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Introduction
 
 
“La Belle et la Bête” by Madame de Villeneuve, here translated as “The

Beauty and the Beast, was first published in 1740 as by far the longest item
in a two-volume collection entitled La Jeune Américaine et les Contes
marins, signed “Madame de ***” and bearing a title-page alleging that it
had been printed in La Haye [The Hague]. Although it is not impossible
that it really had been published in The Hague, the attachment of title-pages
bearing false places of publication was commonplace at the time for works
printed in Paris without the benefit of the royal license necessary for licit
publication, and the likelihood is that it was really published in Paris.

The collection was incomplete, the frame story containing the included
tales breaking off with a long way still to go and the number of stories
included being fewer than the number advertised in the prefatory note. In
1865, however, some years after the author’s death, the two earlier volumes
were reprinted, as the first two items in a five-volume collection entitled
Contes de Madame de Villeneuve, similarly bearing title-pages claiming
publication in the Hague but also giving a Paris address from which the
volumes could be purchased.

The three new volumes did not contain the material missing from the
earlier collection. Although the frame narrative is continued in a rather
tokenistic fashion, the additional volumes are almost completely taken up
by a single novel, “Les Nayades,” translated as “The Naiads” in our
companion volume. That collection too is manifestly incomplete, the final
page advertizing the imminent continuation of the series of tales with one
entitled “L’Empire du temps et le pouvoir de la patience” [The Empire of
Time and the Power of Patience], which never materialized (the 1768 book
entitled Le Temps et la Patience bearing her signature is simply a reprint of
La Jeune Américaine.) Presumably, the author had intended to work on that
continuation before her death but was unable to do so.

Madame de Villeneuve (1685?-1755) began life as Gabrielle-Suzanne
Barbot, born in Paris to Protestant parents from La Rochelle. Although



there is some uncertainty about her birth-date, which contemporary
bibliographers were unable to discover, modern sources claim that she was
born in the same year that Louis XIV revoked the Edict of Nantes and thus
rendered French Protestants vulnerable to relentless and savage persecution.
In 1706 she was married to Jean-Baptiste Gallon de Villeneuve, of Poitou, a
lieutenant-colonel in the infantry, but she requested a legal separation of
their assets within six months, her husband already having squandered most
of their combined fortune. In 1711 she was widowed; she had apparently
given birth to a daughter, but all historical trace of her was lost and she
probably had not survived infancy.

Soon reduced to penury, Madame de Villeneuve returned to Paris in
search of gainful employment, where she met the playwright Prosper Jolyot
de Crébillon (1674-1762), subsequently known as Crébillon père in order to
differentiate him from his son, also a writer, and eventually moved in with
him and lived with him until her death. Crébillon père served as a crown
censor licensing publications, so Madame de Villeneuve became familiar
not only with the requirements for obtaining such licensing but also the
procedures that could be followed in their absence. She published four more
books after La Jeune Américaine during her lifetime, one of which was
another collection of tales, Les Belles solitaires (1745) and the other three
being naturalistic novels, one of which, La Jardinière de Vincennes [The
Gardener of Vincennes] (1753), was moderately successful. Although there
is no formal record of who it was that arranged for the posthumous
publication of the 1765 Contes, and Crébillon père was already dead by
then, the likeliest candidate seems to be Crébillon fils (1707-1777), also a
royal censor, who might have inherited the manuscript of “Les Nayades”
along with his father’s property.

A further naturalistic novel published after Madame de Villeneuve’s
death, in 1757 is widely attributed to her, but the author of her entry in the
1827 Biographie universelle published by Louis Gabriel Michaud flatly
denies that attribution and also denies her authorship of several other tales
wrongly attributed to her by various sources, although he does not question
her authorship of “Les Nayades,” in spite of its belated date of publication.
Nor had Joseph de La Porte, who included a long synopsis of the novel in
the account of the author contained in his Histoire littéraire des femmes



françoises (1769), although he was careful to say that the other posthumous
novel was only “attributed” to her, without endorsing her authorship of it.

Madame de Villeneuve owes such posthumous fame as she still retains
primarily to an abridged adaptation of “La Belle et la Bête,” which was
published by Jeanne-Marie Leprince de Beaumont (1711-1780) in her
Magasin des Enfants—not a magazine but a kind of educative manual for
parents and teachers—in 1743. The shorter adaptation became far more
famous than Madame de Villeneuve’s original, and is the version that has
been reprinted, copied and adopted relentlessly ever since. Although it is
not inconceivable that Madame de Villeneuve gave her permission for the
adaptation, the overwhelming probability is that it was simply plagiarized,
Leprince de Beaumont knowing full well that, as the original was an
unlicensed publication, there could be no legal grounds for complaint.

Although Madame de Villeneuve’s authentic version was reprinted by
Charles-Joseph de Mayer in his forty-one-volume collection of Le Cabinet
de fées, ou Collection choisie des contes de fées et autres contes
merveilleux [The Fays’ Cabinet, or selected Collection of Tales of
Enchantment and Other Marvelous Tales] (1785-1789), which was similarly
unlicensed and bore title pages claiming publication in Amsterdam, it
virtually disappeared from view thereafter and remained difficult to find for
the next two hundred years, prior to a 1996 reprint of the story. It was,
however, translated into English by James Robinson Le Planché (1796-
1880), supplying by far the longest item in his volume Four and Twenty
Fairy Tales (1858), and Le Planché also adapted the story for the stage; his
rather mannered version has been reprinted recently and is currently in
print, but I thought it worth doing a new translation to accompany “The
Naiads,” because the juxtaposition of the two tales adds interest to both.

The Leprince de Beaumont version of “La Belle et la Bête” was also
translated into English, and became the basis for numerous further
adaptations, of which the best known during the 19th century was probably
a retelling in verse published as an anonymous booklet in 1811, generally
credited to Charles Lamb—although Andrew Lang doubted that attribution,
and challenged it when he reprinted the poem in 1887. It is at least arguable,
however, that the principal interest of Madame de Villeneuve’s original
story is not so much the basic narrative that was plagiarized by Leprince de
Beaumont as the two supplements ignored in the abridged version, in the



first of which the re-metamorphosed Beast explains how he came to be
transformed into the monster and why it was forced to act in the fashion it
did in regard to the Beauty; in the other, the fay who has contrived the
Prince’s liberation from his curse then fills in a further back-story, which
explains how and for what motives an evil rival placed her in that elaborate
necessity. The second back-story contains an original account of the
organization and internal politics of the world of Faerie that is of
considerable interest in itself, as well as completing the explanatory schema
of the enigmatic fundamental tale.

The corrupt version of “La Belle et la Bête” included in the 1743
Magasin des Enfants is illustrated, and the illustrations depict the Beast as a
large dog, but the story lends no encouragement to that depiction, and it
does not correspond at all with the only four specific details contained in
the original story, which are that the Beast is equipped with something
resembling an elephant’s trunk, has scales that rattle, has paws instead of
hands and is extremely heavy. Later images that equip the creature with an
animalesque head but a more-or-less human body—including the
illustrations in Le Planché’s Four and Twenty Fairy Tales—have no warrant
in either version. The Magasin des Enfants version is also harsher in its
moral judgments, punishing the Beauty’s jealous sisters (reduced to two
from the original five) by turning them into statues rather than forgiving
them and treating them kindly—a moral policy taken to an unusual extreme
in “Les Nayades.”

It is not immediately obvious to a modern reader why “La Belle et la
Bête” was published without a royal license, especially given that the
author had a close liaison with a censor able to hand out such licenses. In
fact, that might have been the problem, and Crébillon père might well have
thought that if he or anyone else granted a license to a book written by his
mistress—his Protestant mistress—it might render him vulnerable to
criticism, and perhaps to attack. It is unlikely that the mere fact that the
Beast continually asks Beauty point-blank whether she will permit him to
couche [go to bed] with her would have caused difficulties, but what might
well have done is the fact that although the story is explicitly set in the
present rather than the vague legendary past in which most contes de fées
are set, albeit a long way from France, it contains absolutely no mention of
religion, and is thus literally ungodly.



That might be considered from a distance as a delicate diplomatic
omission on the part of a Protestant writer working in a sternly Catholic
country, but the representatives of the Catholic Church would undoubtedly
have seen the matter differently. The absence of religion from the Magasin
des Enfants version is less obvious, and that version is, in any case,
contained within a stubbornly pious frame narrative, which includes
numerous versions of stories from the Old Testament retold in a manner to
which no Catholic clergyman would have objected.

“Les Nayades,” which is set in a vague distant past, addresses the
diplomatic problem of godliness differently, the author equipping her
fictitious realm with a pagan religion honoring “divinities” based on
elemental spirits; it might nevertheless have been regarded with a similarly
jaundiced eye by censors who were supposed to be defending the Church as
well as the State from seditious notions. Although the King who is one of
the story’s main characters advocates and practices a hyper-Christian
forgiveness of his enemies, relentlessly turning his other cheek to the most
vicious slaps, he does not do so in Christ’s example, and the underlying
rhetoric of the narrative calls that policy somewhat into question—without,
however, resorting to the crude and brutal principle of talion featured in the
Magasin des Enfants version of “La Belle et la Bête.”

Although contes de fées of the length of “Le Belle et la Bête” were not
unknown by 1740, although not very common—the Mayer Cabinet des fées
contains several similar items—“Les Nayades” is perhaps unique in being
more than twice as long, extending to approximately 94,000 words. It is, in
consequence, one of the earliest “fantasy novels” that can be readily
assimilated to the modern genre that was belatedly given that label in the
1970s. Like “La Belle et la Bête,” it uses several of the stock motifs of
contes de fées, featuring a Prince Perfect who falls in love with a
shepherdess, unaware that she is really a Princess, as well as an exceedingly
wicked stepmother and a grotesquely exaggerated ugly sister to supply the
beleaguered heroine with an excess of persecution, but, like its predecessor,
it is conscientiously concerned to “look behind” those motifs and provide
them with much more elaborate explanatory schemas than was then
conventional. The embedded story of the strange custodian of the Mill of
Misfortune and the explanation of Prince Perfect’s true identity provided by



the gnomide queen are addenda as interesting as the supplements in the
earlier novella.

Madame de Villeneuve has suffered the fate to which numerous female
writers of her era were subjected—including some who had fewer
prejudicial strikes against them than she had—in being largely ignored by
historians and critics, and her     fantasies have faded almost entirely for
view. They were somewhat handicapped in attracting the attention of
anthologists by their length—those in the totally neglected Les Belles
solitaires are also long—but in terms of their content, the author was
certainly as enterprising and as interesting as any of the other writers in her
problematic genre, and more so, from a modern viewpoint, than many of
those whose greater orthodoxy facilitated licensed publication.

Modern feminists have not taken up her cause, some of them, in fact,
asserting that “Le Belle et la Bête”—which they tend to know only in the
corrupted version—sends entirely the wrong message to girls in need of
future liberation from masculine bestiality, but she is a more complicated
and more sophisticated writer than that superficial reading of the
Beauty/Beast motif implies, and the source of vigor, enterprise and moral
fortitude featured in her work is always female, albeit mostly associated on
the side of virtue with fays, naiads, hamadryads and gnomides, who lend
their support to human women whose actions are hesitant no matter how
strong their resilience might be.

Madame de Villeneuve’s main strength as a writer, however, and the
main interest she retains for modern readers, does not lie in her politics or
her sexual politics, which are admittedly and understandably old-fashioned
now, even though they were not devoid of challenge in their epoch, but in
the nature and intensity of her imagination. She was one of a number of
eighteenth-century writers whose involvement with contes merveilleux was
inquisitive and analytical, interested in experimenting with the deployment
of narrative implements of such tales, studying their logic and extrapolating
their use. Such work has been done with far more sophistication and
expertise by modern writers, but that does not detract from her status and
achievements as a pioneer, who helped lay groundwork on which countless
future writers were to build, and whose endeavors remain enjoyable as well
as fascinating.

 



The translation of “La Belle et la Bête” was made from the 1996 reprint
published by Le Cabinet des Lettres, edited by Jacques Cotin and Élizabeth
Lemirre. The translation of “Les Nayades” was made from the version of
the 1865 Contes reproduced on Google Books. The latter version has a very
small amount of text missing because one of the pages in the scanned book
was badly torn, so I have adjusted the text slightly at that point in order to
maintain its continuity. The original version of “Les Nayades” contains a
few interruptions and supplementary annotations by the supposed teller of
the tale, some of which I have omitted on the grounds of their redundancy.

Although Cotin and Lemirre retained some of the eccentric features of
the typesetting of the original, I have modernized the presentation of the
both texts, introducing the quotation marks that are, in any case, necessary
in all English translations of French texts. The original texts do not contain
any text breaks apart from the entirely arbitrary breaks between volumes
and the bracketing of the Beast’s story in the novella, but I have introduced
text-breaks for the convenience of readers, mostly where there are changes
of scene or viewpoint that would usually be accompanied by text breaks in
modern works. The layout of the original texts, including the distribution of
paragraph breaks will have been determined by the typesetter, not the
author; as it does not represent authorial intention, it did not seem to me to
be inappropriate to modify it slightly in order to make the text more
comfortably readable.

 
Brian Stableford



 

THE BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
 
 
In a country far away from this one there is a great city in which

flourishing commerce is abundant. It once counted among its citizens a
merchant fortunate in his enterprises, over whom good fortune, at the whim
of his desires, had always spread its finest favors. But if he had immense
wealth, he also had a great many children. His family was composed of six
boys and six girls. None of them was established. The boys were young
enough not to be in any hurry. The girls, too proud of the great wealth on
which they were used to counting, could not easily settle on the choice that
they had to make, although their vanity was flattered by the assiduities of
the most brilliant young men.

A reverse of fortune that they did not expect came to trouble the comfort
of their life. Their house caught fire. The magnificent furniture that filled it,
the books of tales, the banknotes, the gold, the silver and all the precious
merchandise that composed the merchant’s wealth were enveloped in that
disastrous conflagration, which was so violent that very little was saved.

That first misfortune was only the forerunner of others. The father, for
whom everything until then had prospered, also lost, whether by virtue of
shipwreck or piracy, the ships that he had at sea. His correspondents
rendered him bankrupt; his agents in foreign countries betrayed him; and in
sum, from the greatest opulence, he suddenly fell into frightful poverty.

All that remained to him was a small country residence situated in a
deserted location more than a hundred leagues from the city, which became
his ordinary abode. Constrained to find a refuge far from the tumult and the
noise, it was there that he took his family, in despair at such a revolution.

The unfortunate man’s daughters, especially, only envisaged with horror
the life that they were going to lead in that sad solitude. For some time, they
flattered themselves that when their father’s intention became known, the
suitors that had sought their hand would be overjoyed that they had would
soften their attitude. They all imagined that the honor of their preference



would be eagerly sought. They even thought that they had only to wish it to
obtain husbands.

They were not left in such a pleasant error for long. They had lost the
finest of their attractions in seeing their father’s brilliant fortune disappear
like a flash of lightning, and for them, the season of choice had passed. The
eager host of admirers disappeared at the moment of their disgrace. The
power of their charms could not retain any of them.

Their friends were no more generous than their lovers. As soon as they
were in poverty, all of them, without exception, ceased their acquaintance.
One even pushed cruelty so far as to impute the disaster that had overtaken
them to their own fault. Those to whom the father had been the most
obliging were the most eager to calumniate him. They suggested that he had
attracted his misfortunes by his bad conduct, his profusions, and the foolish
expenditures that he had made and allowed his children to make.

In consequence, therefore, the unfortunate family was unable to make
any other decision than to abandon a city where everyone made it a pleasure
to insult their disgrace. Having no other resource, they confined themselves
in their country house, situated in the middle of an almost impracticable
forest, which might well have been the saddest abode on earth. How much
chagrin they had to endure in that frightful solitude! It was necessary to
resolve to labor at the most difficult tasks. Unable to have anyone to serve
them, the sons of the unfortunate merchant shared the domestic chores and
labors between them. All of them were endlessly occupied in what the
countryside demands of those who want to extract their subsistence
therefrom.

The daughters, for their part, had no lack of employment. Like peasants,
they were obliged to make their delicate hands serve for all the functions of
rural life. Only wearing woolen clothing, no longer having anything to
satisfy their vanity, only able to live on what the local land could furnish,
limited to simple necessity, but still having a taste for refinement and
delicacy, the young women regretted the city and their charms incessantly.
The memory of their early years, rapidly passed in the midst of laughter and
games, was their greatest torture.

However, the youngest of them showed the most constancy and
resolution in their common misfortune. She was seen to play her part
generously, with a firmness far above her age. It was not that she had not



given signs of veritable sadness at first—oh, who would not be sensible to
such misfortunes?—but after having deplored her father’s misfortunes,
could she do any better than to resume her original gaiety, embrace by
choice the sole estate in which she found herself and forget a society in
which she had her family had experienced ingratitude, on the amity of
which she had been so completely convinced that it was necessary not to
count in adversity?

Attentive to consoling her father and her brothers by the mildness of her
character and the cheerfulness of her spirit, what did she not imagine in
order to amuse them agreeably? The merchant had spared nothing for her
education and that of her sisters. In those testing times she obtained all the
advantage from it that she desired. Playing several musical instruments very
well, which she accompanied with her voice, she invited her sisters to
follow her example, but her cheerfulness and patience only made them
sadder.

Those young women, whom such great disgrace rendered inconsolable,
found in the conduct of their younger sister a pettiness of mind, a baseness
of soul, and even the weakness of living gaily in the estate to which Heaven
had reduced them.

“How happy she is!” said the eldest. “She is made for coarse
occupations. With sentiments so base, what would she have been able to do
in society?”

Such comments were unjust. The young women would have been as
able to shine as any of them. A perfect beauty ornamented her youth; an
even humor rendered her adorable. Her heart, as generous as it was
compassionate, was visible in everything. As sensible as her sisters to the
revolution that had overwhelmed her family, by virtue of a strength of mind
that is not ordinary in her sex, she was able to hide her dolor and rise above
adversity. So much constancy passed for insensitivity, but a judgment born
of jealousy is easily summoned.

Known by enlightened persons for what she was, everyone hastened to
give her preference. In the midst of her greatest splendor, if her merit had
caused her to stand out, her beauty had caused her to be given, in particular,
the name of “the Beauty.”1 Merely in being known by that name, what more
was necessary to augment the jealousy and hatred of her sisters?



Her charms, and the general esteem she had acquired, should have
enabled her to hope for an establishment more advantageous than her
sisters, but, only touched by her father’s misfortunes, far from making any
effort to delay his departure from a city in which she had had so much
pleasure, she devoted all her care to hasten its execution. That daughter
gave evidence in solitude of the same tranquility that she had had in the
heart of society. To soothe her cares, in her hours of relaxation, she
ornamented her head with flowers, and as with the shepherdesses of olden
days, rustic life allowed her to forget what had been the most flattering in
the midst of opulence, and procure her days of innocent pleasure.

 
Two years had already gone by, and the family was beginning to be

accustomed to leading a rural life, when the hope of a return came to
trouble their tranquility. The father received information that one of his
ships, which he had thought to be lost, had just arrived in harbor richly
laden. It was added that it was to be feared that his agents might abuse his
absence, selling his cargo at a low price, and, by virtue of that fraud,
profiting from his goods.

He communicated that news to his children, who did not doubt for a
moment that they would soon be able to quit their exile. The daughters, in
particular, more impatient that their brothers, believing that it was not
necessary to wait for anything more positive, wanted to depart immediately
and abandon everything. But the father, more prudent, begged them to
moderate their enthusiasm. Necessary as he was to his family, especially at
a time when rural labors could not be interrupted without considerable
prejudice, he left the care of the harvest to his sons and made the decision to
undertake such a long journey on his own.

All his daughters, with the exception of the youngest, no longer had any
doubt that they would soon see themselves returned to their original
opulence. They imagined that even if their father’s wealth did not become
considerable enough for them to return to the great city, their birthplace, it
would nevertheless be sufficient to allow them to live in another town, less
flourishing. They hoped to find good company there, to obtain suitors, and
to take advantage of the first establishment that was proposed to them.

Already giving hardly any thought to the difficulties they had been
enduring for two years, believing themselves to be already transported, as if



by a miracle, from mediocre fortune to the bosom of a agreeable
abundance, they dared—for solitude had not caused them to lose the taste
for luxury and vanity—to heap their father with foolish commissions. He
was charged with making purchases for them of jewels, clothes and hats.
Envy of one another caused each of them to ask for more, and the entire
product of the father’s pretended fortune would not have been enough to
satisfy them.

The Beauty, whom ambition had not tyrannized and who had only ever
acted prudently, judged at a glance that if he fulfilled her sisters’
commissions, her own would be futile. But the father, surprised by her
silence, interrupted his insatiable daughters said to her: “And you, the
Beauty, don’t you desire anything? What shall I bring you? What do you
want? Speak boldly.”

“My dear Papa,” the lovable daughter replied, embracing him tenderly,
“I desire one thing more precious than all the apparel that my sisters are
asking of you. I will limit my request to that, and will be only too happy to
see it fulfilled. That is the joy of seeing you return in perfect health.”

That response, marked so clearly with the stamp of disinterest, covered
the others with shame and confusion. They were so angry that one of them,
responding for them all, said with bitterness: “That girl is putting on airs,
and imagines that she is distinguishing herself by that heroic affection.
Assuredly, nothing is more ridiculous.”

But the father, softened by his sentiments, could not help manifesting
his joy, and, touched by the wish to which the youngest daughter had
limited herself, wanted her to ask for something, and to soothe his other
daughters’ resentment of her, he told her that such an insensibility to
adornment was not appropriate at her age, and that there was a time for
everything.

“Well, my dear father,” she said to him, “since you order me to do so, I
beg you to bring me a rose. I love that flower passionately; since I have
been in this solitude, I have not had the satisfaction of seeing a single one.”

That was in order to obey him, while wanting at the same time that he
should not go to any expense for her.

The day came, meanwhile, when it was necessary for the worthy old
man to tear himself away from his numerous family. As promptly as he



could, he went to the great city to which the appearance of a new fortune
summoned him.

He did not find the advantages there for which he might have hoped. His
ship really had arrived, but his associates, who believed him to be dead, had
taken possession of it, and all the effects had been dispersed. Thus, far from
entering into the full and peaceful possession of that which ought to belong
to him, in order to sustain his rights, it was necessary to endure all
imaginable chicanery.

He overcame the difficulties, but after more than six months of trouble
and expense, he was no richer than before. His debtors had become
insolvent, and he was scarcely reimbursed for his expenses. That was where
his chimerical wealth terminated. To complete his displeasure, in order not
to hasten his ruination, he was obliged to depart in the most inconvenient
season and in the most frightful weather.

Exposed on his route to all the insults of the air, he nearly perished of
fatigue, but when he found himself a few leagues from his house, from
which he had not expected to emerge to run after such foolish hopes, which
the Beauty had rightly scorned, he recovered his strength.

It would take several more hours to traverse the forest, and it was late,
but he wanted to continue his journey. Surprised by the night, however,
penetrated by the sharpest cold, and, so to speak, buried beneath the snow
along with his horse, not knowing in the end in which direction to go, he
thought he was reaching his final hour. There was no hut on his route,
although the forest was filled with them. A tree hollowed out by rot was all
the shelter that he could find, glad of being able to hide himself within it.

That tree, in protecting him from the cold, saved his life; and the horse,
perceiving another hollow lair not far from its master, was led to take
shelter there by instinct.

In that condition the night appeared to him to be extremely long;
furthermore, persecuted by hunger, frightened by the howling of wild beasts
that incessantly passed close by, how could he remain tranquil for an
instant?

His difficulties and anxieties did not end with the night. He no sooner
had the pleasure of seeing the daylight than his embarrassment was great.
On seeing the ground extraordinarily covered with snow, what route could
he take? No footpath presented itself to his eyes. It was only after long



fatigue and frequent falls that he was able to find a path of sorts long which
he could walk more easily.

While advancing without knowing where, hazard drew his steps into the
avenue of a very fine château, which the snow appeared to have respected.
It was composed of four rows of extremely tell orange-trees laden with
flowers and fruits. Statues could be seen there, placed without order or
symmetry, some in the road and others between the trees, all made of an
unknown substance. They were of human size and color, in different
attitudes and in various attire; the greater number of them represented
warriors.

Having arrived at the first courtyard, he saw there, once again, a large
number of other statues. The cold that he was suffering did not permit him
to pay close attention to them.

A staircase of agate with a banister of sculpted gold was the first thing
offered to his sight. He went through several magnificently furnished
rooms. A mild warmth that he breathed in enabled him to recover from his
fatigue. He had need of some nourishment, but to whom could he address
himself? The vast and magnificent edifice only appeared to be inhabited by
statues. A profound silence reigned there, and yet it did not give the
impression of an old palace that had been abandoned. The halls, the rooms
and the galleries were all open, but no living being appeared in such a
charming place.

