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       lovely clear afternoon, with 

The 

sun was preparing to go down behind the 

  

   

      

   

  

   

   

        

   
   

    

a cloudless sky and a warm soft air. 

wood, but he was in no hurry about it, 

for he knew, the clever old fellow, that when 

he was once down he could no longer see the 

pretty scene which he had been watchin 

the last hour. He had been staring down wi 

his great golden eye into the tiny green mead 

where stood the Whispering Tree, and watchit 

four children, Marigold, Peter, Jean, and Eman 

Philbert, who were all sitting on the soft bank oS 

of greenest moss under the tree. ¢ 

The jolly old sun thought he had never 

seen four merrier-looking 

children, but he did not * 

know what kept them so quiet just then. I do know, however, and I will tell 

Cotes 

you if you are quite sure you have been good all day. 
(378) : A



\ 

The fact is, the Tree was telling the children a story; a story which the 

fairy who lived in its branches had told it only the night before. Would you 

also like to hear the story? Listen, then, for this is it. 

THE STORY OF BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 

Lone, long ago, there lived in the kingdom of Rigdom Funnidos a rich 

  
merchant who had three fair daughters. The eldest was tall and stately, the 

second was slight and graceful, but the third was more beautiful than both the 

others put together, or than any one else in the world. The eldest daughter was 
, inane



called Superba, the second was called Gracilia, but the youngest was called 

only Beauty, for there was no other name that was good enough for her. The 

merchant was wealthy, as I said, and many suitors came to woo his fair daughters, 

some for the girls’ own sakes, and some for their father’s gold. Superba 

looked haughtily at her lovers, and said she would marry no one except a king. 

    Gracilia laughed at hers, and told 

them they might be fit for horse 

boys but not for husbands; so they all went off in a huff and left the 

     

   

    

scornful maidens alone. But Beauty smiled so sweetly 

on her suitors, and told them so gently that she could 

not leave her dear father, that they only loved her the 

      

  

more, and sat and 

-wept on all the fences... 

for miles around. 
ce ea    
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Now one day a terrible storm 

and three nights; and news was 

brought to the merchant that all his 

ships, which were on their way home 

from the Indies, laden with gold- 

dust, and spices, and ivory, and 

cocoa-nuts, were lost, and that he was- 

a ruined man. He gave up his fine. 

house, and went with his three 

daughters to a small cottage, where 

they lived for some time in poverty. 

Superba and Gracilia did nothing 

arose, and the wind blew three days 

  

but scold and storm and weep over their ill fortune; but Beauty bared her 

lovely arms, and tied a kerchief over her golden curls, and did all the work 

  

of the house cheer- 

fully and willingly. 

When her _ suitors: 

heard of this, they 

were more deeply in 

love with her than 

before; ‘and they 

brought her many 

presents to help her 

in her housekeeping, 

which they left at 

the back door with 

the greatest delicacy 

and decorum.” 

“What sort of things did they bring to Beauty?” inquired Jean. 
6



young goslings, and the fruit of the fingo palm, 

with many other things too numerous to mention. 

              

   

One day, however, one of the suitors brought 

something which was better than any of these 

things, for he brought the news that some ships, 

long delayed by storms and winds, had come into 

port, and that several of the merchant’s ships were 

among them. There was great gladness in 

the little cottage. The merchant saddled 

the old farm-horse, the only steed he now 

a possessed, and got ready to ride at once to 

the great city to see for himself if the good news was true. He took an 

affectionate leave of his daughters, and said, ‘My dear children, if I find that 

my ships are really safe I will bring you each a hand- fo     
   

  

   

some present. Tell me, Superba, what do you most 

wish for?’ 

‘I wish for a ring,’ said the 

eldest daughter, ‘with a diamond 

as large as a pea in it.’ 

‘If the ships have come,’ 

replied her father, ‘a diamond 

ring you shall have. And you, 

Gracilia, what will best please 

you?’ 

‘A velvet gown,’ said the 

second daughter, ‘set about 

with pearls and rubies. 

‘If the ships have come,



replied her father, ‘a velvet gown you shall have. And now, my dear Beauty,’ 

he said, ‘tell me what I shall bring to you?’ 

‘My father,’ replied Beauty, ‘bring me back your own dear self safe and 

sound, and I ask for nothing else.’ 

