
A copy of the losing tale we have been learning in class over the last 2 weeks 

 

The Egyptian Cinderella 

 

Long ago, in the land of Egypt, where the green Nile River widens to meet the sea, there lived a slave called 

Rhodofis. Rhodofis looked different to the other Egyptian girls. Their eyes were brown and hers were 

green. Their hair hung straight to their shoulders while the breeze blew hers into tangles. Their skin glowed 

like copper whereas her skin burned red beneath the sun. Her master was kind although he was old and 

liked to doze under the fig tree. This is when the other servant girls would order Rhodofis about. 

“I’m hungry Rhodofis!” they would shout at her. “Bake the bread!” 

 

Rosy-cheeked Rhodofis made friends with the animals instead. At the end of the day, when her chores 

were done, she would dance for her animal friends. She twirled so lightly that her tiny bare feet scarcely 

touched the ground. One day, her master awakened to see her dancing.  

“Such a gift deserves a reward! You shall go bare foot no more!” he called out. 

Her master ordered her a pair of dainty slippers that sparkled like fireflies. 

 

That evening, it was announced the pharaoh was going to be holding a ball to find a queen. Oh how 

Rhodofis longed to go with the other girls.  

“You must stay behind Rhodofis!” The servant girls jeered. “You have linen to wash, grain to grind and a 

garden to weed.” 

The next morning, the girls left in their finest clothes. 

 

As Rhodofis washed the clothes, she splashed muddy water onto her slippers. She quickly wiped it off and 

left them in the sun to dry. Suddenly, a large shadow fell on the water. When Rhodofis looked up she saw a 

giant falcon soaring away. Dangling from its talons, was one of her beautiful slippers. 

“No! Stop! Come back!” she pleaded. 

But the falcon flew towards the sun until he was just a tiny dark speck against the gold. Rhodofis tucked 

the other slipper into her tunic and continued with her work, salting the river with her tears. 

 

The mighty falcon followed the river all the way to the square where the pharaoh was holding his ball. The 

pharaoh’s name was Amasis. On his head, he wore the red and white crown of Egypt. Amasis sat on his 

throne and yawned. At that moment, the falcon dropped the slipper on his lap. It was so bright Amasis 

thought it was a scrap of the sun. 

“The Gods send me a sign!” he cried. “Whose ever foot this slipper fits will be my queen!” 

 

Amasis called for his chariot and began his search at once. The pharaoh journeyed to distant cities, tracked 

the deserts where the pyramids tower over the sand and climbed steep cliffs but no one would fit into the 

small shoe. Finally, Amasis reached the river bank where Rhodofis and the servant girls lived. The girls ran 

to try on the shoe while Rhodofis hid in the rushes. The girls cramped their feet, curled their toes and 

squeezed until tears ran down their cheeks but still their heels hung over. The pharaoh spied Rhodofis 

hiding in the rushes and asked her to try on the slipper. She slid her tiny foot into the slipper whilst pulling 

out the other from her tunic. At that moment, the pharaoh announced she would be his queen. 