Weary of moving through the apartments of the vast dwelling, he
stopped in a drawing room in which a large fire had been lit. Presuming that
it had been prepared for someone who would not take long to appear, he
approached the fireplace in order to warm himself; but no one came.

Sitting while he waited on a sofa placed by the fireside, a gentle slumber
closed his eyelids, and rendered him incapable of seeing whether anyone
might come in to surprise him.

Fatigue had caused his repose; hunger interrupted it. For more than
twenty-four hours it had been tormenting him; even the exercise he had had
since entering the palace had augmented his needs further. When he awoke,
he was agreeably surprised on opening his eyes to see a table, delicately
served. A light repast could not content him, and the sumptuously prepared
dishes invited him to eat everything.



His first concern was to thank aloud those to whom he owed so much
benefit, and he resolved thereafter to wait tranquilly until it pleased his
hosts to make themselves known.

As fatigue had put him to sleep before the meal, nourishment produced
the same effect, and rendered his repose longer and more peaceful, with the
result that he slept that second time for at least four hours.

When he awoke, instead of the first table, he saw another, made of
porphyry, on which a benevolent hand had set out a collation composed of
cakes, dried fruits and liqueur wines; again, it was for him to make use of it.
So, profiting from the generosity that was being testified to him, he ate
everything that could flatter his appetite, his taste and his delicacy.

Meanwhile, seeing no one to whom to speak and to tell him whether the
palace was the abode of a man or a god, fear took possession of his senses,
for he was naturally fearful. He made the decision to go back through all the
apartments, heaping blessings there upon the genius to whom he owed so
many benefits, and by means of respectful appeals he solicited him to show
himself. All his urgent requests were futile. No domestic staff appeared, no
retinue that allowed him to know that the palace was inhabited.

Wondering profoundly about what he ought to do, the thought occurred
to him that, for reasons he could not penetrate, some Intelligence was
making him a present of the dwelling, with all the riches with which it was
filed.

That thought appeared to him to be an inspiration, and without delay,
making a further review, he took possession of all those treasures. More
than that, in his thoughts, he regulated the share that he destined for each of
his children, and marked the separate lodgings that might be suitable for
them, congratulating himself on the joy that such a journey would cause
them. He went down into the garden where, in spite of the winter, he saw, as
in the middle of spring, the rarest of flowers exhaling a charming odor. A
mild and temperate air was respired there. Birds of every species were
mingling their songs with the confused sound of fountains, forming an
admirable harmony.

Ecstatic at so many marvels, the old man said to himself: My daughters
will have little difficulty, I think, in becoming accustomed to this delightful
abode. I cannot believe that they will regret the city, or that they would
desire it in preference to this abode.



In an uncommon transport of joy, he exclaimed: “Let’s go, let’s leave
immediately. I know in advance the felicity of seeing theirs; let’s not delay
the enjoyment of it.”

When entering the château so cheerfully, he had taken care, in spite of
the great cold by which he was penetrated, to unsaddle his horse and take it
to a stable that he had noticed in the first courtyard. A pathway furnished
with palisades formed by arbors of rose-bushes led to it. He had never seen
such beautiful roses. Their odor reminded him that he had promised one to
the Beauty.

He picked one of them, and was about to continue to make six bouquets,
but a terrible noise caused him to turn his head. His fear was great when he
perceived a horrible Beast by his side, which, with a furious expression,
placed on his neck a kind of trunk similar to that of an elephant and said to
him, in a terrible voice:

“Who gave you the liberty to pick my roses? Was it not enough that I
have tolerated you in my palace with so much generosity? Far from being
grateful for that, brazen individual, I find you stealing my flowers. Your
insolence will not remain unpunished.”

The fellow, already utterly terrified by the unexpected presence of the
monster, thought he would die of fright at that speech and, promptly
throwing away the fatal rose, he prostrated himself on the ground. “Oh,
Monseigneur,” he cried, “Have pity on me. I do not lack gratitude.
Penetrated by your generosity, I did not imagine that such a little thing
could be capable of offending you.”

The Monster, extremely angry, replied to him: “Shut up, accursed
orator; I don’t care about your flatteries, nor the titles you give me; I’m not
a Monseigneur, I’m the Beast, and you shall not avoid the death that you
deserve.”

The merchant, consternated by such a cruel sentence, believing that the
policy of submission was the only one that could protect him from death,
told it with a veritably touching expression that the rose that he had dared to
take was for one of his daughters, called the Beauty. Then, because he
hoped either to delay his doom or to touch his enemy with compassion, he
told it the story of his misfortunes, and the reason for his journey. He did
not forget the little present that he had promised to make the Beauty, adding
that the thing to which she had restricted herself, while the riches of a king



would hardly have been sufficient to fulfill the desires of his other
daughters, had given birth when the opportunity presented itself to the
desire to satisfy it, which he had thought himself able to do without
consequence, and that, in any case, he begged pardon for that involuntary
fault.

The Beast meditated for a moment. Then, resuming speaking in a less
furious tone, it spoke as follows: “I’m willing to pardon you, but only on
condition that you give me one of your daughters. I need someone to repair
that fault.”

“Just Heaven, what are you asking of me?” said the merchant. “How can
I give you my word? If I were inhuman enough to want to ransom my life at
the expense of that of one of my children, of what pretext would I make use
for making her come here?”

“No pretext is necessary,” the Beast interrupted. “I want whichever of
your daughters that you bring to come here voluntarily, or I don’t want one
at all. See if there is one among them courageous enough to be willing to
risk herself in order to save your life. You have the appearance of being an
honest man; give me your word to return here in one month, if you can
persuade one of them to come with you; she will remain in this place and
you will return home. If you cannot, promise me to return here alone after
having said goodbye to them forever, for you will be mine.

“Do not think,” the monster continued, clicking its teeth, “of accepting
my proposal in order to run away. I warn you that if you think in that
fashion, I will come to find you, and I will destroy you, along with your
family, even if a hundred thousand men present themselves to defend you.”

The fellow, although fully convinced that he would attempt the amity of
his daughters in vain, nevertheless accepted the monster’s proposition. He
promised him to return, at the appointed time, to surrender himself to his
sad destiny, without the necessity of coming in search of him.

After making that assurance, he thought he might be able to withdraw
and take his leave of the Beast, the presence of which could only afflict
him. The mercy he had obtained was slight, but he feared that even that
might be revoked. He made his desire to depart known to it, but the Beast
replied that he could only depart the following day.

“You will find,” it said to him, “a horse ready at daybreak. It will take
you home in a short time. Go to supper, and await my orders. Adieu.”



The poor man, more dead than alive, retraced his steps to the drawing
room in which he had had such good cheer. Facing a large fire, his supper,
already served, invited him to sit down at table. The delicacy and
sumptuousness of the dishes had nothing any longer to attract him.
Overwhelmed by his misfortune, if he had not feared that the Beast might
be hiding somewhere and observing him, and if he had been sure of not
exciting his anger by the scorn he would have shown its gifts, he would not
have sat down at the table. To avoid a further disaster, he made a
momentary truce with his dolor, and as much as his afflicted heart would
permit, he tasted all the dishes sufficiently.

At the end of the meal a loud noise became audible in the neighboring
apartment; he had no doubt that it was his formidable host. As he was not
the master of avoiding its presence, he tried to suppress the fear that the
sudden noise caused him.

Immediately, the Beast, which then appeared, asked him whether he had
supped well.

The fellow replied, in a modest and fearful tone that he had, thanks to its
attentions, eaten a great deal.

“Swear to me,” the monster said, “to remember the promise you have
given me, and to keep it as a man of honor, by bringing one of your
daughters.”

The old man, who was not amused by that conversation, swore to
execute what he had promised and to return in a month, alone or with one
of his daughters, if he found one of them who loved him enough to come
with him, on the conditions that had been proposed to him.

“I warn you again,” said the Beast, “to be careful not to surprise her
with regard to the sacrifice that you must demand of her and the danger that
she will incur. Describe to her my appearance, such as it is. Let her know
what she is going to do; above all, let her be firm in her resolution. There
will no longer be time to make reflections when you have brought her here.
It is necessary that she not go back on her word; you would both be doomed
without her having the liberty to return.”

The merchant, stunned by such a speech, reiterated his promise to
conform with everything that had just been prescribed to him. The monster,
content with that response, ordered him to go to bed and not to get up until
he saw the sun and heard the ringing of a golden bell.



“You will have breakfast before leaving,” it said to him then, “and you
can take a rose for the Beauty. The horse that will carry you will be ready in
the courtyard. I expect to see you again in a month, as long as you are an
honest man. Adieu; if you lack probity, I shall render you a visit.”

For fear of prolonging a conversation that was already very burdensome
for him, the fellow bowed profoundly to the Beast, which also told him not
to worry about the route for his return; at the appointed time, the same horse
that it would show him in the morning would be at his door, and would
suffice for his daughter and for him.

However little desire the old man had to sleep, he dared not disobey the
orders he had received. Obliged to go to bed, he did not get up until the sun
began to shine into his room.

His breakfast was prompt; then he went down into the garden to pick the
rose that there Beast had instructed him to take away. How that flower
caused his tears to flow! But for fear of attracting further misfortunes, he
constrained himself without delay to seek out the horse that had been
promised. He found a warm, light cloak on the saddle. He was much more
comfortable there than on his own.

As soon as the horse felt him seated, it departed with incredible speed.
The merchant, who lost sight of the fatal palace in an instant, felt as much
joy as he had felt the previous evening on perceiving it, with the difference
that the pleasure of going away was poisoned by the cruel necessity of
returning there.

 
To what have I engaged myself? he said to himself, while his courser

carried him with a promptitude and lightness that is only known in the land
of tales. Would it not have been better for me to become at a single stroke
the victim of that monster thirsty for the blood of my family? By the promise
that I’ve made, as unnatural as it is indiscreet, my life has been prolonged.
Is it possible that I have been able to think of saving my days at the expense
of those of one of my daughters? Could I be barbaric enough to bring her,
doubtless to see her devoured before my eyes...

Suddenly interrupting himself however, he exclaimed: Oh, wretch that I
am, what ought I to fear the most? When I am able to silence in my heart
the voice of blood, will it depend on me to commit that cowardice? It is
necessary that she knows her fate and that she consents to it; I see no



appearance that she will want to sacrifice herself for an inhuman father,
and I ought not to make her that proposition; it is unjust. But if the affection
that they all have for me engaged one of them to devote herself to it, would
not the mere sight of the Beast destroy her constancy, without me being able
to complain of it?

Oh, too imperious Beast, he said to himself, vehemently, you have done
it deliberately; by putting an impossible condition on the means you have
offered me to escape your fury and obtain pardon for such a slight fault,
you have added insult to injury.

But it’s too much to think about, he continued. I shan’t hesitate any
longer, and I would rather expose myself without deflection to your rage
than attempt a futile rescue by which parental amour is frightened.

Let’s retrace, he went on, the road to that fatal palace, disdaining to
purchase so dear the residue of a life, which could only be miserable, before
the month that has been accorded, let’s go back to terminate our
unfortunate days today.

With that thought, he tried to turn back, but it was impossible for him to
make his horse return.

Allowing himself to be carried along in spite of himself, at least he
made the decision not to make any proposition to his daughters. Already, he
could see his house in the distance, and fortifying himself increasingly in
his resolution, he said:

I shall not mention to them the danger that threatens me. I shall have the
pleasure of embracing them one last time. I shall give them my final advice;
I shall beg them to live well with their brothers, whom I shall instruct not to
abandon them.

In the midst of those reveries, he arrived home. His horse, which had
returned the previous evening, had made his family anxious. His sons,
dispersed in the forest, had searched for him in all directions, and his
daughters, impatient to have news of him, were at the door in order to ask
everyone who passed by whether they had seen him. As he was mounted on
a magnificent horse and enveloped in a rich cloak, how could they
recognize him? At first they mistook him for a man who had come on his
part, and the rose that they perceived attached to his saddle completed their
tranquility.



When the afflicted father came closer they recognized him. They
thought of nothing but showing him the satisfaction they had in seeing him
return in good health. But the sadness painted on his face and his eyes filled
with tears that he strove in vain to hold back changed their delight into
anxiety. They all hastened to ask him the reason for his distress. He made
no response except to tell the Beauty, while presenting her with the fatal
rose: “This is what you asked of me; you will pay dearly for it, as will the
others.”

“I knew it,” said the eldest, “and I assured everyone just now that she
would be the only one to whom you would bring what she requested. To
force the season, it must have been necessary for you to give no less than
you would have employed for the rest of us put together. That rose, by all
appearances, will have withered by the end of the day, but at no matter what
price, you wanted to satisfy the fortunate Beauty.”

“It’s true,” the father said, sadly, “that that rose cost me dear, and dearer
than all the apparel you wanted would have cost—but not in money, and I
wish to Heaven that I had bought it with all the wealth that remains to me.”

That speech excited the curiosity of his children, and cased the
resolution he had made not to reveal his adventure to vanish. He told them
about the poor success of his voyage, the trouble he had had in running after
a chimerical fortune, and everything that had happened in the monster’s
palace.

After that clarification, despair took the place of hope and joy.
The daughters, seeing all their plans annihilated by that thunderbolt,

uttered frightful cries; the brothers, more courageous, said resolutely that
they would not allow their father to return to the fatal château, and that they
were courageous enough to free the land from that horrible Beast if it had
the temerity to come to search for them.

Meanwhile, they searched for expedients to save his life. Those young
men, full of courage and virtue, proposed that one of them go to offer
himself to the wrath of the Beast. But the latter had explained itself
positively in saying that it wanted one of his daughters and not one of his
sons. Those brave brothers, annoyed that their good will could not be put
into execution, did what they could to inspire the same sentiments in their
sisters; but their jealousy against the Beauty was sufficient to mount an
invincible obstacle to that heroic action.



“It isn’t just,” they said, “that we should perish in a frightful fashion for
a fault of which we are not guilty. That would be to render ourselves
victims of the Beauty, to whom everyone would be very glad to sacrifice us,
but duty does not demand such sacrifices of us. This is the fruit of the
moderation and moralities perpetuated by that wretch. Why did she not ask
for jewels and clothes like us? If we have not had them, at least it cost
nothing to ask for them, and we do not have to reproach ourselves for
having exposed out father’s life by means of indiscreet requests. If she had
not wanted to distinguish herself by an affected disinterest, and as she is, in
addition, more fortunate than us, he would doubtless have found enough
money to satisfy her. But it was necessary, by virtue of a singular caprice,
for her to be the cause of all our woes. It is her that attracted them to us, but
it is on us that they have rebounded. We will not be dupes. She has caused
hem, let her remedy them.”

The Beauty, from whom dolor had almost taken away consciousness,
silenced her sobs and sighs, and said to her sisters: “I am culpable of his
misfortune; it is up to me alone to repair it. I confess that it would be unjust
for you to suffer for my fault. Alas! It was, however very innocent. Could I
foresee that the desire to have a rose in the middle of summer would be
punished by such a torture? The fault has been committed, however;
whether I am innocent or guilty, it is just that I expiate it. It cannot be
imputed to anyone else.

“I shall expose myself,” she continued, in a firm tone, “In order to
extract my father from his fatal engagement. I will go to find the Beast,
only too glad in dying to conserve the life of the man from whom I received
it, and to put an end to your murmurs. Have no fear that anything can
deflect me from it. But please, during this month, give me the pleasure of
no longer hearing your reproaches.”

So much firmness in a girl of her age surprised them greatly, and her
brothers, who loved her tenderly, were touched by her resolution. She had
infinite attentions for them, and they sensed the loss that they were about to
suffer; but it was a matter of saving a father’s life. That pious motive closed
their mouths, and, quite convinced that it was a matter resolved, far from
thinking of opposing such a generous design, they were content to shed
tears and to give their sister the praise that such a noble resolution merited,



all the more so because, being only sixteen years old, she had a right to
regret a life that she intended to sacrifice in such a cruel fashion.

Only the father did not want to consent to the decision that his youngest
daughter had made. But the others reproached him insolently, saying that
the Beauty alone touched him, that in spite of the misfortunes she had
caused, he was annoyed that it was not one of her elders who was paying
for her imprudence.

Such unjust speeches forced him no longer to persist. In any case, the
Beauty came to assure him that if he did not agree to the exchange, she
would make it in spite of him, since she would go alone to seek out the
Beast and doom herself without saving him.

“Who can tell?” she said, striving to give evidence of more tranquility
than she had. “Perhaps the frightful fate that is destined for me hides
another, as fortunate as it seems terrible?”

Her sisters, on hearing her say that, smiled maliciously at that chimerical
thought; they were delighted by what they believed to be her error. But the
old man, vanquished by all her arguments, and, remembering an ancient
prediction, by which he had been told that that daughter would one day save
her life and that she would be the source wellbeing for the entire family,
ceased to oppose the Beauty’s determination. Gradually, they began to talk
about her departure as an almost indifferent matter.

She it was who set the tone of the conversation, and if in their presence
she appeared to be counting on something fortunate, it was uniquely to
console her father and brothers, and not to alarm them further. Although
discontented by the conduct of her sisters in her regard, who seemed
impatient to be rid of her and found that the month was passing too slowly,
she had the generosity of dividing between them all the petty possessions
and jewels that she had at her disposal.

They received that further proof of her generosity gladly, without their
hatred being diminished. An extreme joy took possession of their hearts
when they heard the whinny of the horse sent to carry away a sister whom
black jealousy prevented them from finding lovable. Only the father and the
afflicted sons could not hold firm against that fatal moment; they wanted to
cut the horse’s throat, but the Beauty, conserving all her tranquility, showed
them on that occasion all the absurdity of that design and the impossibility
of carrying it out. After having taken her leave of her brothers, she kissed



her insensible sisters, making them an adieu so touching that it drew a few
tears from them, and they believed for the space of several minutes that
they were almost as afflicted as their brothers.

During those brief and belated regrets, the fellow, pressed by his
daughter, mounted the horse, and she set herself on its rump with the same
urgency as if it had been a matter of a very pleasant journey.

The animal appeared to fly rather than walk. That extreme diligence was
not at all uncomfortable; the gait of the singular horse was so smooth that
the Beauty felt no other agitation that that originating from the breath of
zephyrs.

In vain, on the route, her father offered a hundred times over to set her
down and go to meet the Beast alone

“Think, my dear child,” he said to her, “that there’s still time. That
monster is more frightful than you can imagine. However firm your
resolution might be, I fear that it will fail at the sight of it. Then it will be
too late and you’ll be doomed, and we’ll both perish.”

“If I were going to seek this terrible Beast,” the Beauty replied,
prudently, “with the hope of being fortunate, it would not be impossible that
hope would abandon me on seeing it; but as I expect an imminent death and
believe it to be certain, what does it matter to me whether the one that gives
it to me is agreeable or hideous?”

While they were conversing thus, night fell, but the horse continued its
progress nevertheless in the obscurity. By virtue of the most surprising
spectacle, the darkness suddenly dissipated. There were rockets of all sorts,
fire-pots, windmills, sunbursts, sprays all that artificial fireworks can invent
of the most beautiful, which came to strike the gaze of the two travelers.
That agreeable and unexpected light, illuminating the entire forest, spread a
gentle warmth in the air, which was beginning to be necessary, because the
cold, in that region, made itself felt more keenly by night than by day.

By the favor of that charming brightness, the father and daughter found
themselves in the avenue of orange-trees. As soon as they were there, the
firework display ceased. Its light was replaced by all the statues, which had
lighted torches in their hands. Furthermore, countless lanterns covered the
entire façade of the palace; placed symmetrically, they formed love-knots
and crowned figures, in which were seen paired LLs and paired BBs. On
entering the courtyard they were regaled with salvos of artillery, which



combined with the sound of a thousand various musical instruments as
many soft as martial, made a charming harmony therewith.

“The Beast must be very hungry,” said the Beauty, in jest, “to rejoice so
much at the arrival of its prey.”

In spite of the emotion caused by the imminence of an event that,
according to appearances, was to be fatal for her, however, in giving all her
attention to so many magnificences succeeding one another, and presenting
her with the most beautiful spectacle that she had ever seen, she could not
help saying to her father that the preparations for her death were more
brilliant than the nuptial pomp of the greatest king on earth.

The horse stopped at the foot of the perron. She got down lightly, and
her father, as soon as he had set foot on the ground, led her through a
vestibule into the salon where he had been entertained so well. They found
a large fire there, lighted candles that spread an exquisite perfume, and also
a table splendidly laid.

The man, familiar with the fashion in which the Beast nourished its
guests, told his daughter that the meal was destined for them and that it was
appropriate to make use of it. The Beauty made no difficulty about that,
convinced that it would not advance her death. On the contrary, she
imagined that it would make known to the monster the scant repugnance
that she had had in coming to find it. She flattered herself that her frankness
might be capable of softening it, and even that her adventure might be less
disastrous than she had feared at first.

The frightful Beast with which she had been threatened did not show
itself; everything in the palace respired joy and magnificence. It appeared
that her arrival had given birth to it, and it seemed implausible that it was
the preparation for a funeral celebration.

Her hope did not last long. The monster made itself heard. An awful
noise, caused by the enormous weight of its body, the terrible rattle of its
scales and frightful howls announced its arrival. Terror took possession of
the Beauty. The old man, kissing his daughter, uttered piercing cries.
However, having mastered her senses in an instant, she recovered from her
agitation. On seeing the Beast approach, which she could not envisage
without shivering internally, she advanced with a firm step, and curtsied
very respectfully to the Beast in a modest fashion.



That step pleased the monster. After having considered her in a fashion
that, without seeming wrathful, could have inspired terror in the boldest, it
said: “Good evening, sir,” to the old man and, turning to the Beauty, it
similarly said to her, “Good evening, the Beauty.”

The old man, still apprehensive that something sinister was going to
happen to his daughter, did not have the strength to reply. The Beauty,
however, unmoved and in a soft and confident voice, said: “Good evening,
the Beast.”

“Have you come here voluntarily,” asked the Beast, “and do you consent
to let your father go without following him”

The Beauty replied that she had no other intention.
“What do you think will become of you after his departure?”
“Whatever pleases you,” she said. “My life is at your disposal, and I

submit blindly to whatever fate you order for me.”
“Your docility satisfies me,” said the Beast, “and since you have not

been brought here by force, you shall stay with me. As for you, fellow,” it
said to the merchant, “You will leave tomorrow at sunrise; the bell will
warn you. Do not delay after your breakfast; the same horse will take you
home.

“But,” it added, “when you are in the midst of your family, do not think
of seeing my palace again, and remember that it is forbidden to you forever.
You, the Beauty,” the monster continued, addressing her, “take your father
into the nearby wardrobe; choose there everything that either of you think
might please your brothers and your sisters. You will find two trunks; fill
them. It is just that you send them something of great enough value to
oblige them to remember you.”

In spite of the monster’s liberality, the imminent departure of her father
touched the Beauty sensibly and caused her an extreme chagrin. However,
she set about obeying the Beast, which quit them after having said to them,
as it had said on entering: “Good evening, the Beauty; good evening, sir.”

When they were alone, the man, embracing his daughter, never ceased
weeping. The idea that he was about to leave her with the monster was the
cruelest of tortures for him. He repented of having brought her to that place.
The doors were open and he would have liked to take her away, but the
Beauty reminded him of the dangers and consequences of such a design.



They went into the wardrobe that had been indicated to them. They were
surprised by the riches that they found there. It was filled with garments so
superb that a queen could not have wished for anything finer or in better
taste. No boutique was ever so well stocked

When the Beauty had chosen the adornments that she thought the most
appropriate, not to the present situation of her family but proportionate to
the wealth and liberality of the Beast that was making such gifts, she
opened a cupboard whose door was rock crystal mounted in gold. Although
she had expected to find rare and precious treasure there, at the sight of
such a magnificent exterior, she saw a heap of precious stones of every sort
of which her eyes could scarcely sustain the glare. In a spirit of submission,
the Beauty casually took a prodigious quantity of them, which she did her
best to sort into each of the lots she had made.

On opening the final cupboard, which was nothing other than a cabinet
filled with gold coins, she changed her plan.

“I think,” she said to her father, “that it would be more appropriate to
empty these trunks and fill them with coins; you can give to your children
whatever you please. By that means, you will not be obliged to have anyone
in on your secret, and your riches will be yours without danger. The
advantage that you would obtain from the gems, although their value would
be much more considerable, might not be so convenient for you. To enjoy
them, you would be obliged to sell them, and to confide them to people who
would only look at you with envious eyes. Your confidence might even
prove fatal to you, whereas gold coins,” she continued, “would shelter you
from any unfortunate event, by giving you the facility to acquire land and
houses and to buy precious furniture, jewels and gems.”