‘Nay,’ said the merchant, ‘if I bring nothing for you, I bring nothing 

for the others. Are you not my best and dearest child?’ 

Then the two elder sisters whispered angrily to Beauty, ‘Ask for ' 

something, or we shall lose our gifts, only because you are a fool. 

‘Well, said Beauty, ‘if it must be so, my father, I pray you to bring 

me a fair white rose, the fairest that you see in your journeying.’ 

The merchant promised, mounted his horse, and rode away. 

On arriving at the great city he found that the news was really true. 

There were his ships at anchor in the bay, safe and sound, and still holding in 

their oaken sides the precious freight of gold-dust, ivory, spices and cocoa-nuts. 

   

              

   

So now the merchant brought 

    

   

    

   

    

   

\) his goods on shore, and sold them " 

ata very high’ prices” for it 

happened that the king’s 

daughter was to be 

married the next day, 

and the palace cooks © 

had been looking every-— 

where for cinnamon to 

flavour their spice-cak 

and for gold- 

dust toga yt 7 

them withal, 

and for cocoa-nuts to make the cramjam pudding, without which no wedding- 

feast may be celebrated in the kingdom of Rigdom Funnidos. 
8



So by the end of the day our merchant found himself once more a rich 
man, and he spent the whole evening at his inn, counting his broad gold pieces 
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and tying them up in bags. He kept out enough, however, to buy the 

presents for his daughters, and the next morning he went to the great bazaar 

and bought a ring with a diamond as big as a pea in it, and a velvet gown 

set about with pearls and rubies. These were easily obtained, but when it 

came to Beauty’s present it was quite another matter. This was the day of 

the royal wedding, and not a rose was to be had for love or money, as the 

court gardeners had bought them all the day before. 

After trying in vain to find one, the merchant was obliged to give up the 

search and turn his horse’s head towards home, for the day was now far spent, 

and hasten as he might he could not reach his cottage home before nightfall. 

He rode fast and he rode far, but the black shadows rode faster, and the way 

grew darker and darker; at length in his haste he took a wrong turn in the 

road, and was very soon completely lost in a deep forest. There was still 
(378) 9 AB8



  

enough daylight lingering in the west to show him that this was a very strange 

forest indeed, very strange and very ; . 

frightful. For all the trees seemed to 

have human shapes. As he gazed 

about him, in wonder that was fast 

turning into terror, gaunt, withered 

arms seemed to point and beckon to 

       
him, hideous grinning faces peeped at A 
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him from behind the knotted trunks; 

they made ugly grimaces at him, and 

      

   

  

arms and hands waved in wild and 

threatening gestures. And all the lank arms beckoned, and 

all the ugly heads nodded and tossed in one direc- 

tion, as if to show him the way that he must take. 

      

age WY fp And now—hark! were those voices, mingling Ee LY fe 
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_, with the rushing and roaring of the 

  

   

   
-. wind? What were they saying? 
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    it? The merchant drew his 

mantle closely about 

him, for the long 

HES, 

    
   

~varms of the trees 

- now seemed to 

stretch out skinny 

hands to clutch at him; 

and clapping the spurs 

to his steed he dashed 

forward at his utmost 

speed.



Presently the trees began to open right and left before him. A _ long 

avenue appeared, at the further end of which he saw brilliant lights gleaming. 

As he drew near, behold! there stood a stately palace, in the midst of fair 
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gardens and lawns. Every window was ablaze with light, as if for some great, 

feast, and the merchant, as he entered the courtyard, felt as if he had left 

darkness and danger behind him. | 

Dismounting, he knocked at the great bronze door of the palace, which 

swung back instantly without sound. He looked eagerly into the vast hall 

which opened before him ; but what was his amazement to see no living 

creature. The marble walls were hung with rich tapestries, and costly furniture 

and ornaments appeared on every side; but no human form was seen, no 

human voice was heard. Suddenly he felt the touch of a hand! an invisible 
/ salt



hand, which took his own hand and led him gently across the threshold 

oe and through the hall. Stare as he 

might, he could see no one; but invisible 

hands now took off his cap and mantle, 

and led him to a chair; and when one 

pair of soft_hands had gently pressed 

him down into it, another pair drew off 

his heavy riding-boots and put upon his 

feet fur-lined slippers, which fitted as if 

they had been made for him. Then he 

rose, and was led into a large banquet- 

hall, where a table was laid, decked with 

gold and silver plate, snowy damask, 

and sparkling glass. Seating him at 

the table, the invisible hands served him 

most skilfully, pouring 

out golden wine in ruby     

      

    

& : glasses, and tempting 

him every moment with some new and delicious 

dish. When he had supped as well as he could 

in his amazement, he was led into another room, 

where stood a softly-cushioned bed, with hangings 

of crimson satin. The hands undressed 

him, and assisted him to get into bed, 

where they tucked him up, and handed 

him a night-draught of hot spiced wine. 

