winged woman, looking down at her. “That’s right, dear,” the woman said, and her 

voice was silvery and bright like the moon itself. “Wipe your tears away—you’re going to the 

ball!”  

 “It’s a stupid ball,” Cindy said. “There’s no reason for me to go.”  

 “Oh, don’t talk like that—you sound like a certain fox I once knew. Don’t ask me why a 

fox wanted grapes in the first place.”  

 “Wait—what?” Cindy said.  

 “Never mind!” the woman exclaimed breezily. She pulled out a crystal ball from an 

unseen pocket—or at least, Cindy assumed there was a pocket involved. She couldn’t be certain. 

“Now let’s get you ready for the ball—you shall dazzle them!”  

 “Stop it,” Cindy said. “You’re being absurd. Look at my dress—I worked all night on it!” 

Cindy held out the rags from her body. It hadn’t been much. She’d pieced together two of her 

stepsisters’ castoff gowns, taking the trim and findings from one, and the satin from another. Her 

stepsisters had undone all that work in an instant.  
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 “Then we need a new dress,” the ethereal woman said. She had silver hair and was 

dressed in gossamer that floated around her as if she were standing under water. “Look into my 

glass, dear.”  

 Cindy drew herself to her knees and wiped the remaining tears from her eyes, choking on 

a sob as she did. She looked into the glass, and then, instead of her green rags, she saw herself 

transformed. Her hair coiled itself into a new style, and her face now was made up with blush 

and eye shadow and everything. She stopped looking into the ball, and instead looked at the fairy 

in front of her.  

 “Well, get up, my dear,” the fairy said. “I’ve got some other girls to help tonight—I can’t 

spend all night with you. Look at yourself.” 

 Cindy did. She looked down and found that she was wearing a splendid ball gown; the 

bodice was midnight blue and studded with diamonds that were denser in a diagonal line across 

her front, like the Milky Way across the sky above her. Her skirt was gold and silver, woven and 

embroidered together. But it was as soft as velvet. The gown took her breath away—and she 

could not get it back. She tried to push out against the corset, but it was firm and laced too tight. 

“Ah—thank you, but—” Cindy tried to say.  

 “Yes, I know—shoes, of course you need shoes with a gown like that,” the fairy said.  

 Cindy tried to protest, but the fairy hushed her. “Don’t worry. You’ll have the whole 

package—standard deal. Just make sure you leave the ball by midnight.” The fairy turned the 

crystal ball in her hand, and it transformed into a pair of perfect glass slippers, with neat stiletto 

heels. When the fairy touched them, they disappeared from her hands, and Cinderella found 

herself two and a half inches taller. She lifted the skirt and looked down, and there her toes were 

crammed into the glass. She could see them turning bright red.  
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 “Really, thank you, but—” Cindy started to protest.  

 “A carriage, I know, I know.” The fairy pointed to a pumpkin, and the pumpkin grew into 

a carriage. Some ants were transformed into the appropriate servants, and the carriage door stood 

open for Cindy to enter. “In you go, off you go—to the ball!”  

 “But I—” Cindy said. But the fairy had gone. There was only one thing left to do, Cindy 

considered. She got into the carriage and stiffly sat down.  

 The ball was splendid—all the ladies were trussed and painted and draped as Cindy had 

never seen. But Cindy’s foot fell asleep shortly after she made her entrance. She went to a corner 

of the ball and tried to lean over to take off the offending shoes.  

 There was a tap on her shoulder. “Oh, thank goodness,” Cindy said, supposing the fairy 

had come to resize the gown and the shoes. But when she looked at who stood next to each other, 

she found it was the prince. “Ah—forgive me!” she cried. But she was quite breathless; the 

corset didn’t allow for much more.  

 “It would be a shame,” said the prince, “if you were so dressed up but had no one to 

dance with. May I have the honor?”  

 Cindy tried to stammer a protest, but then she remembered herself. There was no denying 

the prince at his birthday ball. Something registered faintly with Cindy that he was handsome, 

but that was the least of her concerns. A waltz started, and Cindy began to dance on tingling toes. 

Each step was like a pincushion pressing into her feet. The glass edges of the slippers cut into her 

feet. She winced and stumbled, and the prince caught her. “Are you quite all right?” the prince 

asked.  

 “I—I think I have a headache,” Cindy said, and a tear rolled down her cheek, smudging 

her mascara.  
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 The prince escorted her back to the corner, where she sat down at his command. “I’ll go 

and fetch you some punch,” he offered. Before Cindy could object, he was off—his step was 

light and sprightly. He was, in short, everything Cindy had hoped—but she lifted her skirt a little 

and was much more concerned by the appearance of her feet.  

She managed to pull off first one slipper, and then the other. She found that one had 

blood on the edges, where it had cut into her foot while she was dancing, and her toes were 

purple. She laid down the other slipper while she looked at the bloody one in dismay. Then she 

heard the bells tolling in the tower above the ballroom. Midnight. Already. The fairy hadn’t 

given her much time.  

She got up instantly and ran out of the ballroom, out of the palace. As the last bell struck, 

her corset disappeared, and she was left in rags, holding a bloody shoe. She staggered home, 

limping on her crushed toes.  