Her father approved her idea, but, wanting to take his daughters
adornments and garments, in order to make room for the gold he wanted to
take, he took out of the trunks what he had chosen for his own usage. The
large quantity of coins that he put into them almost filled them. They were
equipped with pleats, which relaxed as they were filled. He found room for
the jewels that he had removed, and in the end the trunks contained more
than he wanted.

“So many coins,” he said to his daughter, “will enable me to sell my
gems at my ease. Following your advice, I’ll hide my wealth from
everyone, even my children. If they knew that I was as rich as I shall be,



they’d torment me to abandon the rural life, which, however, is the only one
in which I’ve found pleasure and in which I haven’t experienced the perfidy
of the false friends with which the world is full.”

But the trunks were so heavy that an elephant would have succumbed
under the weight, and the hope that had come to him of satisfying himself
appeared to him to be a dream and nothing more.

“The Beast is mocking us,” he said. “It pretended to give me wealth that
it has made it impossible for me to carry away.”

“Suspend your judgment,” replied the Beauty. “You have not provoked
its liberality by any indiscreet request or by any avid and interested gaze.
The mockery would be insipid. I think, since the monster has invited you to
take it, that it will find a means to enable to enjoy it. We have only to close
the trunks and leave them here. Apparently, it knows by what vehicle it can
send them to you.”

One could not think more prudently. In conformity with the advice, the
fellow went back into the drawing room with his daughter. Both sitting on a
sofa, they saw breakfast served. The father ate with the better appetite than
he had the previous evening. What had just happened diminished his
despair and caused his confidence to be reborn. He would have departed
without chagrin if the Beast had not had the cruelty of making him
understand that he was no longer to think of seeing the palace again and
that it was necessary to bid his daughter an eternal adieu.

No evil without remedy is known save that of death. The fellow was not
absolutely afflicted by that decree. He flattered himself that it might not be
irrevocable, and that hope enabled him to depart quite content with his host.

The Beauty was not so satisfied. Unconvinced that a fortunate future
was prepared for her, she was apprehensive that the rich presents with
which the monster had heaped her family might be the price of her life and
that it would devour her as soon as it was alone with her; at the least she
feared that an eternal prison was destined for her and that she would have a
frightful Beast for her unique companion.

That reflection plunged her into a profound reverie, but a second chime
of the bell warned them that it was time to separate. They went down into
the courtyard, where the father found two horses, one charged with the two
trunks and the other destined uniquely for him. The latter, covered with a
good cloak, and its saddle equipped with two bags full of refreshments, was



the same one that he had already ridden. Such great attentions on the part of
the Beast were about to furnish further matter for conversation, but the
horses, whinnying and pawing the ground, made it known that it was time
to part.

The merchant, for fear of irritating the Beast by his slowness, bid his
daughter an eternal adieu. The two horses departed more rapidly than the
wind, and the Beauty lost sight of them in an instant.

 
In tears, she went back up to the bedroom that was to be hers, where she

made even sadder reflections for a few moments. However, overwhelmed
by drowsiness, she wanted to seek a repose that she had lost for more than a
month. Having nothing better to do, she was about to lie down when she
saw a cup of chocolate prepared on the night table. She took it, while half-
asleep, and her eyes having closed almost immediately, she fell into a
tranquil sleep, which had been entirely unknown to her since the moment
she had received the fatal rose.

During her slumber she dreamed that she was on the bank of a canal
extending as far as the eye could see, the two sides of which were
ornamented by two rows of orange-trees and flowering myrtles of
prodigious height, where, entirely occupied with her sad situation, she
deplored the misfortune that condemned her to spend her days in this place
without the hope of ever emerging from it.

A handsome young man, like a depiction of Amour, with a voice that
went to her heart, said to her: “Don’t believe, the Beauty, that you are as
unfortunate as you appear to be. It is in these places that you are to receive
the recompense that has been unjustly refused to you everywhere else.
Activate your penetration to disentangle me from the appearances that
disguise me. Judge, in seeing me, whether my company is despicable, and
ought not to be preferred to that of a family unworthy of you. Wish, and all
your desires will be fulfilled. I love you tenderly; alone, you can make my
happiness by making your own. Never struggle. Being as far above other
women by virtue of the qualities of your soul as you are superior to them in
beauty, we shall be perfectly happy.”

Afterwards, that charming phantom appeared to her at her feet,
combining the most flattering promises with the most tender speech. He



pressed her in the most ardent terms to assent to his happiness, and assured
her that she was entirely his mistress.

“What can I do?” she said to him, urgently
“Follow the slightest impulses of gratitude,” he replied, “do not consult

your eyes, and above all, don’t abandon me, and extract me from the
frightful punishment that I’m enduring.”

After that first dream, she thought she was in a magnificent cabinet with
a Lady whose majestic air and surprising beauty gave birth in her heart to a
profound respect. That Lady, in a caressant fashion, said to her: “Charming
Beauty, don’t regret what you have just quit. A more illustrious fate awaits
you, but if you want to merit it, refrain from allowing yourself to be
seduced by appearances.”

Her sleep lasted for more than five hours, during which she saw the
young man in a hundred different places, and in a hundred different
fashions.

Sometimes he entertained her splendidly, sometimes he made her the
most tender protestations. How agreeable her slumber was! She would have
liked to prolong it, but her eyes, opened to the light, could not close again,
and he Beauty believed she had only had the pleasure of a dream.

A clock that chimed twelve by repeating her name musically twelve
times obliged her to get up. First she saw a dressing table garnished with
everything that might be necessary to ladies. After having adorned herself
with a sort of pleasure, the cause of which she could not divine, she went
into the drawing room, where her dinner had just been served.

When one eats alone, a meal is soon taken. On returning to her
bedroom, she threw herself on to a sofa; the young man of whom she had
dreamed came to present himself to her thoughts

I can make his happiness, he said to me, Apparently, the horrible Beast
who reigns here is keeping him imprisoned. How can he be freed from it?
The advice has been repeated to me not to trust appearances. I don’t
understand any of it, but how foolish I am! I’m amusing myself seeking
reasons to explain an illusion that sleep has formed and wakefulness has
destroyed. I ought not to pay any attention to it. It’s necessary to occupy
myself with my present fate, and seek amusements that will prevent my
succumbing to ennui.



Some time later, she began exploring the numerous apartments of the
palace. She was enchanted by them, having never seen anything so
beautiful. The first one into which she entered was a large hall of mirrors.
She saw herself there everywhere. First, a bracelet, and then a girandole,
came to catch her eye. She found the portrait of a handsome cavalier on the
bracelet, like the one she had seen while sleeping. How could she have
failed to recognize him? His features were already too forcefully engraved
in her mind, and perhaps in her heart. With a hasty joy, she put the bracelet
on her wrist, without reflecting as to whether the action was appropriate.

Having passed from that room into a gallery filled with paintings, she
found the same portrait there, life-sized, which seemed to be looking at her
with such tender attention that she blushed, as if the painting had been what
it represented, or that it had been witness to her thoughts.

Continuing her stroll, she found herself in a room filled with various
musical instruments. Knowing how to play almost all of them, she tried a
few of them, preferring the harpsichord to the others because it
accompanied her voice better.

From that room she entered a gallery other than the one with the
paintings. It contained an immense library. She loved learning, and since
her sojourn in the country she had been deprived of that pleasure. Her
father, because of the disturbance of his business affairs, had been forced to
sell his books. Her great liking for reading could easily be satisfied in his
place, and the protection from ennui in her solitude.

The day passed without her being able to see everything. At the
approach of night, all the apartments were illuminated by perfumed candles
placed in chandeliers in which different colors were transparent, not of
crystal but of diamonds and rubies.

At the usual hour the Beauty found her supper served with the same
delicacy and the same neatness. No human face was presented before her;
her father had warned her that she would be alone.

That solitude was beginning no longer to trouble her when the Beast
made itself heard to her ears. Not having yet been alone with it, ignorant of
how that conversation would go, even fearing that it was only coming to
devour her, how could she not tremble? But when the Beast arrived, which
at first did not manifest any fury, her terrors disappeared.



The monstrous colossus said, roughly: “Good evening, the Beauty.” She
returned its greeting in the same terms, with a soft but slightly tremulous
expression.

Among the various questions that the monster asked her, it asked her
how she had amused herself. The Beauty replied: “I spent the day visiting
your palace, but it’s so vast that I didn’t have time to see all the apartments
and the beauties they contain.”

The Beast asked her: “Do you think you will be able to accustom
yourself to being here?”

The girl replied politely that she could live without difficulty in such a
beautiful abode.

After an hour of conversation on the same subject, the Beauty easily
distinguished, through its frightful voice, that it was a tone compelled by
the organs, and that the Beast was inclined more toward stupidity than fury.

It asked her without circumlocution whether she would allow it to go to
bed with her. At that unexpected request, her fears were renewed, and,
uttering a terrible scream, she could not help saying: “Oh Heaven! I’m
doomed.”

“Not at all,” said the Beast, tranquilly. “But respond as necessary,
without fear. Say precisely yes or no.”

The Beauty replied, tremulously: “No, the Beast.”
“Well, since you don’t want to,” replied the docile monster, “I’ll go.

Goodnight, the Beauty.”
“Goodnight, the Beast,” said the frightened girl, with a great

satisfaction.
Extremely content with not having to fear violence, she went to bed

tranquilly and fell asleep.
Immediately, her dear Unknown returned to her mind. He appeared to

say to her tenderly: “How glad I am to see you again, my dear Beauty, but
how much harm your rigor causes me! I know that it will be necessary for
me to remain unhappy for a long time.”

Her ideas changed their object; it seemed that the young man presented
her with a crown. Sleep made her see him in a hundred different fashions.
Sometimes, he appeared to her to be at her feet, sometimes abandoning
himself to the most excessive joy, sometimes shedding a torrent of tears, by
which she was touched to the utmost depths of her soul.



That mixture of joy and sadness lasted all night. When she awoke,
having her imagination struck by that dear object, she sought out his portrait
in order to confront it again and to see whether she was not mistaken. She
ran to the gallery of paintings, where she recognized him even more clearly.
How much time she spent admiring him! But, ashamed of her weakness,
she contented herself with looking at it at arm’s length.

To put an end to her tender reflections, however, she descended into the
gardens, the fine weather inviting her to take a walk. Her eyes were
enchanted; they had never seen anything so beautiful in nature. The arbors
were ornamented with admirable statues and countless fountains, which
refreshed the air, the extreme height of which almost extended out of sight.

What surprised her most was that she recognized the places where, in
her sleep, she had dreamed about the Unknown. Above all, at the sight of
the great canal bordered with orange-trees and myrtles, she was only able to
think about that dream, which no longer appeared to her as a fiction.

She believed that she found the explanation of it by imagining that the
Beast was retaining someone in its palace. She resolved to clarify the matter
that very evening, and to ask the monster, another visit from which she was
expecting at the usual hour.

As much as her strength permitted, she walked for the rest of the day,
still without being able to consider everything.

The apartments that she had not seen the previous day merited her gaze
no less than the others. Apart from the musical instruments and curiosities
by which she was surrounded, she found something else to occupy in
another room. It was equipped with bags, shuttles for making knots,
scissors for cutting and frameworks set up for all kinds of needlework—in
sum, everything was there. A door of that charming room allowed her to see
a superb gallery, from which one could discover the most beautiful
landscape in the world.

In that gallery, care had been taken to place an aviary filled with rare
birds, which all performed an admirable concert when the Beauty arrived.
They also came to alight on her shoulders, and some of those tender
animals approached her very closely.

“Lovable prisoners,” she said to them, “I find you charming, and I am
mortified to see you so far away from my apartment; I would have liked the
pleasure of hearing you often.”



How surprised she was when, as she spoke those words, she opened a
door and found herself in her bedroom, which she had thought far away
from that beautiful gallery, in which she had only arrived by circling
through a series of apartments that composed the building. The partition
that had prevented her from perceiving the vicinity of the birds opened, and
was very convenient for blocking out the sound when one did not have the
desire to hear it.

Continuing her route, the Beauty perceived another plumed troop, of
parrots of every species and all colors. All of them, in her presence began to
chatter. One of them said “Good day” to her, another asked her for
breakfast, a third, more gallant, begged for a kiss. Several sang operatic
arias, other declaimed verses written by the best authors, and all of them
offered to amuse her. They were as mild and gentle as the inhabitants of the
aviary. Their presence gave her a true pleasure. She was very glad to find
something to talk to her, for silence, to her, was not a pleasure. She
interrogated several of them, which responded to her like very witty
animals. She chose one of them, which pleased her the most. The, others
jealous of that preference, complained dolorously. She appeased hem with a
few caresses, and by the permission that she gave them to come and see her
whenever they wished.

Not far from that place, she saw a numerous troop of monkeys, of all
sizes: big ones, small ones, capuchin monkeys, monkeys with human faces,
others with blue, green, black or golden beards.

They came toward her at the entrance to their apartment, to which
hazard had led her. They made reverences to her, accompanied by countless
capers, and testified to her by their gestures that they were sensible to the
honor that she was doing them. In order to celebrate the occasion they
performed rope-dances and acrobatics, with unparalleled skill and lightness.

The Beauty was very satisfied with the monkeys, but she was
discontented to find nothing that gave her news of the handsome Unknown.
Giving up hope of finding any, regarding her dream as a chimera, she did
what she could to forget him, but her efforts were vain. She petted the
monkeys, and said while stroking them that she wished she had some that
wanted to go with her to keep her company.

Instantly, two large she-monkeys clad in court costumes, which seemed
only to be awaiting her orders, came gravely to place themselves by her



sides. Two alert little monkeys picked up her dress and served her as pages.
An ape comically dressed as a Spanish squire presented her with a properly
gloved hand. Accompanied by that singular cortege, the Beauty went to
take her meal. For as long as it lasted the birds chirped like musical
instruments and accompanied accurately the voices of the parrots, which
sang the most beautiful and most fashionable songs.

During that concert, the monkeys that had been given the right to serve
the Beauty, having regulated their ranks and charges instantaneously,
commenced their functions and served her ceremoniously, with the
dexterity and respect with which queens are served by their officers.

When she left the table another troop wanted to regale her with a new
spectacle. They were actors of a sort, who performed a tragedy in the rarest
fashion. Those aristocratic monkeys and she-monkeys in theatrical
costumes covered with embroidery, pears and diamonds, made gestures
appropriate to the words of their roles, which the parrots pronounced quite
distinctly and appositely, with the result that it was necessary to be sure that
those birds were hidden under the wigs of some and the mantles of others to
perceive that those actors of novel manufacture were not speaking
themselves.

The play seemed to be expressly designed for the actors, and the Beauty
was delighted by it. At the end of the tragedy, one of them came to pay the
Beauty a very fine compliment, and thanked her for the indulgence with
which she had listened to them. None of the monkeys remained except
those of her household and those destined to amuse her.

After her supper, the Beast came, as usual, to visit her, and after the
same questions and the same responses the conversation concluded with a
“Good night, the Beauty.”

The she-monkey ladies-in-waiting undressed their mistress, put her to
bed and had the attention to open the window of the aviary in order that the
birds, by means of a song less strident than that of the day, could provoke
sleep, soothe the senses and give her the pleasure of dreaming of her
attractive lover.

 
Several days passed without her getting bored. Every moment was

marked by new pleasures. In three or four lessons the monkeys each
contrived to train a parrot that, serving as an interpreter, responded to the



Beauty with as much promptitude and accuracy as the monkeys had in their
gestures. In sum, the Beauty only found it annoying to be obliged to sustain
every evening the presence of the Beast, the visits of which were brief—and
it was doubtless by its means that she had all the pleasures imaginable.

The mildness of the monster sometimes inspired in the Beauty the
design of asking it for some enlightenment on the subject of the man she
saw in her dreams; but, sufficiently informed that it was in love with her,
and fearing to awaken jealousy by that request, she prudently kept quiet and
dared not satisfy her curiosity.

She had visited all the apartments of the enchanted palace several times,
but one gladly sees rare, curious and rich things again.

The Beauty directed her steps toward a large drawing room that she had
only seen once. The room was pierced by four windows on each side; only
two were open and only gave a somber daylight. The Beauty wanted to give
it more light, but instead of the daylight she believed she would let in, she
only found an opening overlooking an enclosed location. That area,
although spacious, appeared to her to be obscure, and her eyes could only
perceive a distant glimmer, which only seemed to be reaching her through
an extremely thick crepe.

While she was wondering what the purpose of that place might be, a
bright light suddenly dazzled her. The curtain was raised, and the Beauty
discovered a brightly illuminated theater. In the stalls and the boxes she saw
everything that one could see of the most handsome and beautiful of either
sex.

Instantly, a soft symphony, which began to make itself heard, only
ceased in order to give actors other than the monkeys and parrots the liberty
to perform a very beautiful tragedy, followed by a brief play that, in its
genre, was the equal of the first.

The Beauty loved spectacles; it was the only pleasure that she had
regretted on quitting the city. Curious to see what fabric decorated the box
next to her own, she was prevented from doing so by a mirror that separated
them, which let her know that what she had thought to be real was only an
artifice, which, by means of that crystal, reflected objects and sent them to
her from above the most beautiful theater in the world. It was the
masterpiece of optics to transmit reverberations from so far away.



After the comedy she remained in her box for some time to watch the
beautiful society going out. The obscurity that spread through the location
obliged her to take her reflections elsewhere. Content with that discovery,
of which she promised herself to make frequent use, she went down into the
gardens. Prodigies were beginning to become familiar to her; she sensed
with pleasure that they were only being produced for her benefit and to
procure her pleasure.

After supper, the Beast, as usual, came to ask her what she had done
during the day. The Beauty gave it an exact account of all her amusements,
telling it that she had been to the theater.

“Did you like it?” the heavy animal said to her. “Wish for anything that
would please you, and you shall have it; you are very pretty.”

The Beauty smiled internally at that gross fashion of being honest with
her; but what did not make her laugh was the customary question, and that
“Would you like me to go to bed with you?” caused her to lose her good
humor. She got out of it by responding “No,” but its docility during that
latest conversation did not reassure her at all. The Beauty was alarmed by it.

Where is all this going? she wondered internally. The request that it
makes me every time as to whether I want to go to bed with it proves to me
that it still persists in its amour. Its benefits confirm that. Although it is not
obstinate in its demand, and testifies no resentment at my refusals, how do I
know that it will not become impatient and that my death might be the cost
of that?

These reflections rendered her so pensive that it was almost daylight
when she went to bed. Her Unknown, who was only waiting for that
moment to appear, made her tender reproaches for her lateness. He found
her sad and distracted, and asked her what could have displeased her in this
place.

She replied that nothing displeased her except the monster, but that she
saw it every evening. She could become accustomed to that, but it was in
love with her, and that amour made her apprehensive of some violence.

“By the stupid compliment it paid me, I judge that it would like me to
marry it. Would you advise me,” said the Beauty to her Unknown, “to
satisfy it? Alas, even if it were as charming as it is frightful, you have
rendered access to my heart inaccessible for it, as for any other, and I do not
blush to confess that I cannot love anyone but you.”



A confession so charming could not help flattering him; he only
responded to it by saying: “Love whom you love; do not allow yourself to
be surprised by appearances and release me from prison.”

That speech, repeated continually without any further explanation, put
the Beauty in an infinite difficulty. “How do you expect me to do that?” she
said to him. “I would like, at any cost, to be able to render you liberty, but
that good will is useless to me as long as you do not furnish me with the
means of putting it into practice.”

The Unknown replied to her, but it was in a fashion so confused that she
could not understand any of it. A thousand extravagances passed before her
eyes. She saw the monster on a throne brilliant with gems, which appealed
to her and invited her to place herself at its side. A moment later, the
unknown made it descend precipitately and put himself in its place. The
Beast getting the upper hand again, the Unknown disappeared in his turn.
Someone spoke to her through a thick veil, which changed the voice and
rendered it frightful.

The entire time of her slumber passed in that fashion, and in spite of the
agitation that it caused her, she nevertheless found that it ended too soon for
her, since her awakening deprived her of the object of her tenderness. On
emergence from her dressing-room, various items of needlework, books and
animals occupied her until it was time for the play. The time came for her to
go to it, but she was no longer in the same theater, it was that of the opera,
which commenced as soon as she had taken her place. The spectacle was
magnificent and the spectators no less so. The mirrors represented it
distinctly, down to the smallest items of clothing in the stalls. Delighted to
see human faces, several of which were known to her, it would have been a
great pleasure for her to speak to them and make herself heard.

More satisfied with that day than the preceding one, the remainder was
similar to what had happened since she had been in the palace. The Beast
came in the evening; after its visit she retired, as usual. The night was
similar to the others—which is to say, filled with pleasant dreams. When
she awoke, she found the same number of domestics to serve her.

After her dinner, her occupations were different. The previous day, on
opening another window, she had found herself at the opera; in order to
diversify her amusements, she opened a third, which procured her the



pleasures of the Foire Saint-Germain,2 even more brilliant then than it is
today. But as it was not the time when good company presented itself, she
had time to see everything and examine everything. She saw the rarest
curiosities there, the extraordinary productions of nature, and works of art;
the most trivial bagatelles fell before her eyes. Even the marionettes were
an amusement not unworthy of her, while awaiting something better. Comic
opera was in its splendor. The Beauty was very content with it.

At the exit from the spectacle she saw all the stylish individuals strolling
among the merchants’ stalls. She recognized professional gamblers there
who went to the place as if to their studio. She remarked some who, losing
their money because of the expertise of those against whom they were
playing, went out with countenances less joyful than those they had had on
going in. The prudent players, who did not stake their fortune on games and
played in order to take advantage of their talent, could not hide their
trickery from the Beauty. She would have liked to warn the parties suffering
from the wrong that was being done to them, but, more than a thousand
leagues distant from them, she could not do it.

She could hear and see everything very distinctly, without it being
possible for her to make her voice heard, or even to be perceived. The
reflections that brought to her what she could see and hear were not
sufficiently perfect to do the same in reverse. She was placed above the air
and the wind; everything arrived as far as her in thought. She made that
reflection, which prevented her from making futile attempts.

It was after midnight before she thought that it was time to retire. The
need to eat would have been able to instruct her as to the time, but she had
found in her box liqueurs and baskets filled with everything necessary for a
snack.

Her supper was light and brief. She was in a hurry to get to bed. The
Beast perceived her impatience and came simply to wish her good night, to
leave her the time to sleep and the Unknown the liberty to reappear.

The following days were similar. In her windows she had inexhaustible
sources of new amusements. One of the other three gave her the pleasure of
the Comédie-Italienne,3 another a view of the Tuileries, where all the most
distinguished and best-looking people in Europe went. The last window was
not the least agreeable; it furnished her with a sure means of learning



everything that was happening in the world. The scene was amusing and
diversified in all sorts of ways. It was sometimes a famous ambassador that
she saw, an illustrious marriage, or a few interesting revolutions. She was at
that window during the latest revolt of the Janissaries;4 she witnessed it all
the way to the conclusion.

Whatever time she was there, she was certain of finding an agreeable
occupation there. The ennui that she had felt in the early days while waiting
for the Beast had entirely dissipated. Her eyes were accustomed to seeing
its ugliness. It had asked its stupid questions, and if the conversation had
been more extensive, perhaps she would have seen it with more pleasure,
but four or five remarks, always the same, spoken coarsely, which only
furnished yes or no answers, were not to her taste.

As everything seemed eager to anticipate the Beauty’s desires, she took
more care in her attire, although she was certain that no one was going to
see her—but she owed herself that indulgence, and it was a pleasure for her
to dress in the various costumes of all the nations of the world, all the more
easily because her wardrobe furnished her with everything she could desire,
and presented her with something new every day. In her various
adornments, her mirror informed her as to the taste of all nations, and her
animals, each in accordance with its talents, imitated her incessantly, the
monkeys by their gestures, the parrots by their speech and the birds by their
songs.

Such a delightful life ought to have fulfilled all her desires, but one
wearies of everything; the greatest joy becomes insipid when it is continual,
when it always involves the same things, and one finds oneself exempt from
dread and hope. The Beauty experienced that. The memory of her family
came to trouble her in the midst of her prosperity. Her happiness could not
be perfect, so long as she did not have the satisfaction of obtaining
information about her relatives.

As she had became more familiar with the Beast, either by virtue of the
habit of seeing it or the mildness she found in its character, she thought she
might be able to ask something of it, but she only took that liberty after
having obtained a promise from it that it would not become angry.

The question that she asked it was whether the two of them were alone
in the château.



“Yes, I affirm it,” replied the monster, with a kind of vivacity. “I assure
you that you and I, the monkeys and the other animals, are the only living
beings in this place.”