Wondering, and still wondering, and yet 

again wondering, the merchant at length -= 

fell asleep, and slept soundly till morning. 
12



When he awoke the sun was shining brightly in through the crimson curtains, 

and the invisible hands were busy brushing his i 

clothes and pouring perfumed water into a silver ee, 
: gee it basin. Rising at their silent invitation, the merchant i ee 

5S gl oS e 

    
   

   

   

suffered himself to be dressed and led into the 

banquet-hall, where a good breakfast was ready for 

him. After this the hands led him into the court- 

yard, where he found his horse standing, all 

saddled and bridled, having evidently been 

groomed and fed and well 

taken care of. He thanked 

his invisible hosts very warmly, 

and mounting his horse pre: 

pared to ride out of the 

courtyard. But as he neared 

the gate what should he see 

but a climbing rose-bush growing over the wall 

and covered with pure white roses, the loveliest 

that ever were seen. He thought of Beauty’s 

request for a white rose, and reining in his steed he reached up and plucked 

the fairest blossom that grew within his reach. Instantly there came a crash, 

as if a thunderbolt had burst over his head; and then he heard behind him 

a frightful growl, as if an angry lion were about to spring upon him. 

Turning round in great alarm he saw a most hideous and horrible Beast, 

which stood glaring at him with eyes of fire, and gnashing its long gleaming 

teeth. 

‘“Wretch!’ exclaimed the Beast in an angry tone, ‘is it thus you repay 

my hospitality! I have sheltered you from storm and wind, have fed and 

lodged you, asking nothing in return; and now, ingrate that you are, you steal 
18



my roses. Say your prayers and make your peace with Heaven, for this hour 

you must die!’ 

The unhappy merchant fell on    

                

his knees and begged for mercy. 

He told the Beast about his fair 

young daughter Beauty, who had 

asked him to bring her a white 

rose, and of his vain search for 

roses in the great city. ‘Alas! 

when I saw your flowers,’ he said, 

‘I thought only of my promise 

to my child, and plucked 

oe 

the blossom without pausing to nae whether it were right to do so. Have 

mercy, my Lord Beast! Have mercy, and spare me! Truly, it seems but a 

little sin to cost a man his life.’ 

The Beast seemed to reflect for a few minutes, then he said: 
14



‘On one condition, and one only, I will spare your life; and that condition 

is that you will send me this fair maiden in your stead.’ 

‘Never!’ cried the merchant, ‘never! I would rather die a thousand deaths 

myself than give up my best-beloved child to so horrible a fate. Take your 

revenge on me alone, Monster, for my daughter you shall not have’ 

‘Nevertheless,’ said the Beast, ‘take time to think about it. Go home, 

and in a week you shall return here, prepared to forfeit either your daughter's 

life or your own. Swear to do this, and you may go free.’ 

- The merchant swore, and immediately the bronze gates of the courtyard 

opened and suffered him to pass through, closing with a clang behind him. 

With despair in his heart, the merchant rode towards his home, the Beast 

having told him the way. When he arrived at the cottage his daughters came 

  

  

  
running out to meet him, and welcomed him back. Superba received the diamond 

ring with delight, and Gracilia was enchanted with her velvet gown; but when 
15



the merchant gave the rose to his youngest daughter, the tears stood in his 

eyes, and he said: 

‘Ah! Beauty, Beauty, your present has cost me more than both the others 

put together.’ 

Beauty, in great alarm, asked the meaning of these strange words; but her 

father refused to say anything more, and she was left to wonder. 

The next morning when the merchant awoke in his peaceful home the 

recollection of all his strange adventures seemed like a fearful dream. The 

forest, with its clutching hands and grinning 

faces, the palace, the invisible hands, the horrible 

form of the Beast—he wondered if they had 

really existed at all save in his imagination. 