The prince, meanwhile, returned to where he had left his partner; there was nothing there 

but an empty chair and a glass slipper. The prince put down the glass of punch and picked up the 

slipper.  

 

When it was announced through the city that the prince was seeking the maiden he had 

met at the ball, Cindy’s heart dropped along with the tray she was holding at the time. After 

being soundly scolded by her stepmother, she locked herself in the kitchen, sitting among the 

ashes on the hearth, where she had hidden the glass slipper. Cindy took the bloody slipper out 

from behind the stack of firewood and laid it in front of her. She folded up tightly, hugging her 

knees to her chest.  
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She heard the trumpets that announced the prince’s arrival. The prince and his entourage 

were shown into the dining room, where Cindy could hear and see everything through the 

keyhole. As the voices got closer, she got terrified and went to the keyhole to watch, so that she 

would know if anyone threatened to enter her kitchen.  

“The prince,” said the prince’s valet, “has vowed he will marry the girl who fits this 

slipper—the girl who wore the diamond gown at the ball.”  

Cindy gasped but kept her silence. She wanted to forget the ball; the prince should marry 

someone better than her anyway, she thought. Her older stepsister proclaimed the slipper was 

hers, and that she had surely lost it. She offered her foot to the valet, who tried to fit the slipper 

on it. She couldn’t fit into the slipper, and the valet declared she was lying.  

“Then her life is forfeit,” said a duke who accompanied the prince. “She has lied to our 

prince.”  

Cindy clutched her throat, terrified. Although her stepsisters treated her like one of the 

cinders in the kitchen, she didn’t want to see them executed. They were the only family she had.  

“No—it’s mine,” the other sister said quickly. “My sister was only trying to spare me an 

unexpected marriage. I told her to lie. Try to slipper on me; if it doesn’t fit me, take my life, not 

hers.”  

Cindy closed her eyes, relieved. There was some humanity in the girls; she’d always 

known it. But she opened her eyes when her stepsister’s triumphant cry broke through the house. 

“It fits!” the girl shrieked. “See! Like a glove!”  

Cindy couldn’t see clearly enough through the keyhole. Terrified that her sister had 

actually managed to fit the blasted shoe, she threw open the door. There was her stepsister, 
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sitting before the kneeling prince, the glass slipper fitted perfectly on her dainty foot. “Wait!” 

Cindy cried.  

“Oh, don’t pay any mind to her, dear,” the stepsister said to the prince. “She’s just the 

scullery maid, you know. It was I at that ball—look at my face and tell me it’s not so.”  

“No,” Cindy said. “That slipper is mine. I wore it.”  

The duke stepped forward, but the prince stood up and stopped him with a wave. “Let her 

try to shoe on,” said the prince. “It may be that this shoe fits more than one woman in this 

kingdom—and if that’s so, then I can’t marry them all, can I?” The entourage tittered at the joke.  

Cindy sat down and the valet moved the slipper from her stepsister’s foot to Cindy’s. But 

the shoe didn’t fit; the valet tried to jam it on a little, but it wouldn’t go. Cindy’s foot was too 

swollen to even force it into the shoe. She winced in agony with each attempt and tears sprang to 

the corners of her eyes.  

“Why—why would you lie to me?” the prince said.  

Cindy burst into sobs, burying her face in her sooty hands. “I’m not lying, your highness,” 

she said. “The shoe is mine—it never fit!”  

“Prove it,” the duke said, “or your life is forfeit.”  

“I was there—I said I had a headache, and your highness went to get me a glass of punch, 

and when you came back, I was gone. I’d run away,” Cindy said. 

“That’s… true,” the prince said. “That’s what happened at the ball. But how do I know 

you’re not just reciting a rumor?”  

“The dress—it was gold and silver. But the bodice was blue and diamonds.” 
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“Anyone might have seen me wearing that, and been able to describe such a memorable 

dress,” the stepsister whom the shoe fit declared. “Anyway, she helped me into the dress, and I 

told her the story of the ball—of course she knows that. That proves nothing.” 

Cindy looked up at her. “Why would you betray me now?” she asked. “Isn’t it enough 

that you make me sleep in the cinders in my own father’s house?”  

“Ha! Listen to the little tart putting on airs!” said the stepmother. “My daughter is 

speaking the truth—pay no mind to this uppity servant, your majesty.”  

“Wait—I have the other shoe!” Cindy said. She got up and ran into the kitchen. She 

returned just as fast with the bloody slipper. “Here it is, your majesty—the match to that one.”  

The prince picked up the shoe and turned it over. It did indeed match the first glass 

slipper.  

“She stole it from me!” the small-footed stepsister said. “She’s always stealing 

everything—why just last week she stole my green satin dress!”  

“And the lace off my pink one!” the other stepsister said.  

“I only keep her on out of pity, your highness,” the stepmother said.  

The prince, however, was entranced by the second slipper. He kept turning it over in his 

hands. “But there is blood on it,” he said quietly.  

Cindy lifted her brown skirt and showed her feet. There was a long curved scab along the 

one that fit the bloody slipper, in just the shape of the slipper’s edge. “Forgive me, your 

highness,” Cindy said. “I lied to you then, but I’m not lying now. It wasn’t a headache I had—

you see, it was the slipper. It never fit.”  