The Beast said no more, and left more abruptly than usual.
The Beauty had only asked that question in order to try to ascertain

whether her lover was not in the palace. She would have liked to see him
and talked to him; it was a joy that she would have bought at the price of
her liberty, and even all the pleasures that surrounded her. The charming
young man no longer existing except in her imagination, she regarded the
palace as a prison, which would become her tomb.

Those sad ideas came back to overwhelm her by night. She thought she
was on the edge of a great canal. She was afflicted when her dear Unknown,
very alarmed by her sad state, said to her while pressing her hands tenderly
in his:

“What’s the matter my dear Beauty? What can displease you and what
can be capable of harming your tranquility? In the name of the amour that I
have for you, deign to explain yourself. Nothing will be refused to you. You
are the unique sovereign here, everything is submissive to your orders.
Whence comes the ennui that is overwhelming you? Is it the sight of the
Beast that causes you chagrin? It is necessary to deliver you from it.”

At those words, the Beauty thought she saw the Unknown draw a dagger
and prepare to cut the throat of the monster, which made no effort to defend
itself, and even offered itself to his thrusts with a submission and docility
that made the Beauty apprehensive that the Unknown might execute his
design before she could raise any obstacle to it, even though she had got up
to run to its aid as soon as she realized his intention.

In order to anticipate the effects of her protection she shouted with all
her might: “Stop, Barbarian, don’t offend my benefactor or give me death.”

The young man, who persisted in trying to strike the Beast in spite of the
Beauty’s cries, said to her angrily: “You don’t love me anymore, then, since
you take the side of this monster, which opposes itself to my happiness.”

“You’re an ingrate,” she said, still holding him back. “I love you more
than life, and I would lose it rather than cease to love you. You are
everything to me, and I will not do you the injustice of putting you in
parallel with all the wealth of the world. I would renounce all that without
difficulty to follow you into the most savage deserts. But those tender



sentiments cannot do anything to my gratitude. I owe everything to the
Beast; it anticipates my desires; it is the Beast that has procured me the
benefit of knowing you, and I will submit to death rather than endure your
submitting it to the slightest outrage.”

After such combats, the objects disappeared, and the Beauty thought she
saw the Lady she had already seen several nights before, who said to her:

“Courage, the Beauty; be the model of generous women; show yourself
to be as good as you are charming, and do not hesitate to sacrifice your
inclination to your duty. You are taking the true road to happiness. You will
be happy, provided that you are not prevented by deceptive appearances.”

When the Beauty had woken up she paid attention to that dream, which
began to appear mysterious to her. But it was still an enigma for her.

During the day the desire to see her father again prevailed over the
anxieties that the monster and the Unknown has caused her during sleep.
Thus, neither tranquil by night nor content by day, although in the midst of
the greatest opulence, she had nothing to calm her annoyances but the
pleasure of spectacles.

She was at the Comédie-Italienne, which she left as soon as the first
scene began in order to go to the opera, but she left again with the same
promptitude. Her ennui followed her everywhere, she often opened the six
windows more than six times each without finding a moment of tranquility
there. The nights that she spent were similar to the days; incessantly, in the
agitation, sadness took a violent grip upon her, and on her attractions and
her health.

She took great care to hide the dolor that was overwhelming her from
the Beast, and the monster, which had surprised tears in her eyes several
times, on which occasions she told him that she had a slight headache, did
not push its curiosity any further. But one evening, her sobs having betrayed
her, and no longer able to dissimulate, she said to the Beast, which wanted
to know the reason for her chagrin, that she desired to see her relatives
again.

At that proposition, the Beast fell, unable to sustain itself, and uttering a
sigh—or, rather, a howl capable of causing someone to die of fear—it
replied:

“What! You want to abandon an unfortunate Beast, the Beauty! Must I
believe that you would have so little gratitude? What do you lack in order to



be happy? Ought not the attentions I have for you protect me from your
hatred? Unjust as you are, you prefer your father’s house to me; you would
rather go look after flocks than enjoy the pleasures of life here. It’s not by
virtue of tenderness for your relatives, it’s because of antipathy toward me,
if you want to go away.”

“No, the Beast,” the Beauty replied to him, in a timid and flattering
manner, “I don’t hate you, and I’d be sorry to lose the hope of seeing you
again, but I can’t vanquish the desire I have to embrace my family. Permit
me to absent myself for two months, and I promise to come back gladly to
spend the rest of my life with you, and never to ask you for any other
permission.”

During that speech, the Beast, lying on the ground with its head
extended, only made it known that it was breathing by its dolorous sighs. It
replied to the Beauty in these terms:

“I cannot refuse you anything, but it might cost me my life. No matter.
In the cabinet nearest to your bedroom you will find four crates; fill them
with anything you please, either for yourself or for our relatives. If you
break your word you will repent of it, and you will be sorry about the death
of your poor Beast when it is too late. Come back at the end of two months
and you will find me alive. For your return you have no need of a carriage;
simply take your leave of your family in the evening before you go to bed,
and when you are in bed turn the stone in your ring inwards and say in a
firm tone: ‘I want to return to my palace to see my Beast again.’ Good
night; don’t worry about anything, sleep tranquilly; you’ll see your father
very soon. Adieu, the Beauty.”

As soon as she was alone, she hastened to fill her crates with all
imaginable gallantries and riches. They were only full when she wearing of
putting things into them. After all her preparations, she went to bed. The
hope of seeing her family kept her awake incessantly throughout the time
that she ought to have been asleep, and sleep only attained her at the hour
when it would have been necessary for her to get up. While asleep she saw
her lovable Unknown, but he was no longer the same; lying on a bed of
grass, he seemed penetrated by the most acute dolor.

The Beauty, touched by seeing him in that state, thought that she could
extract him from that profound melancholy, and asked him the reason for
his chagrin. But her lover, gazing at her with an expression full of languor,



said: “Can you ask me that question, inhuman creature? Do you not know,
since you’re leaving, and that departure is my death-sentence?”

Don’t abandon yourself to dolor, dear Unknown,” she replied. “My
absence will be brief; I only want to disabuse my family regarding the cruel
destiny to which they think I have been subjected; I’ll return to the palace
immediately. I won’t quit you again. How could I abandon an abode that
pleases me so much? Furthermore, I’ve given my word to the Beast to come
back, and I can’t break it. But why is it necessary for this journey to
separate us? Be my guide. I’ll put off my journey until tomorrow, in order
to obtain the Beast’s permission. I’m sure that it won’t refuse me. Accept
my proposition; we won’t quit one another, we’ll come back together; my
family will be delighted to see you, and I count on their having all the
regard for you that you merit.”

“I cannot yield to your desires,” the lover replied, “unless you are
resolved never to return here. That is the only means by which I can leave.
See what you want to do. The power of the inhabitants of this place is not
great enough to force you to return. Nothing can happen to you except
causing grief to the Beast.”

“You don’t know,” said the Beauty, with vivacity, “that it has told me
that it will die if I break my word.”

“What does that matter to you?” replied the lover. “Would it be a
misfortune if, for your satisfaction, it only cost the life of a monster? What
use is it to the world? What would be lost by the destruction of a creature
that only appears on the earth in order to horrify nature entire?”

“Oh!” cried the Beauty, almost in anger. “Know that I would give my
life to preserve its own, and that that monster, which is only so in its form,
has a humor so humane that it ought not to be punished by a deformity to
which it has made no contribution. I cannot repay its generosity with such
black ingratitude.”

The Unknown, interrupting her, asked her what she would do if the
monster tried to kill him; and if one of the two had to cause the other to
perish, to which would she accord her aid?

“I love you uniquely,” she said, “but although my tenderness is extreme,
it cannot weaken my gratitude to the Beast, and if I found myself in that
disastrous situation, I would forestall the dolor that the consequences of that
combat might cause me by killing myself. But what is the point of such



nasty suppositions, even though they are chimerical? The very idea chills
my senses. Let’s change the subject.”

She set the example by saying to him everything that a tender lover can
say to flatter her swain. She was not held back by proud decorum, and,
slumber leaving her the liberty to act naturally, she revealed sentiments that
she would have constrained in making perfect use of reason.

She slept for a long time, and when she woke up she feared that the
Beast might not keep his word.

 
She was in that uncertainty when she heard a sound of human voices

that she recognized. Precipitately opening her bed-curtains, she was
surprised to find herself in a bedroom that she did not know, the furniture of
which was not as superb as that of the Beast’s palace.

That prodigy made her hasten to get up and open the bedroom door. She
did not recognize anything in the apartments.

What astonished her even more was to find the four crates there that she
had packed the previous evening. The transport of her person and her
treasures was a proof of the power and generosity of the Beast, but where
was she?

She still did not know when, finally, hearing her father’s voice, she went
to throw her arms around his neck.

Her presence astonished her brothers and her sisters. They looked at her
as if she had arrived from another world. All of them embraced her with
demonstrations of the greatest joy, but her sisters, in the depths of their
hearts, only saw her with pain. Their jealousy had not diminished.

After many caresses on either side, the old man wanted to see her in
private in order to know the circumstances of such a surprising journey and
to inform her as to the state of his fortune, in which she had played such a
large part.

He told her that on the day when he had left the Beast’s palace he had
reached home that evening without any fatigue, that on the way he has
thought about the means to hide his trunks from the knowledge of his
children, wanting them to be taken into a little cabinet adjacent to his
bedroom, to which he alone had the key. He had regarded that desire as
impossible, but as he set foot on the ground the horse carrying the trunks



having fled, he had suddenly found himself discharged of the
embarrassment of hiding his treasures.

“I confess to you,” the old man said to his daughter, “that those riches,
of which I believed myself to be deprived, cased me no chagrin; I had not
possessed them sufficiently to regret them greatly. But that adventure
appeared to me to be a cruel prognostication of your destiny. I did not doubt
that the perfidious beast would act in the same fashion with you, and I
feared that its benefits in your regard were not durable.

“That idea caused me anxiety; in order to dissimulate it, I pretended to
need repose, but that was only to abandon myself without constraint to
dolor. I thought your loss certain, but my affliction did not last. At the sight
of the trunks that I believed to be lost, I took it as a good augury for your
wellbeing. I found them placed in my little cabinet precisely as I had
wished. The keys, which I had forgotten on the table of the drawing room
where we had spent the night, were in the locks.

“That circumstance, which gave me new evidence of the goodness of
the ever-attentive Beast, filled me with joy. It was then, no longer doubting
that your adventure would have advantageous consequences, that I
reproached myself for the unjust suspicions I had had against the probity of
that generous monster, and I begged its pardon a thousand times for the
insults that my dolor had caused me to address to it internally.

“Without informing my children of the extent of my fortune, I contented
myself with giving them what you had sent them, and showing them
jewelry of a mediocre value, I pretended thereafter to have sold it and to
have employed the money to procure us a more comfortable life. I bought
this house; I have slaves who dispense us from the labors to which necessity
had subjected us. My children enjoy a life of ease; that’s all that I desired.
Ostentation and luxury once attracted envy, and I would attract it again if I
put on the face of a rich millionaire.

“Several suitors, the Beauty, having presented themselves for your
sisters, I shall marry them soon, and your fortunate arrival will prompt me
to do so. Having given them the share that you judged appropriate that I
make them of the wealth that you have procured for me, rid of the care of
their establishment, we shall live, my daughter, with your brothers, whom
your presents have not been capable of consoling for your loss; or, if you
prefer, the two of us can live together.”



The Beauty, touches by her father’s good will and the evidence that he
rendered her of the amity of her brothers, thanked him tenderly for all his
offers, and thought that she ought not to hide from him that she had not
come in order to stay with him. The fellow, although chagrined by not
having his daughter for support in his old age, did not try to deflect her
from a duty that he recognized as being indispensable.

In her turn, the Beauty told him the story of what had happened to her
during her absence. She talked to him about the fortunate life that she led.
The fellow, delighted by the charming details of his daughter’s adventures,
heaped the Beast with blessings. His joy was even greater when the Beauty,
opening her crates, showed him immense riches, and told him that he would
have the liberty of disposing those that she had brought in favor of his
children, having enough of these latest evidences of the Beast’s generosity
to live agreeably with his sons.

Finding in that monster a soul too beautiful to be lodged in such a vile
body, he thought he ought to advice his daughter to marry it, in spite of its
ugliness. He even employed the strongest arguments in order to persuade
her to make that decision.

“You ought not,” he told her, “to rely upon your eyes. You have been
exhorted incessantly to allow yourself to be guided by gratitude. By
following the movements that it inspires in you, you have been assured that
you will be happy. It’s true that you have only received that advice in
dreams, but those dreams are too sequential and too frequent to be
attributed merely to hazard. They promise you considerable advantages;
that’s enough to vanquish your repugnance. Thus, when the Beast asks you
if you want it to go to bed with you, I advise you not to refuse. You admit to
being loved tenderly by it. Take the appropriate measures for your union to
be eternal. It’s more advantageous to have a husband with a good character
than one whose only merit is a handsome appearance. How many young
women have been married to rich Beasts more bestial than the Beast, which
is only so in form and not by sentiment or actions?”

The Beauty agreed with all these arguments, but to resolve to take for a
husband a monster horrible in form, with an intelligence as material as its
body, did not appear to her to be possible.

“How,” she replied to her father, “can I determine to choose a husband
with whom I cannot keep company and whose appearance will not be



repaired by amusing conversation? No objects will be able to distract me
and spare me from that unpleasant commerce. Not to have the pleasure of
being sometimes distanced from it; to limit all my pleasure to five or six
questions regarding my appetite and my health; to see that bizarre
conversation finish with a ‘Good night, the Beauty,’ a refrain that my
parrots know by heart and which they repeat a hundred times a day…it is
not in my power to make such an establishment, and I would rather die
suddenly than die every day of fear, chagrin, disgust and ennui. Nothing
speaks in its favor except the attention that the Beast has in making me one
brief visit and only presenting itself before me every twenty-four hours. Is
that enough to inspire amour?”

The father agreed that his daughter was right. But, seeing in the Beast so
much complaisance, he did not believe it to be so stupid. The order,
abundance and good taste that reigned in its palace were not, in his view,
the work of an imbecile. In sum, he found it worthy of his daughter’s
attentions; and the Beauty would have felt a liking for the monster if her
nocturnal lover had not raised an obstacle to it. The comparison she made
between the two lovers could not be advantageous to the Beast.

The old man was not unaware himself of the great difference that had to
be put between one and the other. However, he tried by all sorts of means
still to vanquish her repugnance. He reminded her of the advice of the Lady,
who had warned her not to be guided by what she could see, and who, in
her speeches, had appeared to try to make her understand that the young
man could only render her unhappy.

It is easier to reason about amour than to vanquish it. The Beauty did not
have the strength to yield to her father’s reiterated arguments. He left her
without having been able to persuade her. The night, already well-advanced,
invited her to take repose, and the daughter, although charmed to see him
again, was not sorry when he left her the liberty to go to bed.

She was delighted to find herself alone. Her heavy eyes made her hope
that in going to sleep she was about to see her cherished lover again. She
was impatient to savor that sweet pleasure. A tender urgency marked the
joy that her tender heart might feel in such beautiful commerce. But her
afflicted imagination, in representing to her the places where she ordinarily
had charming conversations with the dear Unknown, was not sufficiently
powerful to make her see him as she had desired.



Several times she woke up, several times she went back to sleep, but
amours did not flutter around her bed; to tell the truth, instead of the night
full of sweetness and innocent pleasures which she had counted on passing
in the arms of sleep, that night was for her extremely long and filled with
anxiety. She had never had one like it in the palace of the Beast, and the
daylight that she saw appear with a sort of satisfaction and impatience was a
welcome release from her cruel irritations.

He father, enriched by the Beast’s liberalities, had quit the country
residence in order to procure establishments for his daughters. He lived in a
large city, where his new fortune had procured him new friends, or rather,
new acquaintances. The news that his youngest daughter had returned soon
spread among the people he saw. Everyone displayed an equal eagerness to
see her, and everyone was as charmed by her intelligence as by her person.

The tranquil days that she had spent in her deserted palace, the innocent
pleasures that sweet sleep lavished incessantly upon her, a thousand
amusements that had succeeded one another in order that ennui did not
enter into her heart—in sum, all the attentions of the monster—had
contributed to render her even more beautiful and charming than she had
been when her father had quit her. She won the admiration of those who
saw her. Her sisters’ suitors, without deigning to color their infidelity with
the slightest pretext, fell in love with her, and, attracted by the force of her
charms, did not blush to abandon their former mistresses. Insensible to the
overly marked attentions of a host of idolaters, she neglected nothing to
deter them and to make them return to their original objects, but in spite of
all her cares, she was not sheltered from the jealousy of her sisters.

Those flighty lovers, far from dissimulating their new flames, invented
some fête every day in order to pay their court to her. They even begged her
to give a prize that could animate the games that they wanted to hold in her
honor. The Beauty, who could not ignore the chagrin she was causing her
sisters, but who did not want entirely to refuse the grace that was requested
of her with so much instance and in such a gallant fashion, found a means
to content all of them by declaring that her sisters and she would give prizes
successively to the victors. What she promised was only a flower or
something similar; she left her sisters the glory of giving in their turn
jewels, diamond crowns, expensive weapons or superb bracelets: presents



with which her liberal hand furnished them, and of which she did not want
to claim the honor.

The treasures that the monster had lavished upon her left her wanting for
nothing. She divided between her sisters all that she had brought of the
rarest and most gallant. Giving nothing herself but trifles, and leaving them
the pleasure of giving a great deal, she counted on engaging that youth by
amour as much as by gratitude. But those lovers only wanted her heart, and
what she gave them was more precious to them than all the treasures that
the others lavished.

The pleasures that she savored in the midst of her family, although much
inferior to those she enjoyed in the home of the Beast, amused her
sufficiently for her not to be bored. However, the satisfaction of seeing her
father, whom she loved tenderly, the pleasure of being with her brothers,
who testified the extent of their amity in a hundred different ways, and the
joy of conversing with her sisters, whom she loved even though they did
not love her, could not prevent her from regretting her agreeable dreams. In
her father’s house—what a chagrin for her!—her Unknown did not come
into the milieu of her sleep to hold the most tender discourse with her. The
eagerness that her sisters’ lovers showed did not compensate her for that
imaginary pleasure. Even if her character had permitted her to flatter herself
with such conquests, she was able to put a great difference between their
attentions and those of the Beast and her lovable Unknown.

Their assiduities were only repaid with the greatest indifference, but the
Beauty, seeing them in spite of her coldness stubbornly determined to
demonstrate the most passionate amour to her, thought that she ought to let
them know that they were wasting their time.

The first that she tried to undeceive was the lover of her eldest sister,
whom she told that she had only come to the family to attend the marriages
of her sisters, especially that of the eldest, and that she would beg her father
to hasten its execution. The Beauty did not find a man smitten with her
sister’s attractions. He no longer sighed for anyone but her, and neither
coldness, disdain, nor the threat of departure before the two months had
expired, was capable of putting him off.

Very afflicted by not having succeeded in her project, she gave the same
speech to the others, in whom she was chagrined to find similar sentiments.
To complete her sadness, her unjust sisters, who regarded her as a rival,



conceived against her an aversion that they could not dissimulate, and while
the Beauty deplored the excessive effect of her charms, she had the dolor of
learning that her new admirers, in the idea that they were harming one
another and that each of them was the cause of another not being favored,
wanted, by virtue of the greatest extravagance, to fight one another.

All those disagreeable circumstances caused her to form the design of
departing sooner than she had originally resolved.

Her father and her brothers neglected nothing to retain her, but, a slave
to her word, firm in her resolution, neither the tears of the one nor the pleas
of the others could win her over. All that they obtained was for her to defer
her departure as much as she could.

The two months went by, and every morning she formed the resolution
to bid her family adieu without having the strength to take her leave of them
in the evening. Torn between sentiments of tenderness and gratitude, she
could not incline toward one without doing injustice to the other.

In the midst of her embarrassment, it required nothing less than a dream
to seal her determination. She believed that in sleeping at the Beast’s
palace, she found herself in a deserted pathway, at the end of which was a
fort filled with undergrowth, which hid the opening of a cavern, from which
frightful groans were emerging. She recognized the voice of the Beast and
ran to help it. The monster, which appeared to her in her dream lying on the
ground and dying, reproached her for having put it in that sad state, and that
she had only repaid his amour with the blackest ingratitude.

Afterwards she saw the Lady that she had seen before while sleeping,
who told her in a severe manner that she was doomed if she delayed
fulfilling her promises any longer; that she had given her word to the Beast
to come back in two months, that they had expired; that if she delayed for
one more day the Beast would die; that the disorder that she was causing in
her father’s house and her sisters’ hatred ought to engage her to leave, all
the more gladly as everything in the palace of the Beast was designed to
give her pleasure.

Frightened by that dream, and fearing that she might be the cause of the
death of the Beast, the Beauty woke up with a start, and without further ado
declared to her entire family that she did not want o defer her departure any
longer.



That news caused different reactions. He father allowed his tears to
speak, the sons protested that they would not let her leave, and the
despairing lovers swore not to abandon her house. Only the daughters, far
from seeming afflicted by their sister’s departure, did nothing but praise her
good faith, even claiming that virtue for themselves, daring to assure her
that if, like the Beauty, they had given their word, the form of the Beast
would not make them waver in such a just duty, and that they would already
have returned to the marvelous palace. It was thus that they wanted to
disguise the cruel jealousy they had in their hearts. However, the Beauty,
charmed by their apparent sentiments of generosity, no longer thought about
anything but convincing her brothers and her lovers of the obligation she
had to leave them.

Her brothers, however, loved her too much to consent to her departure,
and the lovers, too infatuated, could not be made to listen to reason. All of
them were ignorant of the means by which the Beauty had arrived in her
father’s house, however, and, having no doubt that the horse that had
carried her to the Beast’s house the first time would come to fetch her, all
resolved collectively to raise obstacles to it. The sisters, who only had the
appearances of a pretended good faith to hide the joy that they felt
internally at seeing the moment of their sister’s departure approaching,
feared more than death that they might delay its execution.

The Beauty, however, firm in her resolution, knowing where duty
summoned her, and having no more time to lose in order to prolong the
days of the Beast, her benefactor, took her leave of her entire family and
those interested in her destiny as soon as night fell. She assured them that
whatever attention they paid to preventing her departure, she would be in
the Beast’s home the following morning before they were awake, that all
their measures would be futile and that she wanted to return to the
enchanted palace.

She did not forget, on going to bed, to rotate her ring.
 
She slept for a long time, and only woke up when the clock, striking

twelve, caused her to hear her name in music. By that sign, she knew that
her wishes were accomplished. When she had indicated that she no longer
wanted to sleep her bed was surrounded by the animals that were eager to
serve her. All of them gave evidence of the satisfaction they had on her



return, and made known to her the dolor that her long absence had caused
them.

That day appeared longer to her to her that all those she had spent in that
place before. Not that she regretted the company that she had left, but she
was impatient to see the Beast again, and to spare nothing in her
justification. Another hope also animated her, which was of having tender
conversations in her sleep with the Unknown, a pleasure of which she had
been deprived during the two months that she had just sent with her family,
and which she could only savor in the enclosure of the palace.

In sum, the Beast and the Unknown were, alternately, the subject of her
reveries. At one moment she reproached herself for not having returned for
a lover who, under a monstrous form, caused such a beautiful face to
appear. At another, she was sad to have abandoned her heart to some
fantastic image who had no other existence that was lent to it by her
dreams. She doubted whether her heart ought to prefer a chimera to the real
love of a Beast. The dream that made her see the handsome Unknown
warned her incessantly not to rely on her eyes. She feared that it might only
be a vain illusion to which the vapor of sleep gives birth and awakening
destroys.

Thus, still irresolute, loving the Unknown but not wanting to displease
the Beast, only seeking to occupy herself with pleasures, she was at the
Comédie-Française, which she found incomparably insipid. Closing the
window abruptly, she thought she could compensate herself at the Opéra;
the music appeared to her to be pitiful. The Italiens also lacked the talent to
amuse her. She found their play devoid of wit, intelligence and direction.
The ennui and distaste that followed her would not allow her to find
pleasure anywhere. She could obtain no relief in the gardens. Her court
sought to please her, but some wasted their capers, others their pretty
speech and others their twittering.

She was impatient to receive the visit of the Beast, the noise of whose
approach she thought she could hear at every minute, but the time so
desired arrived without the Beast appearing. Alarmed, and as if angered by
that lateness, she did not know what the reason for that absence might be.
Suspended between dread and hope, her mind agitated, her heart prey to
sadness, she went down to the gardens, determined not to go back into the
palace until she had found the Beast.



In all the places she went she could not find any trace of it. She called
out, but only the echo repeated her cries. Having spent more than three
hours in that disagreeable exercise, overcome by weariness, she sat down
on a bench.

