Turkey Girl – A Zuni Cinderella Story
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YM9xHXpmVak&t=26s [4.3 866]

There was once a poor girl who lived in the hut made of sticks across the fields from the pueblo. Everyone knew her. Everyone called her Turkey Girl. Turkey Girl had no family to care for her. The only way she could survive was by watching the flocks of turkeys for the people of the village, because in those times the birds we call wild turkeys lived as tame birds in the pueblos. Everyone knew Turkey Girl, but they did not ever include her in any games or dances. They would only give her scraps of food and old clothes to pay her for her work. The only friends she had were the big birds that she cared for every day.
Sometimes she would talk to the turkeys. She would tell them how unhappy, how lonely she was. And the turkeys would look at her. They would cock their head to one side. They would gobble softly, as if they could understand what she was saying.
Well, one day messengers from a neighboring pueblo arrived. They brought the news that their village was going to have dances in four days, and everyone from Turkey Girl's village was invited. Turkey Girl heard the news. She wished she could go to the dances, but she knew she would only look foolish in her raggedy old clothes. And besides, the people would expect her to stay and watch over the turkeys. She was so sad. And then four days later, when she saw the people leaving the village in their finest clothes, going off to the dances, she was even sadder. She sat down on a rock. She took her head in her hands and she started to cry.
And while she sat there crying, one of the turkeys ran up to her and started pecking at her head. And then another one did too. And another one. And she thought, "Oh no, even the turkeys have turned against me. Well, I don't care. I don't care if they kill me.“
 But the turkeys were not trying to harm Turkey Girl. They were picking the lice out of her hair. They were pulling out the knots and combing it out smooth. When the turkeys had combed her long black hair out straight, they all turned and they ran to the river. 
She followed them. And when she arrived at the riverbank, the turkeys charged at her and pushed her into the water. They wouldn't let her come back up onto the bank until she had been washed clean by the water of the river. And then the biggest turkey in the flock flapped its wings and gobbled, and from under its wings fell a pair of beautiful white buckskin moccasins. 
Another turkey flapped its wings and gobbled. Oh, and a finely woven white manta fell from under its wings. One by one, the turkeys all flapped their wings and gobbled, and another piece of a dance costume would fall. Before long, the most beautiful dance outfit she had ever seen lay on the floor in front of her.
She picked up the clothing and put it on, and then she hurried off to go to the dances. At the dances, everywhere she walked, young men would follow her and try to start a conversation with her. Even some of the old men made fools of themselves and tried to get her attention. And then a couple of the young men started arguing with each other, trying to get close to Turkey Girl. And then they began to fight.
Turkey Girl was frightened. She ran away from the dances. She ran back to the turkey pens. She sat down on the rock where she had begun the day crying, and the turkeys gathered around her. She told them breathlessly about everything that had happened at the dances. 
But some people had left the dances early. And they came by and saw Turkey Girl. They recognized her and they said, "Oh, look. Turkey Girl must be a witch. She turned herself into a beautiful maiden to go to the dances and cause trouble among the young men." They went back and told the other people what they had seen, and everyone came to catch Turkey Girl and punish her for being a witch.
But the turkeys knew what was happening, and they ran away from the pens. They ran up toward the mountains. Turkey Girl followed them. When the people arrived at the turkey pens, they saw Turkey Girl far off in the distance. They tried to catch her, but they were unable to overtake her.
And Turkey Girl never returned to live in the pueblo. Maybe she spent the rest of her life living in the mountains with her only true friends, the turkeys. Maybe she's living up there still. And the turkeys never returned to live as tame birds in the pueblo.
Now, if someone wants turkey meat to eat, or they want a turkey wing bone to make a flute with, or they want turkey feathers to make into a blanket, they have to go turkey hunting in the mountains. And wild turkeys are not easy to catch.
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