She imagined that the Beast was dead, or that it had abandoned the
place. She found herself alone in the palace, without the hope of getting out
of it. She regretted the Beast’s conversation, although it was not diverting
for her, and what appeared extraordinary to her was to find so much
sensibility for the monster. She reproached herself for not having married it.
Regarding herself as the author of its death—for she feared that her
overlong absence had caused it—she made herself the harshest and
bloodiest reproaches.

In the midst of those sad reflections, she perceived that she was in the
very pathway where, during the last night that she had spent in her father’s
house, she had represented the monster dying in an unknown cavern.
Convinced that she had not been led to that place by pure hazard, she
directed her steps toward the fort, which she did not find impracticable. She
saw a hollow den there that appeared to be the same one that she had seen
in the dream. As the moon was only providing a feeble light, the monkey
pages appeared hurriedly with a number of torches sufficient to illuminate
the lair, and allowed her to see the Beast lying on the ground, which she
believed to be asleep.

Far from being frightened by the sight of it, the Beauty was very glad,
and. approaching it boldly, she put her hand on its head, calling to it several
times. But, feeling it cold and motionless, she no longer doubted that it was
dead, which caused her to utter dolorous cries and say the most touching
things in the world.

The certainty of its death, however, did not prevent her from making
efforts to recall it to life. On putting her hand over its heart she felt, with an
inexpressible joy, that it was still breathing. Without amusing herself by
caressing it further the Beauty emerged from the cavern and ran to a
fountain, from which she drew water with her hands and came back to
throw it over him. But as she could only carry very little, and as she spilled
it before getting back to the Beast, her help would have been ineffective
without the assistance of the monkey courtiers, who ran to the palace and



came back with so much diligence that she had a vase for drawing water in
an instant, and fortifying liquors.

She made it drink and swallow, which produced an admirable effect,
giving it some movement, and shortly afterwards it recovered
consciousness. She animated it with her voice, and stroked it so much that it
pulled itself together.

“How much anxiety you have caused me,” she said, obligingly, to the
Beast. “I did not know to what extent I loved you; the fear of losing you has
made me realize that I was attached to you by stronger bonds than those of
gratitude. I swear to you that I would only have thought of dying if I had
not been able to save your life.”

At those tender words the Beast, feeling entirely relieved, replied in a
voice that was as yet still feeble: “You are good, the Beauty, to love such an
ugly monster, but you do well; I love you more than my life. I thought that
you would not come back again. I would have died of it. Since you love me,
I want to live. Go and repose, and be certain that you will be as fortunate as
your good heart merits.”

The Beauty had not yet heard the Beast pronounce such a long speech. It
was not eloquent, but it pleased her by the quality of tenderness and
sincerity that she thought she could detect within it She had expected to be
scolded by it, or at least to receive reproaches. She had from then on a
better opinion of its character; no longer finding it so stupid, she even
regarded its curt responses as something like a hint of prudence; and,
increasingly prejudiced in its favor, she retired to her apartment with her
mind full of the most flattering ideas.

Extremely fatigued, the Beauty found all the refreshments there of
which she had need. Her heavy eyes promised her pleasant slumber. Asleep
almost as soon as she had laid down, her dear Unknown did not fail to
present himself. How many tender things he said to her to express the
pleasure he had in seeing her again! He assured her that she would be
happy; that it was no longer a matter of anything but following the impulses
dictated to her by the generosity of her heart.

The Beauty asked him if that would be in marrying the Beast. The
Unknown replied that there was only that sole means. She felt a sort of
resentment at that, and even found it extraordinary that her lover was
advising her to render his rival happy.



After that first dream, she thought she saw the Beast dead at her feet. An
instant afterwards, the Unknown appeared and disappeared at the same time
to let the Beast take his place. What she remarked most distinctly was the
Lady, who seemed to say to her: “I am content with you. Always follow the
movements of reason, and don’t worry about anything; I will take charge of
the care of rendering you happy.”

Although asleep, the Beauty appeared to discover her inclination for the
Unknown and her repugnance for the monster, which she did not find
lovable. The Lady smiled at her scruple and told her not to worry about her
tenderness for the Unknown, that the impulses she felt had nothing
incompatible with the intention she had to do her duty, that without
resistance, she could follow it, and that her happiness would be perfect in
marrying the Beast.

That dream, which finished with her slumber, was for her an
inexhaustible source of reflections. In the last and in the others she found
more foundation than dreams commonly have; that is what determined her
to consent to the strange hymen. But the image of the Unknown came
incessantly to trouble her. That was the only obstacle, but it was not
mediocre. Still uncertain of what she had to do, she went to the Opéra
without putting an end to her embarrassment. After the spectacle she sat
down at table; only the arrival of the Beast was capable of conforming her
determination.

Far from making her reproaches with regard to her long absence, the
monster, as if the pleasure of seeing her had made it forget its past
irritations, appeared, on coming into to the Beauty’s apartment, only to be
in haste to know whether she had been well amused, if she had been well
received, and whether her health had been god.

She replied to those questions, and added that she had purchased dearly
all the pleasures that she had enjoyed by its cares, that they had been
followed by cruel pains by virtue of the state in which she had found it.

The Beast thanked her laconically, after which, wanting to take its leave
of her, it asked her, as usual, whether she wanted it to go to bed with her.

The Beauty took some time to respond, but, finally making her decision,
said to it, trembling: “Yes, Beast, I would like that, provided that you give
me your faith, and that you receive mine.”



“I give it to you,” said the Beast, “and promise never to have any other
wife.”

“And I,” replied the Beauty, “receive you as my husband, and swear to
you a tender and faithful love.”

Scarcely had she pronounced those words than a volley of artillery was
heard, and in order that she could not doubt that it was a sign of rejoicing,
she saw the windows all ablaze with the illumination of more than twenty
thousand rockets, which was renewed for more than three hours. They
formed love-knots; gallant cartouches represented the monogram of the
Beauty, and the legend was legible in distinct letters: LONG LIVE THE
BEAUTY AND HER HUSBAND.

That charming spectacle having lasted sufficiently long, the Beast
indicated to its new wife that it was time to go to bed.

However scant impatience that the Beauty had to find herself next to
that singular spouse, she went to bed. The lights were extinguished at that
moment.

The Beast, approaching her, caused the Beauty the apprehension that the
weight of its body might crush their bed, but she was agreeably astonished
to sense that the monster placed itself at her side as lightly as she had just
done. Her surprise was even greater when she heard it snoring almost
immediately, and that by its tranquility, she had a certain proof that it was
sleeping profoundly.

In spite of her astonishment, accustomed as she was to extraordinary
things, after having given a few moments to reflection, she went to sleep, as
tranquilly as her husband, not doubting that the sleep would be mysterious,
as with everything that happened in the palace.

Scarcely had she fallen asleep than her dear Unknown came, as usual, to
render her a visit. He was more cheerful and more elaborately adorned than
he had ever been.

“How obliged I am to you, charming Beauty,” he said to her. “You have
delivered me from the prison in which I have been groaning for such a long
time. Your marriage to the Beast will render a king to his subjects, a son to
his mother and life to his kingdom. We shall all be happy.”

At that speech, the Beauty felt a violent resentment, seeing that the
Unknown, far from giving evidence of the despair into which the
engagement she had just made should have cast him, was making an



excessive joy shine in his eyes. She was about to express her
discontentment to him when the Lady appeared in the dream in her turn.

“Now you are victorious,” she told her. “We owe you everything, the
Beauty, you have just preferred gratitude to any other sentiment; there not
many who, like you, would have had the strength to keep their word at the
expense of their satisfaction, or to risk their own life to save that of their
father; in recompense, there are not many who can hope to enjoy for ever a
happiness similar to that which your virtue has enabled you to attain. You
only know the least part of it at present. The return of the sun will tell you
more.”

After the Lady, the Beauty saw the young man again, but lying down as
if dead. The entire night passed in making different dreams. Those
agitations had become familiar to her, and they did not prevent her from
sleeping for a long time. It was broad daylight than woke her up. It shone in
her bedroom even more than usual; her she-monkeys had not closed the
curtains—which gave her the opportunity to cast her eyes upon the Beast.

Initially taking the spectacle that she beheld for an ordinary sequel of
her dreams, and believing than she was still dreaming, her joy and surprise
were extreme when she had no more grounds to doubt that what she saw
was real.

The previous evening, on going to lie down, she had placed her herself
on the edge of her bed, thinking that she could not leave too much room for
her frightful spouse. It had snored at first, but she had ceased to hear it
before falling asleep. The silence that it maintained, when she woke up
having made her doubt that it was beside her, and imagining that it had got
up quietly, in order to know the truth, she had turned over with as much
precaution as was possible for her, and was agreeably surprised to find,
instead of the Beast, her dear Unknown.

That charming sleeper appeared to her a thousand times more handsome
than he had been during the night; in order to be certain that he was really
the same, she got up and went to take from her dressing-room the portrait
that she usually wore n her arm. But she could not be mistaken. Occupied
with the marvelous nature of that torpor, she spoke to him in the hope of
putting an end to it. As he did not awake at her voice, she tugged him by the
arm. That second attempt was also futile, and only served to make her



aware that there was enchantment in it, which made her resolve to let the
charm, which probably had a prescribed term, pass.

As she was alone, she did not fear scandalizing anyone by the liberties
she might take with him. In any case, he was her husband. That is why,
giving free rein to her tender sentiments, she kissed him a thousand times
and then made the decision to wait patiently for the end of that species of
lethargy.

How charmed she was to be united with the only object that had forced
her to hesitate, and to have by duty what she would have wanted by taste.
She no longer doubted the happiness that she had been promised in her
dreams. It was then that she knew that the Lady had told her the truth, in
representing to her that it would not be incompatible to have,
simultaneously, amour for the Beast and for her Unknown, since the two of
them were only one.

However, her husband did not wake up. After a little nourishment, she
tried to distract herself by her ordinary occupations, but they appeared
insipid to her. Not being able to resolve to leave her bedroom, in order not
to remain idle there, she took up a musical instrument and began to sing.
Her birds joined in with her in a concert all the more charming because the
Beauty always hoped that it would be interrupted by the awakening of her
spouse, for she had flattered herself that she might destroy the enchantment
by the sound of her voice.

 
It was destroyed, in fact, but not in the fashion that she had hoped. The

Beauty heard the unfamiliar noise of a chariot rolling under the windows of
her apartment, and the voices of several people approaching her bedroom.
At the same moment, the ape who was captain of the guard announced the
ladies via the beak of his parrot interpreter.

The Beauty, looking through the window, saw the chariot that had
brought them. It was of an entirely new model, and an unparalleled beauty.
Four white stags with golden antlers and hooves, superbly harnessed, were
pulling the rig, the singularity of which augmented the desire she had to
become acquainted with those it had brought.

By the noise that was becoming louder she knew that the ladies were
drawing nearer and that they must be close to the antechamber. She thought
she was obliged to go to meet them. She recognized in one of the two the



Lady whom she was accustomed to see in dreams. The other was no less
beautiful; her aristocratic and distinguished bearing testified clearly enough
that she was an illustrious person. That unknown woman had passed her
first youth but she had an air so majestic that the Beauty did not know to
which one to address her compliment.

She was in that embarrassment when the one she already knew, and who
appeared to have some superiority over the other, addressing her
companion, said to her: “Well, Queen, what do you think of this beautiful
young woman? You owe your son’s return to life to her, for you’ll agree
that the deplorable fashion in which he was enjoying it cannot be called
living. Without her, you would never have seen the Prince again, and he
would have remained in the horrible form into which he had been
transformed if he had not found a unique person in the world whose virtue
and courage equaled her beauty. I believe that you will see with pleasure the
son that she is rendering to you, having become his. They love one another,
and at present nothing is lacking their perfect happiness but your consent;
will you refuse it to them?”

At these words the Queen, embracing the Beauty tenderly, exclaimed:
“Far from refusing them my consent, I put my sovereign felicity into it.
Charming and virtuous young woman, to whom I have so much obligation,
tell me who you are, and the name of the sovereigns fortunate enough to
have given birth to such a perfect princess.”

“Madame,” replied the Beauty, modestly, “I have no longer had a
mother for a long time. My father is a merchant well known in society for
his good faith and his misfortunes, who by his birth...”

At that sincere declaration the astonished Queen took two steps back.
“What! You are nothing but the daughter of a merchant…! Oh, great
fay…!” she added, with a mortified expression, looking at her. She fell
silent after those few words, but her expression revealed clearly enough
what she was thinking, and her discontentment was expressed in her eyes.

“It seems to me,” said the fay, proudly, “that you are not content with
my choice. This young woman’s condition excites your scorn. She was,
however, the only person in the world capable of fulfilling my project and
rendering your son happy...”

“I am very grateful,” replied the Queen, and added: “But, powerful
Intelligence, I cannot help representing to you the bizarre assemblage of the



finest blood in the world, of which my son is the issue, with the obscure
blood from which the person you want to unite him emerges. I confess to
you that I am scarcely flattered by the pretended happiness of this Prince, if
it is necessary to purchase it by an alliance so shameful for us and so
unworthy of him. Would it have been impossible for him to find in the
world a person whose virtue equaled her birth? I know the names of so
many estimable Princesses; why will it not be permissible for me to have
the pleasure of seeing him possess one of them?”

As they reached that point the handsome Unknown appeared. The
arrival of his mother and the fay had awakened him, and the noise they had
caused had had more effect than all the Beauty’s efforts; the order of the
spell determined it thus.

The Queen held him in her embrace for a long time without saying a
word. She had rediscovered a son whose fine qualities rendered him worthy
of her tenderness. What joy for that Prince to see himself liberated from a
frightful form and an even more dolorous stupidity, that it had affected, and
which had not obscured its reason. He had recovered the liberty of
appearing in his ordinary form thanks to the object of his amour, which
rendered her all the more precious to him.

After the initial transports that blood had inspired in him for his mother,
the Prince interrupted them in order to follow the duty and the gratitude that
pressed him to render thanks to the fay. He did so in the most respectful and
briefest terms, in order to have the liberty of turning his urgency in the
direction of the Beauty.

He had already made it known by his tender gaze, and to confirm what
his eyes had said, he was about to add to it in the most touching terms when
the fay retained him and indicated to him that she took him as a judge
between his mother and her.

“Your mother,” she said to him, “condemns the engagement that you
have contracted with the Beauty. She finds that her birth is unworthy of
yours. For myself, I believe that her virtues cause the inequalities to
disappear. It is for you, Prince, to decide which of us is thinking in
accordance with your taste. In order that you have an entire liberty to make
us know your true sentiments, I declare to you that it is permissible for you
not to constrain yourself; even though you have given your faith to this
attractive individual, you may take it back. I am certain that the Beauty will



return it to you without any difficulty. Although you have recovered your
natural form thanks to her kindness, I assure you that her generosity will
push disinterest as far leaving you the liberty of disposing of your hand in
favor of the person to whom the Queen will advise you to give it...”

“What do you say, the Beauty?” the fay went on, turning toward her.
“Am I mistaken in explaining your sentiments? Would you want a husband
who would regret it?”

“Certainly not, Madame,” replied the Beauty. “The Prince is free; I
renounce the honor of being his wife. When I accepted his faith, I believed
that I was granting mercy to something less than human. I only engaged
himself to him with the design of doing him a signal favor. Ambition played
no part in my intentions. Thus, Great Fay, I beg you to demand nothing of
the Queen in a circumstance in which I cannot criticize her delicacy.”

“Well, Queen, what do you say to that?” said the fay, in a disdainful and
piqued tone. “Do you think that Princesses who are only so by the caprice
of fortune merit the high rank in which fate has placed them any more than
this young woman? For myself, I think that she ought not to be held
responsible for an origin above which her virtue elevates her sufficiently...”

The Queen responded, with a kind of confusion: “The Beauty is
admirable; her merit is infinite, nothing is above it. But Madame, can we
not find other means of recompensing her? Can I not do it without
sacrificing my son’s hand?

“Yes, the Beauty,” the Queen said to her, “I owe you so much than I
cannot measure it; I put no limit on your desires. Wish boldly; I will grant
you anything except that one point. But the difference will not be very great
for you. Choose a spouse in my court. No matter how great a Lord he is, he
will have reason to esteem himself fortunate, and in your consideration I
will place him so close to the throne that there will be hardly any
difference.”

“I thank you, Madame,” the Beauty replied to her, “but I have no
recompense to demand of you. I am amply rewarded by the pleasure of
having put an end to the enchantment that was stealing a great Prince from
his mother and his kingdom. My happiness would be perfect if it were to
my Sovereign that I had rendered that service. All that I desire is that the
fay will deign to return me to my father.”



The Prince, who, by order of the fay, had maintained silence throughout
this discourse, was not the master of retaining it any longer, and his respect
for orders so inconvenient was no longer capable of holding him back. He
threw himself at the feet of the fay and his mother, and begged them with
the most ardent insistence not to render him even more unhappy than he
was by sending the Beauty away and depriving him of the happiness of
being her husband.

At these words the Beauty, looking at him with a gaze filled with
tenderness, but accompanied by a noble pride, said to him: “I cannot hide
from you, Prince, the sentiments that I have for you; your disenchantment is
the proof, and I would try in vain to disguise them. I confess, without
blushing, that I love you more than myself. Why should I dissimulate it?
One only ought to disavow criminal impulses. Mine are filled with
innocence, and are authorized by the consent of the generous fay, to whom
you and I owe so much. But if I was able to renounce them when I believed
that my duty ordered me to sacrifice it to the Beast, you must be persuaded
that I would not belie myself on this occasion, when it is no longer a matter
of the interest of a monster, but yours.

“It is sufficient for me to know who you are, and who I am, to renounce
the glory of being your wife. I even dare say that if, vanquished by your
prayers, the Queen granted you the consent you desire, she would be doing
nothing for you, since in my house and in my amour itself you would find
an insurmountable obstacle. I repeat, the only favor for which I ask is that
of returning to the bosom of my family, where I will conserve an eternal
memory of your generosity and your amour.”

“Generous Fay,” cried the Prince, putting his hands together in a
suppliant fashion, “please prevent the Beauty from departing, and render
me instead my monstrous form. On that condition I would remain her
husband; she has given her faith to the Beast, and I prefer that advantage to
all those that she is procuring me, if I cannot enjoy them without paying so
dearly.”

The fay made no reply. She looked fixedly at the Queen, who was
touched by so many virtues, but whose pride was not shaken. Her son’s
dolor afflicted her, without making her forget that the Beauty was the
daughter of a merchant and nothing more. However, she was apprehensive
of the anger of the fay, whose expression and silence marked her



indignation clearly enough. Her embarrassment was extreme. Not having
the strength to say a word, she feared seeing a conversation by which the
protective Intelligence was offended finish in a disastrous fashion.

No one spoke for several moments, but the fay finally broke the silence,
and, darting an affectionate gaze at the lovers, she said to them: “I find you
worthy of one another. One cannot think without crime of separating so
much merit. You will remain united; I promise you that. I have power
enough to execute it.”

At those words the Queen shivered; she had opened her mouth in order
to utter a few protests but the fay prevented her from doing so, saying to
her: “As for you, Queen, the scant value you place on a virtue devoid of  the
vain ornaments that alone command your esteem authorizes me to make
you bitter reproaches. But I pardon that sin of pride, which is inspired in
you by the rank you hold, and I will not take any other vengeance that that I
take from the petty violence I am doing you, and for which you will thank
me before long.”

At those words the Beauty kissed the fay’s knees, and cried: “Oh, don’t
expose me to the dolor of hearing myself reproached all my life for being
unworthy of the rank to which your generosity wants to raise me; remember
that the Prince, who believes at present that his happiness consists of the
gift of my hand, might perhaps think like the Queen before very long.”

“No, no, the Beauty, have no fear,” said the fay, “the misfortunes that
you anticipate cannot arrive. I know a sure means of preserving you from
them, and if the Prince is capable of scorning you after having married you,
it will be necessary for him to find another reason than the inequality of
condition. Your birth is not inferior to his. Indeed, the advantage is very
considerable on your side, since the truth is,” she said, proudly, to the
Queen, “that this is your niece, and what ought to render her respectable to
you is that she is mine, being the daughter of my sister, who was not, like
you, the slave of a dignity of which virtue made the principal luster.

“That fay, able to estimate true merit, did the King of the Fortunate Isle,
your brother, the honor of marrying him. I have protected the fruit of their
amour from the fury of a fay who wanted to be her mother-in-law. Since she
was born I have destined her to be your son’s wife. In concealing the effect
of my good will from you, I wanted to give your confidence time to burst
forth. I had some reason to believe that you could have had more in me.



You could have relied on my cares with regard to the destiny of the Prince. I
have given evidence of taking sufficient interest in that, and you ought not
to have been apprehensive that I would expose him to anything shameful
for you or for him.” She continued with a smile that still had a hint of
bitterness: “I am convinced, Madame, that you will not take disdain any
further, and that you will be eager to honor us with your alliance.”

Nonplussed and confused, the Queen could only respond. The sole
means of repairing her fault was to make a sincere confession of it and to
give evidence of a true repentance. “I am culpable, generous Fay,” she said
to her. “Your good will ought to have been a sure guarantee that you would
not allow my son to make an alliance that would dishonor him. But please
pardon the prejudices of an illustrious birth. I was told that royal blood
could not be misallied without shame. I would merit it, I confess, if, to
punish me, you gave the Beauty a mother-in-law worthy of possessing her,
but you take too generous an interest in my son to render him the victim of
my fault.

“As for you, dear Beauty,” she continued, kissing her, “you ought not to
hold my resistance against me. It was only caused by the desire to give me
son to my niece, whom the fay had assured me was alive in spite of the
appearances to the contrary. She had painted me a picture of her so
charming that, without knowing you, I loved you tenderly enough to expose
myself to the indignation of the Intelligence in order to conserve the throne
and my son’s heart for you.”

In saying that, she recommenced her caresses, and the Beauty received
them with respect. The Prince, for his part, delighted by that agreeable
news, marked his joy by his gaze.

“Now we are all content,” said the fay, “and to conclude this happy
adventure, we only lack the consent of the King, the father of the Princess,
but we shall soon see him in person.”

The Beauty begged her to permit that the man who had raised her, and
to whom she had believed she owed life, be present at her good fortune.

“I like that concern,” said the fay. “It is worthy of a beautiful soul, and
since you wish it, I shall take charge of informing him.”

Then, taking the Queen by the hand, she took her way under the pretext
of showing her the enchanted palace. That was to allow the newlyweds the



liberty of conversing for the first time without constraint and without the
aid of illusion. They tried to follow them but she forbade them to do so.

The happiness that they were about to enjoy penetrated them with an
equal joy, and they were unable to doubt their mutual tenderness. The
confused and inconsequential conversation, and the protestations renewed a
hundred times over, were for them a more certain testimony than a
discourse full of eloquence would have been.

After having exhausted what amour could say on such an occasion to
persons whose hearts are veritably touched, the Beauty asked her lover by
what misfortune he had been so cruelly metamorphosed into the Beast. She
then asked him to inform her of all the events that had preceded his cruel
metamorphosis. The Prince, who was no less ardent to obey her for having
changed his face, and not wanting to defer it any longer, spoke in the
following terms.

 
The Beast’s Story
 
My father, the King, died before I came into the world. The Queen could

not have been consoled for her loss if the interest of the child she was
carrying had not combated her grief. My birth caused her an extreme joy; it
was to the pleasure of bringing up the fruit of the amour of a spouse so
dearly beloved that the good fortune of dissipating her affliction was
reserved.

The cares of my education and the fear of losing me occupied her
uniquely. She was seconded in her views by a fay of her acquaintance, who
showed her nothing but the ardor of preserving me from all sorts of
accidents. The Queen was infinitely grateful to her, but she was not content
when she asked her to put me in her hands. That Intelligence did not have
the reputation of being good; she was reckoned to be capricious in her
favors; she was feared more than loved, and even when my mother had
been convinced of her good will, she could not be determined to lose sight
of me.

However, for fear of enduring the disastrous effects of the vindictive
fay’s resentment, she was advised by prudent individuals that she should
not refuse flatly. In yielding me to her voluntarily, there was no appearance
that she might do me any harm. Experience suggested that she only



delighted in harming those she thought had offended her. The Queen agreed
with that, but was still reluctant to see herself deprived of the pleasure of
gazing at me continually with a mother’s eyes, with enabled her  to discover
graces in me that I only owed to her prevention.

She was still irresolute as to what to do when a powerful neighbor
believed that it would be easy for him to take possession of the estates of a
child governed by a woman. He had entered my kingdom with a formidable
army. The Queen raised one in haste, and with a courage superior to her
sex, she put herself at the head of her troops and went to defend our
frontiers.

It was then that, being obliged to quit me, she could not dispense with
confiding the care of my education to the fay. I was placed in her hands,
after she had sworn the oath most sacred to her that she would return me to
the Court without any difficulty as soon as the war was over, which my
mother counted on being concluded in a year at the most.

In spite of all the advantages she obtained, however, it was not possible
for her to see our capital again so soon. In order to profit from her victory,
after having expelled the enemy from our estates, she pursued him in his
own. She took entire provinces, won battles, and finally reduced the
vanquished to requesting a shameful peace, which he only obtained under
very harsh conditions.

After that fortunate success, the Queen departed triumphantly, and
savored in advance the pleasure of seeing me again. Having learned en
route, however, that against the faith of the treaties, the unworthy enemy
had had our garrisons murdered and had retaken almost all the places that
he had been obliged to cede, she was constrained to retrace her steps. Honor
took precedence over the eagerness that recalled her to my presence, and
she formed the resolution not to end the war until she had rendered her
enemy incapable of committing further treasons.

The time that she employed in that second expedition was very
considerable. She had flattered herself that two or three campaigns would
be sufficient, but she had to combat an adversary who was as clever as he
was treacherous. He strove to make entire provinces revolt or to debauch
entire battalions, which forced the Queen not to distance herself from her
army for fifteen years. She did not think of summoning me to her side; she



always imagined that she was in her final month of absence and on the
point of seeing me again.

Meanwhile, the fay, conforming to her word, had devoted every care to
my education. Since the day when she had taken charge of me in my
kingdom she had remained with me and had never ceased to give me marks
of her attention with regard to my health ad my pleasures. By my respect, I
showed her how sensible I was of her generosity; I had the same regard for
her and the same urgency that I would have had for my mother, and
gratitude inspired me with sentiments as tender in her favor.

For some time, she appeared satisfied by that, but she undertook a
journey of several years, the secret of which she did not communicate to
me, and on her return, admiring the effect of her cares, she conceived for
me a tenderness different from that of a mother. She had permitted me to
give her that name, but now she forbade me to employ it. I obeyed, without
enquiring about the reasons she might have, nor suspecting what she
required of me.

I could see clearly that she was not content, but how could I suspect the
reason for the complaints she made incessantly about my ingratitude? I was
all the more surprised by her reproaches because I did not believe that I
merited them. They were always followed or preceded by the most tender
caresses. I did not have enough experience to understand them. It was
necessary that she explain herself, and she did so one day when I gave
evidence of a chagrin mingled with impatience regarding the tardiness of
the Queen.

She made me a few reproaches, and when I assured her that my
tenderness for my mother did not diminish in any way that which I owed to
her, she replied that she was not jealous, although she had done a great deal
for me, and had resolved to do even more. But she added that in order to
give free rein to the designs she had made in my favor, it was necessary that
I marry her, that she did not want to be loved by me as a mother, but as a
lover, that she had no doubt that I would receive her proposal with gratitude
and that I would have a great deal of joy in accepting it; that it was
henceforth only a matter of abandoning myself to the pleasure that the
certainty of possessing such a powerful fay ought to cause me, which would
preserve me from all dangers and procure me a life full of charms and
heaped with glory.



At that proposal I was embarrassed. Educated in my own land, I knew
enough about the world to have observed among married couples that some
were happy by virtue of a conformity of age and humor, and that others had
much of which to complain because different circumstances had put an
antipathy between them that could be their torture.

The fay, old, ugly and of an arrogant character, did not give me any hope
of a destiny as agreeable as the one she was promising me. I was very far
from feeling for her what it is necessary to feel for a person with whom one
wants to spend one’s life agreeably. I did not want, in any case, to engage
myself at such an early age. I had no other passion than that of seeing the
Queen again and distinguishing myself at the head of her armies. I sighed
after my liberty; that was the only thing that could satisfy me, and the only
one that she refused me.

I had often begged her to permit me to go to share the perils into which I
knew the Queen had hurled herself for the sake of my interests, but my
pleas before that day had been futile. Pressed to respond to the astonishing
declaration that she had made me, I was embarrassed; I reminded her that
she had often told me that it was not permissible for me to dispose of
myself without my mother’s orders, and during her absence.

“That is how I understand it,” she said. “I do not want to oblige you to
do otherwise; it is sufficient for me that you refer the matter to the Queen.”

I have already said, beautiful Princess, that I had not been able to obtain
from the fay the liberty to go to find my mother, the Queen. The desire she
had to have her consent, which she expected to obtain, obliged her to grant
me, without even asking her, what she had always refused me. But she put a
condition on it that was not agreeable to me, which was that of
accompanying me. I made efforts to dissuade her, but it was impossible, and
we departed, accompanied by a numerous escort.

We arrived on the eve of a decisive affair. The Queen had arranged
things so well that the following day would decide the enemy’s fate, who no
longer had any resources if he lost the battle. My presence, causing an
extreme pleasure in the camp, only augmented the courage of the troops,
who took my arrival as a favorable augury for the victory. The Queen
thought she might die of joy.

After that first transport, however, the pleasure that it had caused gave
way to the most intense alarms. While I was flattering myself with the



pleasant hope of acquiring glory, the Queen shivered at the thought of the
danger to which I was about to expose myself. Too generous to want to
divert me, she begged me, in the name of all her tenderness, to spare myself
as much as honor would permit. She begged the fay not to abandon me on
that occasion.

Her solicitations were unnecessary; the overly susceptible Intelligence
was as apprehensive as the Queen, because she had no secret with which to
preserve me from the hazards of war. At any rate, by inspiring me
instantaneously with the art of commanding an army and the prudence
necessary for such a great employment, she did a great deal. The most
experienced leaders admired me.

Having become master of the battlefield, the victory was complete; I
had the good fortune to save the life of the Queen and prevent her from
being made a prisoner of war. The enemies were pursued with so much
vigor that they abandoned their camp, lost their baggage and more than
three-quarters of their army, while we had only suffered very mediocre
losses.

A slight wound that I received was the only advantage of which the
enemy could boast. But, that event having made the Queen fear that, if the
war continued, greater misfortunes might overtake me, in spite of the
devotion of the entire army, whose pride had been redoubled by my
presence, she made peace on terms more advantageous than those for which
the vanquished had dared to hope.

Shortly thereafter, we resumed the road to the capital, which we entered
in triumph. The occupations of the war and the eternal presence of my aged
conquest had prevented me from warning the Queen about that incident.
She was entirely surprised when the harpy said to her, without
circumlocution, that she was resolved to marry me immediately. That
declaration was made in this very palace, not as superb as it is today. It was
the pleasure-house of the late King, of the embellishment of which a
thousand occupations had not permitted him to think. My mother, who
cherished that which he had loved, chose it for preference in order to relax
there from the fatigues of war.

At the fay’s declaration, unable to render herself mistress of her first
reaction, and not knowing the art of dissimulation, she cried: “Can you
think, Madame of the bizarre assortment that you are proposing to me?”



It is true that it impossible to think of one more ridiculous. In addition to
the fay’s advanced age, almost decrepitude, she was so ugly as to inspire
fear. It was not the years that had made her ugly—if she had been beautiful
in her youth she might have conserved it with the aid of her art—but being
naturally ugly, her power had been unable to give her an artificial beauty for
more than one day every year, and when that day was past she reverted to
her original condition.

The fay was surprised by the Queen’s declaration. Her self-regard had
hidden from her everything that was frightful about her, and she expected
that her power ought to substitute for the attractions of which she was
deprived.

“What do you mean,” she said to the Queen, “by the term bizarre
assortment? Remember that there is an imprudence in making me
remember when I deign to forget. You ought only to think of congratulating
yourself for having a son lovable enough for me to prefer him to the most
powerful elemental spirits, and since I deign to lower myself as far as him,
receive with respect the honor that I have the generosity of offering you,
without giving me time to take it back.”

The queen, as proud as the fay, had never understood that there was a
rank above the throne. She did not think much of the pretended honor that
the Intelligence was offering her. Having always commanded everyone who
approached her, she was not ambitious for the advantage of having a
daughter-in-law to whom it was necessary to render respects. Thus, far from
responding, she remained as if motionless, and contented herself with fixing
her eyes upon me. I was as surprised as she was, and was looking at her
with the same expression with which she was looking at me; it was not
difficult for the fay to discern that our silence expressed naively sentiments
very different from the joy that she wanted to inspire in us.

“What is the significance of what I see?” she said, bitterly. “How comes
it that the mother and the son are saying nothing? Has this pleasant surprise
taken away the use of your tongues, or are you blind enough and reckless
enough not to accept my offers? Speak up, Prince,” she said to me, “will
you be sufficient ingrate and imprudent to scorn my generosity? Will you
not consent immediately to give me your hand?”

“No, Madame, I assure you,” I said, precipitately. “Although I am
sincerely grateful for everything I owe to you, I cannot resolve to acquit



myself in that way, and, with the Queen’s permission, I do not want to lose
my liberty so soon. Give me any other means of recognizing your
generosity, and I would not find it impossible. But dispense me from
employing the one you propose to me, if you please, for...”

“What, paltry creature,” she interrupted me, furiously, “you dare to
resist me? And you, stupid Queen, see such pride without indignation?
What am I saying, without indignation? It’s you who are authorizing it,
since it is from your insolent gaze that he has taken the audacity of his
response.”

The Queen, already piqued by the scornful expressions of which the fay
had made use, was no longer able to contain herself, and, chancing to dart
her gaze at a mirror before which we were standing during the time that the
malevolent fay was still pressing her, she said: “Can I tell you that you
ought not to represent yourself thus? Deign to consider without prejudice
the objects that that mirror presents to you, and it will answer for me.”

The fay understood easily what the Queen meant. “It’s the beauty of
your precious son, then, that renders you so vain, and that’s what has
exposed me to a shameful refusal. I appear to you to be unworthy of him.
Well, then, she continued, raising her voice in a furious tone, “after having
devoted all my cares to rendering him so charming, it’s necessary that I
crown my work and give you both a substance as new as it is sensible, to
remind you of what you owe me. Go, wretch” she said to me, “and boast of
having refused me your heart and your hand, and make the sacrifice of them
to someone you find more worthy of them than me.”

As she spoke those words, my terrible admirer struck me on the head.
The blow was so heavy that I fell face down on the ground, and thought that
I had been crushed by the fall of a mountain. Angered by that insult, I tried
to get up again, but it was impossible. The weight of my body was so great
that it prevented me from doing so. All that I could do was sustain myself
on my hands, which had instantly become horrible paws, the sight of which
caused me to perceive my transformation. Immediately, I cast my gaze upon
the fatal mirror, and it was no longer possible for me to doubt my cruel and
sudden metamorphosis.

The dolor that I felt rendered me immobile. At that tragic spectacle, the
Queen was beside herself. To put the final seal on her barbarity, the furious
fay also said to me, in a mocking tone: “Go make illustrious conquests,



more worthy of you than an august fay. And as one has no need of
intelligence when one is so handsome, I order you to appear as stupid as
you are frightful, and to wait in that condition, in order to resume your
original form, until a beautiful young woman comes voluntarily to find you,
even though she is convinced that you will devour her.

“It is also necessary,” she continued, “that after she no longer fears for
her life, she acquires a sufficiently tender affection for you to offer to marry
you. Until you encounter that rare individual, I want you to be a subject of
horror for yourself and for all those who see you.

“As for you, excessively fortunate mother of such a lovable child,” she
said to the Queen, “I warn you that if you tell anyone that this monster is
your son, his form will never change. It is without the aid of interest,
ambition and the charms of his intelligence that he must quit it. Don’t be
impatient, you won’t have to wait for long. He’s dainty enough to encounter
a remedy for his woes soon. Adieu.”

“Oh, cruel Fay!” cried the Queen. “If my refusal has offended you,
avenge yourself on me. Take my life, but don’t destroy your work, I implore
you...”

“You can’t think so, Great Princess,” said the fay, in an ironic tone.
“You’re lowering yourself too much; I’m not beautiful enough for you to
deign to converse with me. But I’m firm in my determination. Adieu,
Powerful Queen. Adieu, Handsome Prince, it’s unjust for me to weary you
further with my odious presence. I shall retire, but the charity still remains
to me of warning you”—she turned to me—“that it’s necessary to forget
who you are. If you allow yourself to be flattered by vain respect, or
ostentatious titles, you are doomed without recourse, and you are also
doomed if you dare to make use of your wit to please in conversation.”

After those words, she disappeared, and left the Queen and me in a state
that can neither be described or imagined. Plaints are the consolation of the
unfortunate; that was too feeble an aid for us. My mother took the decision
to stab herself and I to throw myself into the nearby canal. We were both
about to execute such fatal designs, without communicating them to one
another, but a person of majestic stature whose expression inspired a
profound respect came to let us know that there is cowardice in succumbing
to the greatest accidents, and that with time and courage, there is no
misfortune that cannot be vanquished.



The Queen was inconsolable, however; her eyes shed abundant tears
and, not knowing how to tell her subjects that their sovereign had changed
into a horrible beast, her only resource was a terrible despair. The fay—for
she was one, the same one that you see here—knowing her dolor and her
embarrassment, made her remember the indispensable obligation she had to
conceal that frightful adventure from her people. She remonstrated with her
that, without abandoning herself to despair, it would be better to seek a
remedy for her woes.

“Is there any powerful enough,” the Queen cried, “to prevent the will of
a fay from being executed?”

“Yes, Madame,” the fay replied. “There are remedies for everything. I
am a fay, like the one whose fury you have just experienced; I have no less
power. It is true that I cannot repair immediately the harm that she has done
to you, for it is not permitted to us to oppose ourselves directly to one
another’s will. The one who has caused your misfortune has lived longer
than me; among us, antiquity is a respectable title. As she was unable to
prevent herself from imposing a condition that might break the deadly
charm, I shall make use of it. I confess that it is difficult to terminate this
enchantment, but it does not appear to me to be impossible. By devoting all
my cares to it, let us see what I can do for you.”

Then she took a book from her robe, and after having taken a few
mysterious steps, she sat down at a table and read for a considerable time
with an application that made her sweat. Afterwards, she closed her book
and meditated profoundly. She had an expression so serious that it gave us
reason to believe for some time that my misfortune was irreparable. But,
having returned from her trance, and her physiognomy recovering its
natural beauty, she told us that she had a remedy for our woes.

“It will be slow,” she told me, “but it will be certain. Keep your secret,
so that it does not leak out, and do not let anyone know that you are hidden
under that horrible disguise, for you would rob me of the power to deliver
you from it. Your enemy flatters herself that you will divulge it; that is why
she has not taken the power of speech away from you.”

The Queen thought that condition impossible, because two of her
women had been present at the fatal adventure and had gone out, terrified,
which would not have failed to excite the curiosity of the guards and
courtiers. She imagined that the entire court would be informed of it, and



that her kingdom, sad even the world, would soon hear the news. But the
fay knew a means of preventing the mystery from being exposed. She made
a few gestures, sometimes gravely, sometimes precipitately; she combined
them with words that we did not understand, and ended up by raising in the
air the hand of a person who commands with absolute power.

That action, combined with what she had pronounced, was so powerful
that everything alive within the château became immobile, changed into
statues. They are still in that state; they are the forms that you see in various
places, in the same attitudes in which the fay’s urgent order surprised them.

The Queen, who cast a glance into the great courtyard at that moment,
perceived the transformation of a prodigious number of people.

The silence that suddenly succeeded the agitation of a great people gave
birth in her heart to surges of compassion for so many innocents who were
losing their lives because of me, but the fay reassured her by saying that she
would only leave her subjects in that state for as long as their discretion was
necessary. It was a precaution that it was necessary to take. But she
promised that she would compensate them, and that the time they passed
thus would not be counted against their days.

“They will be rejuvenated proportionately, so let your pity cease,” said
the fay to the Queen. “Let us leave them here with your son. They will be
safe here, because I have raised up fogs in the environs of the château so
dense that it will only be possible to penetrate here when we judge it
appropriate.” She continued: “I will take you back to where your presence
is necessary; you have maneuvers to fear on the part of your enemies. Be
careful to publish that the fay who has raised your son has retained him
with her for an important purpose, and that she has kept all the people who
followed you.”

It was not without shedding tears that my mother found herself obliged
to quit me. The fay renewed her assurances to watch over me continually,
and protested that I had only had to wish in order to see my desires
accomplished. She added that my woes would end, provided that neither my
mother nor I raised any obstacle to it by some imprudent act.

All those promises were incapable of consoling my mother; she would
rather have remained with me and left to the fay, or whomever she judged
most worthy, the care of governing her kingdom. But fays command
imperiously and want to be obeyed. My mother, fearing to augment my



misfortunes by a refusal and deprive me of the help of that benevolent
Intelligence, consented to everything that was asked of her.

She saw a beautiful chariot arriving, drawn by the same white deer that
brought her here today. The fay made the Queen climb in next to her; she
scarcely had time to embrace me; her interests summoned her elsewhere,
and she was warned that a longer sojourn in this place might harm me.

She was taken with an extraordinary celerity to where her army was
camped. They were not astonished to see her arrive in that carriage.
Everyone thought that she was with the old fay, because the one who
accompanied her did not make herself known, and left again immediately.
That was to return to this palace, which she instantly embellished with
everything that her art and imagination could furnish.

The obliging fay permitted me to add here everything that would give
me pleasure, and, after having done everything for me that she could, she
left me, exhorting me to have courage and promising to come back from
time to time to inform me of the hopes that she had conceived in my favor.

I appeared to be alone in the palace; however, I was only so in terms of
the eyes; I was served as in the midst of my court, and my occupations were
almost the same as those that you had subsequently. I read, I went to
spectacles, I cultivated a garden that I had made while amusing myself, and
success followed me in everything that I undertook. Whatever I planted
took no more than a day to acquire its perfection. It needed no more to
produce the rose arbor to which I owe the good fortune of seeing you here.

My benefactress came to see me frequently; her promises and her
presence soothed my pains. By her intermediary, my mother had news of
me and I had news of her.

One day, I saw the fay arrive, with joy shining in her eyes. “My dear
Prince,” she said to me, “the day of your happiness is drawing nearer.”

Then she told me that the man you believed to be your father had spent a
very bad night lost in the forest. She gave me a brief account of the
adventure that had put him on the path, without informing me of the verity
of your birth. She told me that the fellow had been forced to seek a shelter
from the evils that he had endured for twenty-four hours.

“I will give orders for his reception,” she said. “It’s necessary that it be
agreeable. He has a charming daughter; I intend that it should be her who
will liberate you. I have paid attention to the conditions that my cruel



companion has put on your disenchantment. It is fortunate that she has not
ordered that the one who must liberate you come here for love of you. On
the contrary, she has said that she must fear death, and even expose herself
to it voluntarily. I have imagined a means to oblige her to that step. That
will be to make her believe that her father’s life is in danger and that she has
no other means of saving it.

“I know that, in order not to cause the old man any expense, she only
asked him for a rose, while her sisters heaped him with indiscreet
commissions. When he finds a favorable opportunity, he will satisfy her.
Hide in the arbor, seize him as soon as he has begun picking roses and make
him fear that death will be the punishment for his audacity unless he gives
you one of his daughters—or, rather, that she gives herself, in accordance
with the order prescribed by our enemy. The man has five other daughters
in addition to the one I intend for you, but none of them will be generous
enough to ransom their father’s life at the price of their own. Only the
Beauty is capable of that great action.”

I carried out the fay’s orders exactly. You, know, Beautiful Princess,
how successful that was. The merchant, to save his life, promised me what I
demanded of him. I saw him depart without being able to convince myself
that he would return with you. I desired it, but dared not flatter myself that
he would.

How many woes I suffered throughout the month for which he had
asked me! I only desired to see the end of it in order to be more certain of
my misfortune. I could not imagine that a young, beautiful and lovable
person would have the courage would come in search of a monster whose
prey she believed she would be. Even if she had sufficient firmness, it was
necessary that she live with me, without it being permissible for her to
repent of her step, and that appeared to me to be an invincible obstacle.
Besides which, how would she be able to support my presence without
dying of fright?

I spent my miserable life in the midst of those sad reflections, and never
had more of which to complain. However, the month went by, and my
protectress announced your arrival. You doubtless remember the pomp with
which you were received. Not daring to mark my joy by speech, to give you
evidence of it I borrowed the assistance of magnificence. The fay, full of
attention for me, forbade me to make myself known, whatever fear I might



inspire in you or whatever kindness you showed me. It was not permitted to
me to seek to please you or show you any mark of amour—in sum, to
reveal myself. I could only retrench myself in an excessive generosity, for,
fortunately, the malign fay had forgotten to forbid me to give you evidence
of that.

That law appeared harsh to me, but it was necessary for me to subscribe
to it, and I formed the resolution only to present myself to you for a few
moments every day, and to avoid intimate conversation in order to prevent
my heart from yielding to tenderness.

You arrived, Charming Princess, and the first glance I cast at you
produced an effect in me entirely opposite to the one that my monstrous
form must have produced in you. To see you and to love you
instantaneously was the same thing for me. Only entering into your
apartment tremulously, my joy was excessive on seeing you sustain the
sight of me in a more intrepid manner than I sustained it myself. You gave
me an infinite pleasure when you declared that you were willing to live with
me. By an effect of self-esteem, which followed me even into the most
frightful form, I believed that you did not find me as hideous as you had
expected.

Your father left, content. But my dolor was redoubled when I thought
that I could only please you by the sole bizarrerie of your taste. Your
conduct and your speech, as sage as it was modest, everything about you
made me understand that you only acted in accordance with the principles
that reason and virtue dictated to you; that is what permitted me to flatter
myself with the hope of a happy captive. I was in despair at being unable to
employ with you any other terms than those that the fay had dictated to me,
and which she had chosen expressly because they were base and puerile.

In vain I told her that it was not natural that you would accept the
proposal to ‘go to bed with me.’ To that she only responded: ‘Patience,
perseverance, or all is lost.’ In order to compensate you for my ridiculous
conversation, she assured me that she would give you all sorts of pleasures,
and give me the advantage of seeing you continually without frightening
you and without being forced to say impertinent things to you. She rendered
me invisible, and I had the satisfaction of seeing you served by spirits,
which were similar, or which showed themselves to you in the form of
animals.



Much more than that, in directing your dreams, the fay enabled you to
see my face in imagination by night and during the day by way of my
portraits, and enabled me to talk to you, via the voice of dreams, in the way
that I thought, and as I would have talked to you myself, You sensed my
secret confusedly, and the hopes that it invited you to fulfill, and by the
means of a constellated mirror I was witness to your conversations and I
saw there everything you imagined yourself saying or what you were
thinking.

That situation was not sufficient to render me happy; I was only there in
a dream, and my misfortunes were real. The extreme love that you had
inspired in me obliged me to lament the constraint in which I was living.
But my condition was much sadder when I perceived that these beautiful
places had no more charms for you. I saw you shed tears, which pierced my
heart, and thought myself doomed. You asked me if I was alone here; it
would not have taken much for me to abandon my feigned stupidity and
make you oaths to assure you of it. They would have been in terms by
which you would have been astonished, and they would have made you
suspect that I was not as coarse as I wanted to appear.

I was about to make it known to you when the fay, invisible to you,
offered herself to my gaze. By her menacing expression, which frightened
me, she found the secret of making me remain silent. Of what means, O
Heaven, did she make use in order to impose silence on me! She
approached you with a dagger in hand, and made me a sign that the first
word I pronounced would cost you your life. I was so frightened that I
naturally resumed the stupidity that she had ordered me to affect.

I was not at the end of my troubles. You expressed the desire to go to
your father’s house. I gave you permission without hesitation. Could I
refuse you anything? But I regarded your departure as the death-blow, and
without the cares of the fay I would have succumbed to it. During your
absence, that generous Intelligence did not abandon me. She preserved me
from my own fury, to which I would have yielded, not daring to flatter
myself that you would come back. The time that you had spent in the palace
rendered my initial state more insupportable than it had been before, since I
found myself the unhappiest of all men, without the hope of being able to
let you know it.



The sweetest of my occupations was visiting the places where you had
gone most often, but my chagrin was redoubled on no longer seeing you
there. The evenings and the hours when I had had the pleasure of
conversing with you momentarily redoubled my affliction and were even
more cruel for me. Those two months, the longest of my life, finally ended,
and I did not see you return. It was then that my unhappiness entered its
final period, and the fay’s power was too weak to prevent me from
succumbing to my despair.

The precautions she had taken to prevent me from attempting my life
were futile. I had a sure means that exceeded her power, and that was no
longer to take any nourishment. By the force of her art she still had the
power to sustain me for some time, but when she had exhausted all her
secrets on me, I gradually weakened. In the end, I had no more than a
moment to live, when you came to snatch me from death.

Your precious tears, more efficacious than all the cordials of the
disguised spirits, retained my soul, ready to depart. Recognizing by your
laments that I was dear to you, I tasted a perfect felicity, and it reached its
peak when you accepted me as a husband. However, it was not yet
permitted to me to reveal my secret, and the Beast was obliged to lie down
next to you without daring to reveal the Prince to you. I was scarcely in
your bed than my impatience ceased. You know that I immediately fell into
a lethargy which only ended with the arrival of the fay and the Queen. On
awakening, I found myself such as I am now, without being able to say how
my change had taken place.

You have been witness to the rest, but you have only been able to judge
imperfectly the dolor caused me by my mother’s obstinacy in opposing a
marriage so just and so glorious for me. I was resolved, Princess to become
the Beast again rather than lose the hope of being the husband of such a
virtuous and charming person. If the secret of your birth had still been a
mystery to me, gratitude and amour would have made me sense no less that,
in possessing you, I would be the most fortunate of all men.

 
The Prince finished thus, and the Beauty was about to respond to him

when she was prevented from doing so by the sound of loud voices and
martial instruments, which, however, announced nothing sinister. They put



their heads out of the window, and the fay and the Queen, who had returned
from their stroll, did likewise.

That noise proceeded from the arrival of a man, who, according to
appearances, must have been a King. The escort that surrounded him had all
the marks of royal dignity and he, in his person, made visible an air of
majesty that was not belied by the magnificence by which he was
accompanied. That Prince, perfectly well made although he was not in his
first youth, showed that he could have had few equals in the spring of his
age. He was followed by a dozen guards and a few courtiers in hunting
costumes, who appeared to be as astonished as their master to find
themselves in château unknown to them. The same honors were rendered to
him as if he had been in his own estates, and all by invisible beings, for they
heard cries of joy and fanfares, but they did not see anyone.

On seeing him appear, the fay said to the Queen: “Here is the King your
brother, and the Beauty’s father; he does not expect the pleasure of finding
you here. He will be all the more satisfied because, as you know, he
believes that his daughter has been dead for a long time. He still regrets her
loss as much as that of his wife, of whom he conserves a tender memory.”

That discourse augmented the impatience that the Queen and the young
Princess had to embrace that Prince; they arrived promptly in the courtyard
at the moment when he descended from his horse. He saw them without
knowing them, but, not doubting that they were coming to meet him, he did
not know what compliment to pay them, nor what terms to use, when the
Beauty threw herself at his knees, embraced him and called him “Father.”

The Prince raised her to her feet and held her tenderly in his arms,
without understanding why she was giving him that name. He imagined that
she might be an oppressed orphan Princess who was coming to implore his
protection, and who was only making use of the most touching terms in
order to obtain the effect of her request. He was ready to assure her that he
would do everything in his favor that depended on him when he recognized
he Queen his sister, who embraced him in her turn and introduced her son to
him. She told him a part of the obligations that she and he had toward the
Beauty, and did not hide from him the frightful adventure that had just
terminated.

The King was praising the young Princess and wanted to know her
name when they fay interrupted and asked him whether it was necessary to



name his relatives, and whether he had ever known anyone who resembled
her enough to reveal them to him.

“If I judged by her features,” he said, looking at her fixedly and not
being able to hold back a few tears, “the name she has given me would be
legitimately due to me, but in spite of those signs and the emotion into
which the sight of her throws me, I dare not flatter myself that this might be
my daughter, whom I have mourned ever since I saw the certain evidence
that he was devoured by savage beasts.

“However,” he continued, considering her again, “She bears a perfect
resemblance to the tender and incomparable spouse that death has stolen
from me, How agreeably flattered I am by the hope of seeing once again in
her the fruit of a charming hymen, whose chains were broken far too soon
for me.”

“You can, Sire,” said the fay. “The Beauty is your daughter. Her birth is
no longer a secret here. The Queen and the Prince know who she is. I have
only enabled to you come in order to inform you, but we are not in a
convenient place for recounting the detail of that adventure. Let us go into
the palace; you can rest there for a few moments and then I will tell you
what you desire to know. After the joy that you will have experienced on
rediscovering such a beautiful and virtuous daughter, I will make you party
to another item of news, to which you will be no less sensible.”

The King, accompanied by his daughter and the Prince, was conducted
by the monkey officers to the apartment that the fay had destined for him.

The Intelligence took that time to render to the status the liberty of
speaking about what they had seen. As their fate had attracted the
compassion of the Queen, she wanted it to be by her hands that they would
sense the joy of seeing the light again. She gave her wand to her, with
which the Queen described seven circles in the air, and pronounced in a
natural voice the words: “Animate yourselves, your King is saved.” All the
immobile figures stirred, and began to walk and act as before, only
remembering confusedly what had happened to them.

After that ceremony, the fay and the Queen returned to the King, whom
they found in conversation with the Beauty and the Prince. Alternately, he
gave them caresses, especially his daughter, whom he asked a hundred
times over how she had been saved from the ferocious beasts that had
carried her away, without making the reflection that she had replied to him



the first time he asked that she had no idea, and had even been ignorant of
the secret of her birth.

For his part, the Prince spoke without being heard, repeating a hundred
times the obligations be had to the Beautiful Princess. He would also have
liked to inform the monarch of the promises that the fay had made him in
granting him possession of her, and to beg him not to refuse an agreeable
consent to his alliance. That conversation and his caresses were interrupted
by the arrival of the Queen and the fay.

The King, who had rediscovered his daughter, knew the entire extent of
his happiness, but he did not know yet to whom he was obliged for that
precious advantage.

“It is to me,” the fay told him. “And it is me alone who owes you an
explanation of the adventure. I shall not limit my benefits to telling you the
story; I have other news to announce to you that is no less agreeable. So,
Great King, you can mark this day among the happiest of your life.”

The company, knowing that the fay was preparing to speak, made it
known by their silence that they would give her great attention. To respond
to their expectation, this is the discourse that she addressed to the King:

“The Beauty, Sire, and perhaps the Prince, are the only ones here who
do not know the laws of the Fortunate Isle. It is for them that I shall explain
them. It is permitted to all the inhabitants of that isle, even the King, only to
consult their taste in the person that each ought to marry, in order that no
one opposes their happiness. It was by virtue of that privilege that you
chose a young shepherdess, whom you encountered while hunting. Her
charms and her goodness caused you to find her worthy of that honor.

“Anyone but her, even daughters raised in dignity, would have accepted
gladly and eagerly that of being your mistress, but her virtue made her
disdain such an offer. You elevated her to the throne and gave her a rank
from which the baseness of her birth seemed to exclude her, but which she
merited by the nobility of her character and the beauty of her soul.

“You can remember that you always had reason to praise your choice.
Her mildness, her kindness and her tenderness for you equaled the charms
of her person. But you did not enjoy the pleasure of seeing her for long.
After she had made you the father of the Beauty, you found yourself
obliged to undertake a voyage to your frontier to prevent an appearance of
revolt of which you had been informed.  During that time, you suffered the



loss of that dear wife, which touched you all the more because you
combined with the tenderness that her attractions had inspired in you the
most perfect esteem for her rare qualities. In spite of her great youth and the
scant education that her birth had given her, you found in her a consummate
prudence, and your most skillful advisers were astonished by the sage
advice that she gave you, and the expedients she found to enable you to
succeed in all your projects.”

The King, who had always conserved his grief, and to whom the death
of that worthy spouse was still present, could not hear that narration without
giving further evidence of sensibility, and the fay, who perceived that the
discourse was affecting him, said to him:

“Your sensibility proves to me that you merited that happiness; I shall
not remind you any further of a memory that can only sadden you; but I
ought to tell you that that pretended shepherdess was a fay, and my sister.
Informed that the Fortunate Isle was a charming land, knowing its laws and
the mildness of your government, she had desired to see it.

“The garb of a shepherdess was the only disguise that she borrowed, in
order to enjoy the rural life for a time. You encountered her during that
sojourn. Her graces and her youth touched you. She abandoned herself
without constraint to the desire to know whether you had as many charms in
your intelligence as she found in your person. She was proud of her quality
and her power as a fay which would shield her when she wished from your
eagerness if it went as far as importunity and if the condition in which she
appeared enabled you to presume that you could lack respect for her
without consequence.

“She had no fear of the sentiments that you might inspire in her, and,
convinced that her virtue was sufficient to protect her from the traps of
amour, she attributed what she felt for you to the simple curiosity of
knowing whether there were still men on earth capable of loving virtue
deprived of foreign ornaments, which render it more brilliant and more
respectable to the vulgar than its own quality, and whose baleful assistance
has often given its name to the most abominable vices.

“Abused by that idea, far from retiring to our general refuge as she had
initially planned, she wanted to live in a little hut that she had made in the
solitude, where you encountered her with a fantastic figure who was
represented as her mother. Those two individuals seemed to live on the



products of a pretended flock that had no fear of wolves, being in fact
nothing more than spirits in disguise. It was that place that she received
your cares. They produced all the effect that you could have desired. She
did not have the strength to refuse the offer that you made her of the crown.
You know the full extent of the obligation that you owed to her, in the time
when you believed that she owed you everything, and when you wanted to
leave her in that error.

“What I am telling you is a tangible proof that ambition had no part in
the consent that she gave to your desires. You are not unaware that we
regard the greatest kingdoms as property of which we make a present to
whoever pleases us. But she was attentive to your generous procedure and,
believing herself to be fortunate to unite herself with a man as virtuous, she
was dazed by that engagement to the extent that she did not make any
reflection as to the danger in which she was about to precipitate herself. For
our laws directly prohibit any alliance with those who do not have as much
power as us, especially before we have sufficient antiquity to have authority
over others and enjoy the right to preside in our turn.

“Before that time we are subordinate to our elders, and in order that we
do not abuse our power, we only have that of disposing of our persons in
favor of an Intelligence or a sage whose power is at least equal to our own.
It is true that after achieving that veteran status, we are mistresses of
making whatever alliances we please, but it is rare for us to use that right
and it is never without the scandal of the order, which only receives that
insult rarely, and only on the part of a few aged fays who almost always pay
dearly for their extravagance, for they marry young men who scorn them.
Although they are not punished directly, they are sufficiently so by the bad
conduct of their spouses, on whom it is not permissible for them to avenge
themselves.

“That is the only penalty that we impose in them. The unpleasant results
that almost always follow the follies they have committed take away their
desire to reveal our advantageous secrets to the profane from whom they
might hope for regard and concern. My sister was not in any of those
circumstances. Endowed with all the qualities appropriate to make herself
loved, she only lacked age; but she only consulted her amour.  She flattered
herself that she would be able to keep her marriage secret, and she
succeeded in that for some time.



“We scarcely have the custom of seeking information about what those
who are absent are doing. Everyone occupies herself with her own affairs,
and we spread out in the world to do good or evil in accordance with our
inclinations, without being obliged, when we return, to render an account of
our actions, unless we have done something that causes talk about us, or a
few benevolent fays, touched by unfortunates unjustly persecuted, bring
complaints. Finally, some unexpected adventure is necessary for which the
general book is visited, in which we have the thing engraved spontaneously
at the moment when it happens. Except on those occasions, we only have to
appear at the assembly three times a year, and as we travel very easily, that
is only matter of a presence of two hours.

“My sister was ‘obliged to enlighten the throne’—that is what we call
that chore—when it was necessary; she prepared for you some time in
advance a hunt or a pleasure trip, and after your departure she affected some
inconvenience in order to remain alone, locked in her cabinet, where it was
supposed she had a need to write, or to rest.   It was not perceived in your
palace, or by us, that she had anything of interest to hide.

“That mystery was not one for me. The consequences of it were
dangerous; that is what I told her, but she loved you too much to repent of
what she had done. Even wanting to justify it in my eyes, she asked that I
come to see you. Without paying you a compliment, I confess, Sire, that if
the sight of you did not make me approve of her weakness entirely, at least
it diminished it and augmented the zeal with which I tried to keep it hidden.

“Her prevarication was unknown for two years, but in the end, it was
discovered. We are obliged to make a certain number of benefits in the
general extent of the universe, of which we have to render an account.
When my sister was obliged to render hers, she could only show favors in
the Fortunate Isle and for the Fortunate Isle.

“Several of our ill-humored fays criticized her procedure; that is what
made our Queen demand for what reason she limited her beneficent humor
to that small part of the world, since it is not permitted to be unaware that a
young fay ought to travel a great deal in order to make the acquaintance of
the universe that is our power and our will.

“As that law was not new my sister had not reason to murmur about it
and no pretext to refuse to obey it. She promised to conform to it. But the
impatience to see you again, the fear that her absence might be perceived



and the impossibility of carrying out secret actions on the throne did not
permit her to go way for long enough and often enough to do her duty, and
at the following assembly, she could scarcely prove that she had spent a
quarter of a hour away from the Fortunate Isle.

“Our Queen, irritated against her, threatened her with destroying the
island in order to prevent her from violating our laws any longer. That
threat troubled her so much that the least clairvoyant of our fays realized the
extent to which your wife bore a sensibility for that fatal isle, and the evil
fay who had given this Prince the monstrous form that he had perceived her
disturbance, and deduced that by opening the Great Book, an important
subject would be found there capable of exercising her malevolent
inclination.

“‘It’s there,’ she cried, ‘that the truth will be discovered, and we shall
learn the truth about her conduct.’

“With those worlds, she made the entire assembly see all that had
happened in the last two years, and read it out in a loud and distinct voice.

“All the fays made a strange noise on learning of that misalliance, and
heaped my sad sister with the cruelest reproaches. She was degraded from
our order and condemned to remain a prisoner among us. If the punishment
for her fault had only consisted of the first of those penalties she would
have consoled herself, but the second chastisement, more terrible than the
first, made her feel the rigor of both. The loss of her dignity did not matter
to her much, but, loving you tenderly, she asked, with tears in her eyes that
they be content to degrade her without depriving her of the joy of living as a
simple mortal with her husband and her dear daughter.

“Her tears and supplications touched the young veterans, and I saw, by
the murmur that they made, that if a vote had been taken instantly she
would surely have got away with a remonstration. But one of the most
ancient, who was known because of her decrepitude as the Mother of Time,
did not give the Queen the leisure to explain herself and to make it known
that pity had taken possession of her heart, like those of the others.

“‘This crime must not be tolerated,’ that detestable old crone cried, in a
hoarse voice. ‘If it is not punished, we will be exposed to the same insults
every day. The honor of the order is absolutely at stake here. This wretch,
attached to the earth, does not regret the loss of a dignity that raises her a
hundred times further above kings than they are above their subjects. She



tells us that her affection, her fears and her desires are turned toward her
unworthy family. It is in that regard that it is necessary to punish her. Let
her spouse regret her. Let her daughter, the shameful fruit of loose amours,
marry a monster in order to make her expiate the laxity of a mother who has
had the weakness to allow herself to be charmed by her father’s fragile and
despicable beauty.’

“That cruel sentence brought back to rigor many of those who were
leaning toward clemency. The small number of those who had been touched
by pity not being sufficiently considerable to oppose the general
deliberation, it was executed rigorously, and even our Queen, whose
physiognomy appeared to be turned to compassion, resumed her severe
expression.

“However, my sister, who sought to have such a cruel edict revoked, in
order to touch the judges and excuse her marriage, made such a charming
portrait of you that she inflamed the heart of the fay who was the governess
of the prince—the one who had opened the Book—but that nascent amour
only served to redouble the hatred that the unjust fay already had for your
sad wife.

“Unable to resist the eagerness she had to see you, she colored her
passion with the pretext of knowing whether you merited a fay making the
sacrifice that my sister had made for you. As she was responsible for the
prince and had had that tutelage approved by the assembly, she would not
have dared to abandon him if ingenious amour had not inspired her to put a
protective spirit beside him and two invisible subaltern fays to answer for
him in her absence. After that precaution she only thought of following her
desires, whose took her to the Fortunate Isle.

“Meanwhile, the women and officers of the imprisoned Queen,
astonished by the fact that she had not emerged from her cabinet, were
alarmed by that. The express order they had been given not to interrupt her
caused them to let the night pass without knocking on her door, but,
impatient taking the place of any other consideration, they knocked
urgently, and when no one answered, they broke down the door, no longer
doubting that some accident had occurred.

“Although they expected some kind of disaster, they were nevertheless
consternated not to find her. They called to her and searched or her in vain.
Nothing emerged to soothe the distress that her absence caused. A thousand



hypotheses were made, each as absurd as the others. They could only
suspect that her escape was voluntary. She was all-powerful in your
kingdom, the sovereign power that you had left her not being contested by
anyone. Everyone obeyed her joyfully. The tenderness that you had for one
another, the love that she had for her daughter and for the subjects whose
delight she was, prevented anyone from accusing her of flight. Where could
she have gone that was better? On the other hand, what man would have
dared to abduct a Queen from the midst of her guards and the depths of her
palace? They would have known the route that the kidnapers had taken.

“The misfortune was certain, although the circumstances of it were
hidden. There was another to be feared. That was, Sire, the fashion in which
you would receive that fatal news. The innocence of those who were
responsible for the person of the Queen did not reassure them against the
effects of your just wrath. It was either necessary to determine to flee your
estates, and by that flight declare themselves guilty of a crime they had not
committed, or to find the secret of concealing the misfortune from you.

“After much deliberation, they could imagine no other plan than
persuading you that she was dead. That was immediately carried out. A
courier was sent to inform you that she had fallen ill. A second, who
departed a few hours later, took you the news of her death—that was in
order that you did not come diligently; your presence would have defeated
all the measures that were ensuring general safety. She was given a funeral
worthy of her rank, your affection and the regrets of a people who had
adored her and who mourned her as sincerely as you did yourself.

“That cruel adventure was always a secret for you, although there was
no one in the entire Fortunate Isle was unaware of it. The initial surprise
had rendered the misfortune public. The dolor that you sensed at that loss
was proportionate to your affection; you only found relief from it in
summoning your daughter the Princess to you. The innocent caresses of that
child were your only consolation. You did not want to be separated from
her. She was charming, and presented you incessantly with a living portrait
of her mother the Queen.

“The enemy fay who had been the original cause of all the disorder, by
opening the Great Book in which she had discovered my sister’s marriage,
had not come to see you without paying for her curiosity. Your presence had
produced in your heart the same effect as on that of your spouse, and



without that experience causing her to excuse her, she ardently desired to
commit the same sin. Invisible by your side, she could not resolve to quit
you.

“Seeing you inconsolable, she did not flatter herself with the possibility
of a success in her amours, and, fearing to add the shame of your scorn to
the futility of her designs, she dared not make herself known to you. On the
other hand, judging that it was necessary to appear, she thought that by a
trick of her mind she might accustom you to seeing her and perhaps to
loving her. But it was necessary to get close to you, and in order to have the
means, she meditated so much on the trick that she would play in order to
present herself before you with decency that she found it.

“There was a neighboring Queen who had been expelled from her
estates by a usurper who had murdered her husband; that sad Princess was
traveling the world in search of a refuge and an avenger. The fay kidnapped
her, and, having put her in a safe place, put her to sleep and assumed her
appearance. You saw that disguised fay, Sire, throw herself at your feet and
implore your protection in order, she said, to punish the murderer of a
husband she regretted as much as you regretted the Queen. She protested to
you that conjugal love was the unique motive that made her act, and that
she renounced wholeheartedly a crown that she would offer to anyone who
avenged her dead husband.

“The unfortunate have pity on one another. You entered into her dolor,
all the more so because she was mourning a cherished spouse, and,
mingling her tears with yours, she talked to you incessantly about the
Queen. You accorded her your protection, and it did not take you long to
reestablish her in her pretended kingdom, punishing the rebels and the
usurper as she seemed to desire. But she did not want to return or to quit
you. She begged you, for her security, to reign over her kingdom in her
name, since you had too much generosity to accept the gift of it that she
wanted to make to you, and to permit her to live at your Court.

“You could not refuse her that further favor. She appeared to you to be
necessary to raise your daughter, for that adroit harpy was not unaware that
the child was the unique object of your affection. She feigned an extreme
tenderness for her, and held her in her arms continually. Anticipating the
request that you were going to make of her, she asked you eagerly to permit
her to take charge of her education, saying that she did not want any other



heirs than that dear daughter, who would be her own, and the unique object
of her amour, because, she said, she reminded her of the one she had had
with her husband, who had perished with him.

“Her proposition appeared to you to be so advantageous that you did not
hesitate to hand the Princess over to her, and even to render her absolute
mistress of her upbringing. She acquitted her responsibilities perfectly; by
virtue of her talents and her affection, she had your entire confidence, and
you gave her your amity as to a beloved sister. That was not enough for her,
all her cares only tending toward becoming your wife. In order to reach that
goal she neglected nothing. But when you had been the husband of the most
beautiful of the fays, she was not made to induce amour. The face she had
borrowed could not enter into comparison with that of the person whose
place she sought to obtain. Extremely ugly, and being naturally so herself,
she was unable to borrow beauty for more than one day per year.

“That scarcely flattering experience made her understand that, in order
to succeed, it would be necessary for her to have recourse to other means
than beauty. She conspired secretly to oblige the people and the aristocracy
to solicit you to take a wife, and to have herself designated. But certain
ambiguous remarks that she had made to you in order to sound your
dispositions allowed you to guess easily where the urgent solicitations
originated with which you were being importuned.

“You testified clearly that you did not want to hear talk of giving your
daughter a stepmother, or putting you in that position, subordinating her to a
Queen and robbing her of the first rank in your estates, along with the
certain expectation of succeeding you on the throne. You also made that
false Princess understand that she would give you pleasure by returning to
her own land quietly and without delay. When she had returned there you
promised to render her all the good offices that she could expect of a
faithful friend and a generous neighbor, but you did not hide from her that if
she did not make that decision with a good grace, she would run the risk of
being forced to do it.

“The invincible obstacle that you opposed to her amour threw her into a
terrible wrath; however, she feigned such a great indifference in the matter
that she succeeded in persuading you that the attempt was an effect of her
ambition and the fear that you might subsequently take possession of her
estates, preferring, in spite of the eagerness that she had testified in order to



make to accept them, to let you believe that she had not offered them to you
in good faith than to let you know her true sentiments.

“Her fury was no less violent for being hidden. Having no doubt that it
was the Beauty, more powerful in your heart than politics, that was making
you renounce the advantage of augmenting your empire in such a glorious
fashion, she conceived a hatred for her as powerful as that she had had
against your spouse, and made the resolution to get rid of her, not doubting
that if she were dead, your subjects, renewing their pressure, would force
you to put yourself in a state to leave successors. The crone was scarcely of
an age to provide any, but that deceit was nothing to her. The Queen who
resemblance she had taken was still young enough to have many, her
ugliness not being an obstacle to a royal and political marriage.

“In spite of the authentic declaration that you had made, it was thought
that if your daughter died, you would yield to the continual representations
of your council. It was not even doubted that your choice would fall upon
the pretended Queen, which attracted countless creatures to her. Thus, with
the aid of one of her flatterers, whose wife had a soul as base as him and
who was as wicked as her, her plan was made to get rid of your daughter.
She had made her the governess of the little Princess.

“They arranged between them to stifle her and to say that she had died
suddenly, but for greater security they agreed to commit the murder in the
nearby forest, in order that no one would surprise them during that barbaric
execution. They were counting on no one having the slightest knowledge of
it, and that it would be impossible to criticize them for not having asked for
help before she died, having for a legitimate excuse that they were too far
away.

“The husband of the governess proposed that he come in search of her
after the child was dead, and, in order that no one should suspect anything,
he would appear surprised to find her beyond all help when he returned to
the place where he had left the tender victim of their fury; and he studied
the dolor and astonishment that it was necessary to affect.

“When my miserable sister found herself deprived of her power and
condemned to the rigors of a cruel prison, she recommended me to console
you and to watch over the security of her daughter. It was not necessary for
her to take that precaution; the union there was between us and the pity I



felt for her would have been sufficient to attract my protection, and her
recommendation did not make me fulfill her desires with any more zeal.

“I saw you as often as I could, and as much as prudence permitted,
without running the risk of arousing the suspicions of our enemy, who
would have denounced me as a fay in whom fraternal affection prevailed
over the honor of the order and who was protecting a guilty race. I
neglected nothing to convince all the fays that I had abandoned her to her
unfortunate fate, and by that means, I counted on conserving a greater
facility to be of service to her.

“As I was attentive to all the steps of your perfidious lover, as much in
person as by way of the spirits submissive to me, her frightful intention was
not hidden from me. I could not oppose open force to it, and although it
would have been easy for me to annihilate those to whose hands she had
abandoned the little creature, prudence prevented me from doing so; and if I
had removed your child, the malign fay would have recaptured her without
it being possible for me to defend her. There is a law among us that obliges
us to have a thousand years of antiquity before entering into dispute against
our elders, or at least to have been a serpent.

“The perils that accompany us in that condition we call the ‘terrible
auspices.’ There is none among us who does not shiver in thinking of
undergoing it. We hesitate for a long time before resolving to expose
ourselves to it, and without a very powerful motive of hatred, amour or
vengeance, there are few who do not prefer to await the veteran status that
comes with the assistance of time rather than anticipating it by that
dangerous means, in which the greater number succumb. I was in that
situation. It would require ten years for my thousand years to be completed,
and I had no other resource than artifice. I employed it.

“I took the form of a monstrous she-bear and hid myself in the forest
destined for the detestable execution. When the wretches came to carry out
the barbaric order that they had received, I threw myself upon the woman
who had the child in her arms, and over whose mouth she had already
placed her hand. The fright she had obliged her to drop the precious burden,
but she did not get away with it so cheaply, and the horror that her evil
nature caused me inspired in me the cruelty of the animal whose form I had
taken. I killed her, along with the traitor who had accompanied her, and I
carried off the Beauty after having promptly stripped her and stained her



garments with the blood of her enemies. I scattered them in the forest after
having taken the precaution of ripping them in several places in order that
no one would believe that the Princess had escaped, and I withdrew, very
content at having succeeded so well.

“The fay believed that she had been served in accordance with her
desires. The death of her two accomplices was an advantage for her; she
became mistress of her secret, and the fate that I had just caused them to
experience was the one that she had destined for them to recompense them
for their culpable services. Another circumstance, which was even more
advantageous, was that shepherds who saw that expedition from a distance
ran to call for help, which arrived soon enough to find the wretches dying,
and removed any suspicion on your part that she might have had any part in
it.

“The same incidents were also favorable to my enterprise. They
convinced the wicked fay of the same thing as the vulgar. The event
appeared so natural to her that she no longer had any doubt about it. She did
not even deign to employ her power to assure herself of it. I was delighted
by her security. I would not have been strong enough if she had wanted to
take the little Beauty back, because, in addition to the reasons that made her
my superior, which I have explained to you, she had the advantage of
having obtained the child from you; you had entrusted your authority to her,
against which only you would have had power, and unless you removed her
from her hands yourself, nothing could abstract her from the laws that she
would have imposed in her until she was married.

“Freed from that anxiety, I found myself overwhelmed by another, in
remembering that the Mother of Time had condemned my niece to marry a
monster. But she was not yet three years old, and I flattered myself that by
means of study I might find an expedient in order that that malediction
would not be accomplished literally, and that I could make it equivocal. I
had a long time to think about it, and I only occupied myself with the care
of finding a place where I could put my precious prey in security

“Mystery was absolutely necessary to me. I dared not give her a
château, nor make any magnificence of art for her; our enemy might have
perceived it and conceived an anxiety whose consequences would have
been fatal for us. I therefore preferred to put on a simple costume and
confide her to the first individual I encountered who appeared to me to be a



good man and where I could flatter myself that she would find all the
comforts of life.

“Hazard soon favored my intentions. I found what suited me perfectly. It
was a little house in a hamlet, the door of which was open. I went into the
cottage, which appeared to me to be that of a well-to-do peasant. I saw by
the light of a lamp three peasant women asleep next to a cradle, which I
judged to be that of a nursling. It had nothing of the simplicity of the rest of
the room; everything about it was sumptuous. I thought that the little
creature was ill and that the sleep into which its guardians were plunged
came from the fatigue they had experienced beside her. I approached
silently with the design of giving relief, and took pleasure in advance in the
surprise the women would have on finding their invalid cured, without
knowing to what to attribute it. I hastened to take the infant from the cradle
with the intention of breathing life into it, but my good will became futile,
the child expired as soon as I touched it.

“That death instantly inspired in me the desire to profit from it and put
my niece in its place, if luck determined that it was a girl. I was fortunate
enough for my wish to be granted. Delighted by that occurrence, I made the
exchange without delay and took the little corpse away, which I buried.
Then I went back to the house, where I made a noise at the door in order to
wake the sleepers.

“I told them in an affected patois that I was a stranger requesting a
shelter for the night; they granted it to me with a good grace and went to
look at their child, whom they found sleeping peacefully with every
appearance of perfect health. They were joyful and surprised by that,
because they were unaware of the deceit I had contrived by fascinating their
eyes.

“They told me that the little girl was the daughter of a rich merchant;
that one of them was her nurse, who had returned her to her parents when
she was weaned, but that the child had fallen ill in her father’s house, and
he had sent her to the country in the hope that the fresh air would do her
good. They added, with satisfied expressions, as they gazed at the child,
that the experiment had succeeded, and that it had produced a better effect
than all the remedies that had been employed before returning her to them.
They resolved to take her back to her father as soon as it was daylight, in
order not o delay the satisfaction that he would receive, and for which they



counted on receiving a large recompense, because the child had become
extremely dear to him, although the last of eleven.

“At sunrise they departed; for my part, I pretended to continue my route,
applauding myself for having placed my niece so advantageously. In order
to augment her security further and to engage the supposed father to attach
himself to the little girl, I adopted the face of one of those women who tell
fortunes and, finding myself t the merchant’s door when they brought her
back, I entered with them. He received them joyfully, and, taking the little
girl in his arms, he was the dupe of the prejudices of paternal love, firmly
believing that his entrails were stirred by the sight of her. It was only the
stirring of a natural goodness, which he confused with those of nature. I
took the opportunity of the moment to augment the tenderness he imagined
that he felt.

“‘Look after that child well, my good Sire,” I said to him in the ordinary
language of the individuals whose costume I had adopted. “She will do you
great honor in your family, will give you great wealth, and will save your
life and those of all your children. She will be beautiful, so beautiful that
she will be so named by everyone who sees her.’ To recompense me for my
prediction he gave me a gold coin and I withdrew, quite content.

“Nothing more remained that obliged me to reside with the race of
Adam. To take advantage of my leisure, I returned to our empire, resolved
to remain there for some time. I went tranquilly to console my sister, by
giving her news of her dear daughter, and testifying to her that, far from
having forgotten her, you cherished her memory with the same tenderness
that she had had for your person.

“That, Great King, was our situation while you were penetrated by the
new misfortune of being deprived of your daughter, which renewed the
dolors that the loss of her mother had caused you to experience. Although
you could not accuse the person to whom you had confided her of that
accident, it was impossible for you to avoid looking at her with a hostile eye
because, although it did not appear that she was culpable, she could not
justify the negligence that the event had rendered criminal.

“After the first transports of your affliction, she flattered herself that
there would no longer by any obstacle to prevent you from marrying her,
and had the proposition renewed by her emissaries. But she was disabused,
and her mortification was extreme when you declared that not only had you



no more intention than before of remarrying but that, even if you changed
your mind, it would never be in her favor. To that declaration with added an
urgent order to leave your kingdom immediately. Her presence reminded
you of the memory of your daughter and renewed your dolor; that was the
pretext of which you made use, but the principal reason you had was that
you wanted to put an end to the conspiracies that she continually made in
order to achieve her goal.

“She was outraged by it, but it was necessary to obey without being able
to avenge herself. I had engaged one of our ancients to protect you. Her
power was considerable because she combined her veteran status with the
advantage of having been a serpent four times. As there is an extreme
danger in becoming one, there are also honors and a redoubling of attached
powers. That fay, on my consideration, took you under her protection and
made it impossible for your irritated lover to do you any harm.

“That setback was favorable to the Princess whose resemblance she had
taken. She brought her out of her slumber, and, hiding the criminal usage
she had made of her features, only wanted to make her see the good in all
her actions. She did not forget to make the most of her good offices and the
trouble she had spared her, and in order that she would continue to stay in
character, she gave her salutary advice as to how to maintain it. It was then
that, seeking to console herself for your indifference, she returned to the
Prince and renewed her cares in his regard; she cherished him, loved him
too much, and the fay, being unable to make herself loved, made him feel
the terrible effect of her fury.

“Meanwhile, the moment of my veteran status had gradually arrived,
and my power was augmented—but the desire to serve my sister and you
persuaded me that I still did not have enough. My sincere amity disguising
from me the peril of the ‘terrible auspices,’ I wanted to pass through them. I
became a serpent, and got out of it successfully; that is what put me in a
state to act without mystery for the service of those that our evil
companions oppress. Although I cannot destroy ‘evil spells’ entirely on
every occasion, I often have the power, and at least I am always the mistress
of softening them by means of my power and my advice.

“My niece was one of those to whom I could not give entire favor. Not
daring to reveal the interest that I had in her, it appeared to me more
appropriate to leave her under the name of the merchant’s daughter; I went



to see her often in different guises, and always came back satisfied. Her
virtue and her beauty equaled her intelligence. At fourteen years of age, she
had already given evidence of an admirable constancy in the good and bad
fortune that her pretended father had experienced.

“I was delighted to know that the cruelest reverse had not been capable
of diminishing her tranquility. On the contrary, by means of her
cheerfulness and the mildness of her conversation, she had made it a duty to
rally her father and her brothers, and I had the pleasure of seeing that she
had sentiments worthy of her birth. But that pleasure as mingled with the
cruelest bitterness when I recalled that so many perfections were destined
for a monster. I labored and occupied myself in vain, night and day, seeking
to find the means to protect her from such a great misfortune, and I was in
despair of being able to imagine any.

“That anxiety did not prevent me from making frequent visits to you.
Your wife, who did not have that liberty, solicited me incessantly to go to
see you, and in spite of our friend’s protection, her alarmed tenderness
always persuaded her that that the moments in which I lost sight of you
might be the last of your life and those that our enemy might sacrifice to her
fury. That apprehension troubled her so forcefully that she scarcely gave me
time to rest. When I came to give her an account of the state you were in,
she begged me with so much insistence to return that it was impossible for
me to refuse.

“Touched by her anxiety and wanting to put an end to them rather than
spare myself the difficulties they caused me, I made use against our
barbaric companion of the same weapons that she had used against us and I
had the Great Book opened. Fortunately, it was at the moment of the
conversation that she had had with the Queen and the Prince, which had
terminated with his metamorphosis. I did not miss a word of it, and my
delight was extreme that, in order better to assure her vengeance, she had
unwittingly destroyed the injury that the Mother of Time had done us in
subjecting the Beauty to marriage with a monster. To complete the good
fortune she put circumstances so advantageous upon it that it seemed that
she had made them expressly, with the unique intention of obliging me, for
she furnished my sister’s daughter with the opportunity to demonstrate that
she was worthy of emerging from the purest fay blood.



“A sign, the slightest gesture, expresses among us what the vulgar could
not pronounce in three days. I only said one word with a scornful
expression; that was enough to make the assembly know that the case
against our enemy had been made by herself in the sentence that she had
rendered ten years earlier against your wife. At the age of the latter it
seemed more natural to have the weaknesses of amour than for a fay of the
first order and a much greater age. I spoke about the base and evil actions
that had accompanied that superannuated amour; I represented that if so
many infamies went unpunished, there would be grounds to say that fays
were only in the world to dishonor nature and to afflict the human race.

“In presenting them with the Book I concluded my abrupt harangue with
the single word: ‘Look.’ It was no less powerful for that; I also had young
and veteran friends, who treated the amorous crone as she merited. She had
not been able to marry you, and to that punishment was added the dishonor
of being degraded from the order, and she was treated like the queen of the
Fortunate Isle.

“That council was held while she was with you; as soon as she appeared
the result was signified to her. I had the pleasure of witnessing it. After
which, closing the Book again, I descended precipitately from the median
region of the air, where our empire resides, in order to oppose the effect of
the despair to which you were ready to abandon yourself; I employed no
more time in making that journey than I had put into my laconic speech. I
arrived soon enough to promise you my help. All sorts of reasons invited
me to do that.”

She turned to the Prince and said to him: “Your virtues and your
misfortunes, the advantage I found in them for the Beauty, made me see in
you the monster that I needed. You seemed to me to be uniquely worthy of
one another, and I had no doubt that when you knew one another, our hearts
would render one another a mutual justice.

“You know,” she said to the Queen, “what I have done since in order to
succeed in that, and by what means I obliged the Beauty to come to this
place, where the sight of the Prince and his conversation, which I enabled
her to enjoy in dreams, had all the effect that I could have desired. They
inflamed her heart without shaking her virtue, and without that amour
having had the power to weaken the duty and gratitude that she attached to
the monster. In sum, I brought all things successfully to their perfection.



“Yes, Prince,” the fay went on, “you no longer have anything to fear on
the part of your enemy. She has been deprived of her power, and will never
be able to harm you by means of further spells. You have fulfilled the
conditions that she imposed on you exactly, for if you had not done so, they
would still subsist in spite of her eternal disgrace. You have made yourself
loved without the aid of your intelligence and your birth, and you, Beauty,
have similarly acquitted the malediction that the Mother of Time had put
upon you. You have voluntarily taken a monster for your husband. She has
nothing more to demand; everything is henceforth directed toward your
happiness.”

 
The fay ceased speaking, and the King, throwing himself at her feet,

said to her: “Great Fay, how can I thank you for all the favors with which
you have deigned to heap my family? The gratitude that I have for your
benefits is infinitely beyond all expression. But my august Sister,” he
added, “That name encourages me to ask you for yet more favors, and in
spite of the obligations that I have for you, I cannot help telling you that I
shall never be happy as long as I am deprived of the presence of my dear
fay. What she had done, and what she is suffering for me, would increase
my amour and my dolor if both were not already at the highest degree. Oh,
Madame,” he added, “can you not complete the measure of your benefits by
letting me see her?”

That request was futile. If the fay had been able to render that good
office, she would have been too zealous to wait for him to request it; but she
could not destroy what the Council of Fays had ordered. The young Queen
being a prisoner in the median region of the air, there was no appearance,
action, or industry that would allow him to see her, and the fay was about to
make him understand that gently, and to exhort him to be patient while
awaiting unexpected events of which she promised to take advantage, when
a delightful symphony made itself heard, and interrupted her.

The King, his daughter, the Queen and the Prince were entranced by it,
but the fay had another sort of surprise. That music indicated the triumph of
fays. She did not understand who the triumphant fay could be. Her ideas
settled on the old fay, or the Mother of Time, who might perhaps have
obtained in her absence, on the one hand, her liberty or on the other,
permission to cause new difficulties for her lovers.



She was in that perplexity when she was agreeable extracted from it by
the presence of her sister, the Queen of the Fortunate Isle, who suddenly
appeared in the midst of that charming company. She was no less beautiful
than when the King, her husband, had lost her. The monarch, who could not
mistake her, surrendered the respect that he owed her to the amour that he
had conserved for her and embraced her with transports and a joy that even
surprised the Queen.

Her sister, the fay, could not imagine to what fortunate prodigy she
owed her liberty, but the crowned fairy told her that she owed her good
fortune entirely to her own courage, which had driven her to risk her life for
another.

“You know,” she told the fay, “that the daughter of our Queen was
received into the order at birth, but that she did not obtain the light of day
from a sublunar father, having received it from the sage Amadabak, whose
alliance honors the fays and who is much more powerful than us by virtue
of his sublime science. In spite of that, it is not arbitrary for his daughter to
become a serpent at the end of her first hundred years. That fatal term has
arrived and our Queen, a mother as tender for that dear child and as alarmed
for her fate, as an ordinary creature might be, was unable to resolve to
abandon her to the risk of the accidents that might make her perish in that
state in her first youth, the misfortunes of those who gave succumbed
therein having become only too common to authorize such dread.

“The dolorous situation that I was in took away all hope of seeing my
tender spouse and lovable daughter again. I had a perfect disgust for a life
that I had to spend separated from them; so, without hesitation, I made the
decision to offer to crawl in order to disengage the young fay. I saw with
joy a sure, prompt and honorable means of delivering myself from all the
misfortunes with which I was heaped, by death or by a glorious liberty,
which would render me mistress of my fate, permitting me to rejoin my
husband.

“Our Queen had no more hesitation in accepting that offer, so flattering
to maternal love, than I had had in making it to her. She embraced me a
hundred times, and promised to reestablish all my privileges and render my
liberty unconditionally if I were fortunate enough to escape that danger. I
got through it without accident, the fruit of my difficulties has been
attributed to the young fay in whose name I exposed myself; I have



immediately recommenced my advantage. The fortunate success of my first
ordeal encouraged me for the second, in which I also succeeded. That
action has rendered me a veteran, and, in consequence, independent. I have
not delayed in taking advantage of my liberty to some here and rejoin such
a dear family.”

When the fay Queen had finished informing her tender audience, the
caresses recommenced. There was a charming confusion, they were made
and rendered almost deliriously, especially on the part of the Beauty,
delighted to belong to such illustrious parents and no longer having to fear
dishonoring the Prince her cousin by causing him to make an alliance
unworthy of him.

Although transported by the excess of her happiness, however, she did
not forget the man she had believed to be her father. She reminded her aunt
the promise she had made to enable him and his children to have the honor
of attending her wedding. She was still talking to her about it when she saw
from her window sixteen individuals appear on horseback, the majority of
whom had hunting horns and appeared very embarrassed. The disorder of
the troop was sufficient evidence that the horses had carried them away by
force. The Beauty recognized them easily as the man’s six sons, their sisters
and their five lovers.

Everyone except the fay was surprised by that abrupt entrance. Those
who made it were no less so on finding themselves, by virtue of the
impetuosity of their horses, transported to a palace unknown to them. This
is how the accident had happened: they had all been hunting when their
horses, uniting in a squadron, had run with rapidity all the way to the
palace, without it being possible to retain them, in spite of all the efforts
they had been able to make.

Forgetting her present dignity, the Beauty hastened to go to meet them
in order to reassure them. She embraced them all them with generosity.

The father also appeared, but without disorder. The horse had come to
whinny and scratch at his door. He had not doubted that it had come to find
him on behalf of his dear daughter. He made use of it without dread and,
easily judging where his mount was taking him, he was not astonished to
find himself in the courtyard of a palace, which he was seeing for the third
time, and to whom he suspected that he was being taken in order to witness
the marriage of the Beauty and the Beast.



As soon as he perceived her, he ran to her with open arms, blessing the
happy moment that presented her to his eyes and heaping blessings upon
the generous Beast that permitted his return. He looked in all directions
with the design of rendering it very humble thanks for the kindnesses with
which it had heaped his family, and especially his youngest daughter. He
was sorry not to perceive it, and apprehensive that his conjectures might be
false. However, the presence of his children gave him reason to believe that
he had thought justly, and that they would not have been drawn to this place
if it had not been a matter of a solemn celebration, such as the marriage
ought to be.

That reflection made by the fellow internally did not prevent him from
hugging the Beauty tenderly in his arms and moistening her face with tears
that joy made him shed.

After having allowed him to savor the moment at his ease, the fay
finally said to him: “That’s enough, Fellow; you have lavished your
caresses upon this Princess sufficiently. It is time to stop looking at her like
a father; you will learn that that title does not belong to you, and that you
presently owe her homage, as to your sovereign. She is the Princess of the
Fortunate Isle, the daughter of the King and the Queen that you see, and she
is about to become the wife of this Prince. This is the Queen, his mother,
the sister of the King. As for the Prince,” she added, seeing that the fellow
was staring at her, “he is better known to you than you think, but his form is
different from the one you have previously seen; in a word, this the Beast
itself.”

On learning such surprising news, the father and the brothers were
delighted, while the sisters felt a dolorous jealousy; but they disguised it
under the appearances of a feigned satisfaction, by which no one was
fooled. However, everyone pretended to believe that they were sincere. As
for the lovers, whom the hope of possessing the Beauty had rendered
inconstant, and who had only returned to their first bonds in despair of
obtaining her, they did not know what to think.

The merchant could not help weeping, without being able to decide
whether those tears originated from the pleasure of seeing the good fortune
of the Beauty or the dolor of losing such a perfect daughter. His sons were
agitated by the same sentiments. The Beauty, extremely sensible to the
evidence of their tenderness, begged those on whom she now depended, as



well as the Prince, her future spouse, to permit her to recognize such a
tender affection. Her pleas testified too well to the goodness of her heart for
them not to be heard. They were heaped with gifts, and with the kind
permission of the King, the Prince and the Queen, the Beauty conserved for
them the affectionate names of father, brothers and even sisters, even
though she was not unaware that the latter had no more in their hearts than
blood.

She wanted all of them to continue to make use of the same name by
which they had called her when they believed her to be one of their family.
The old man and his children would employ it in the Beauty’s Court and
would continually enjoy the good fortune of living with her at a rank
sufficiently illustrious to be generally considered. As for the sisters’ lovers,
whose passion would have easily been reignited if it had not been futile,
they would be very glad to unite themselves with the old man’s daughters
and marry persons for whom the Beauty conserved so much generosity.

All those she desired to be present at her marriage had arrived. It was
not deferred any longer, and during the night that followed that happy day,
the Prince was not struck by the soporific spell to which he succumbed on
the Beast’s wedding night. To celebrate that august fête, several days went
by in pleasures. They only ended because the fay, the young bride’s aunt,
warned them that they ought not to delay quitting that beautiful solitude any
longer and that it was necessary to return to their estates to show themselves
to their subjects.

It was appropriate that she had them remember their kingdom and the
indispensable duties that recalled them there. Delighted by the abode they
inhabited, charmed with the pleasure that they had in loving one another
and saying so, they had entirely forgotten sovereign grandeur, as well as the
embarrassments consequent upon it. The newlyweds even proposed to the
fay to renounce it and to consent to her disposing of their position in favor
of whomever she judged appropriate, but the sage Intelligence represented
to them ardently that they were obliged to fulfill the destiny that had
charged them with the government of their people, in order that those same
people would conserve an eternal respect for them.

They yielded to those just remonstrations, but the Prince and the Beauty
obtained permission for them to come occasionally to that place, in order to
relax from the burdens inseparable from their condition, and that they



would be served there by the invisible spirits or the animals that had kept
them company in the preceding years.

They took advantage of the liberty as much as was possible for them.
Their presence appeared to embellish the place; everyone hastened to please
them. The spirits waited for the impatiently and received them with joy,
testifying to them in a hundred ways what they felt on their return.

The fay, whose foresight was attentive to everything, gave them a
chariot pulled by twelve white stags with antlers and hooves of gold, like
her own. The speed of those animals almost surpassed that of thought, and
by their means, one could easily go around the world in two hours. In that
fashion they wasted no time in their journey; they took advantage of every
instant they could devote to their pleasure.

They also made use of that fine transport frequently to go and see the
King of the Fortunate Isle, their father, who had been so prodigiously
rejuvenated by the return of the fay Queen that he ceded nothing in beauty
and wellbeing to his son-in-law the Prince. He was just as happy, being no
less amorous nor any less eager than the Prince to give his wife continual
evidence of his sentiments.

The latter, for her part, responded with all the love that had caused
misfortunes for such a long time. She had been received by her subjects
with transports of joy as great as the dolors caused to them by the sensible
loss of her affection, and still loved her dearly. Nothing then opposed her
power, and for several centuries she showed them all the marks of her good
will that they could desire. Her power, combined with the amity of the
Queen of the Fays, conserved the life, the health and the youth of her
husband the King. Both of them only ceased to live because humans cannot
last forever.

She and her sister fay had the same intention for the Beauty, her
husband, his mother the Queen, the old man and his family, with the result
that so much life had never been seen. The Queen, the Prince’s mother, did
not forget to have this marvelous story inscribed in the archives of that
empire and in those of the Fortunate Isle, in order to transmit it to posterity.
Relations of it were sent throughout the world, in order that there would be
talk eternally of the prodigious adventures of the Beauty and the Beast.



Notes

1 Many adaptations drop the definite article from this name, and preserving
it every time the author employs it does lead to some awkward
constructions, but it is notable that none of the characters in the story is
named, even though that refusal creates difficulties in later scenes in which
more than one character is defined as “the Queen,” “the fay,” etc. The
policy is presumably intended to imply a kind of archetypal quality with
regard to the central characters, so I have only dropped or varied the articles
when the original text does.
2 The Foire Saint-Germain was an annual event held for the benefit of the
abbey of Saint-Germain-des-Prés. In the eighteenth century it opened in
early February and closed on Palm Sunday. Although the fair and its theater
featured the full range of conventional fairground exhibitions, it became
particularly famous for its development of the tradition of opéra-comique
[comic opera] and vaudeville, which was in its heyday there in the early
eighteenth century.
3 The Comédie-Italienne was the name given to the commedia dell’arte
troupe established in the Hôtel de Bourgogne in 1680, which also became
known as the Théâtre-Italien, just as the Comédie-Française was also
known as the Théâtre-Français. The names and the contrast they embodied
continued to be applied in common parlance even after the Comédie-
Italienne merged with the Opéra-Comique in 1762, but the distinction was
much sharper when the present story was written.
4 Presumably a reference to the Janissaries’ revolt of 1730, associated with
the beginning of the Turko-Persian War of 1730-36, during which the
Janissaries switched sides after initially backing the rebels against Ottoman
rule, and massacred their former allies.
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