But when he saw the white rose blooming 

in a slender silver vase, and carefully tended 

by Beauty, a cold shudder ran through him, 

and he fancied he heard a terrible voice saying: 

‘In one week!’ 

It was only fancy, however, and as the days 

passed he put off from one time to another the 

evil moment when he must tell his daughters of 

  

the fate which awaited him. 

At length the last day of the week came, and still the merchant had said 

nothing. He tried to persuade himself that the Beast might have forgotten, 

or might have relented towards him; at all events, could he be expected to 

keep an oath which had been forced from him when in danger of his life? 

was it right, merely because he had given his word, to leave his daughters 

alone in the world, and give himself up to a horrible death? 

In this way the poor merchant thought to himself, as he sat with his 

children, on the evening of the last day of the week. Suddenly Gracilia cried: 
16 i



‘Ah! what a fearful cloud is that I see yonder! It is coming towards 

.us at lightning speed. What can it mean? and what is that frightful roaring 

sound?’ All started to their feet, and the next 

    

   

  

   
   

  

   

      

   

moment the room grew perfectly dark. A burst 

of thunder shook 

the house, and 

instantly a violent 

storm of wind 

and rain raged 

around it, beating 

against the 

windows and 

threatening 

to overwhelm the frail cottage. The three maidens fell on their knees in 

terror, but their father stood still, as if turned to stone, for at this moment a 

loud and dreadful voice was heard above the howling of the storm, crying: 

‘ Litile loth, ‘ 

Break st thine oath, 

Death with thee will keep his troth? 

Three times these words were repeated, then the storm and darkness passed 
7



away as if by magic, and left the four unhappy ones staring at each other, with 

pale faces and beating hearts. Beauty now insisted upon knowing the meaning 

of the words, and the merchant, fecling that he could no longer be silent, told 

the whole story, and said that in the morning they must take their last farewell 

of their unhappy father. But when Beauty heard that the Beast had offered 

to take her instead of her father, she said: 

‘My father, J will go! Your life is most important, mine of little consequence. 

Say no more, for I am resolved, and nothing can change me.’ 

The merchant would not hear of this for a long time; but Beauty was firm 

in her resolve, and finally gained her point. 

Early the next morning the merchant saddled the old horse, and taking 

Beauty on a _ pillion behind 

him, started on his way to- 

wards the Beast’s palace. He 

was bowed down with sorrow, 

and wept so bitterly that he 

could hardly see the road; 

but Beauty cheered and com- 

forted him, and bade him keep 

a good heart. 

‘I feel,’ she ‘said, ‘as if 

the Beast would spare my life. 

Indeed, what good would it 

do him to kill me? whereas, 

if I lived I might be of use 

to him in many ways.’ 

By noon they reached   
the gates of the courtyard, 

which swung open to receive them, and closed behind them with a ringing 

18



sound. No one was to be seen in the courtyard, but the marble pavement 

was strewn with white roses, and the invisible hands scattered fresh blossoms 

before Beauty as she dismounted and moved toward the 

palace. Over the great door, which stood invitingly open, 

  

were garlands of roses, and the air was heavy with their 

fragrance. As the maiden paused 

on the threshold she heard a deep 

voice, which said: 

‘Enter, Beauty, to thine own! 

Thou art queen, and thou alone.’ 

She entered, followed by her 

father. As before, the invisible 

hands were ready to attend by 

bringing them fur-lined robes and 

embroidered slippers, and then by 

conducting them to the banquet- 

hall. They found the table spread       
with every kind of dainty; and 

while they ate, soft music from 

unseen instruments, harp and flute 

and viol, sounded above them in 

delightful harmony. The merchant was far too unhappy to have any appetite, 

but he made a pretence of eating, to please his daughter. When the meal was 

over, he embraced her many times, with tears and sobs. 

‘Alas! alas!’ he cried. ‘Must I indeed leave you, my best-loved child, 

to. be the prey of a horrible monster, who mocks his victims with pomp and 

splendour before he destroys them?’ 

‘Farewell, dear father!’ said Beauty. ‘Farewell! and try to think 
19



cheerfully of me. I may fare much better than you dare to hope. And if 

not, one can die but once, when all is said.’ 

So the maiden embraced her father for the last time, and saw him mount 

his horse and ride slowly out of the court- 

            

    

yard, often turning to look back, with tears 

on his sad face. 

When he was gone she was tempted 

for a moment to sit down and weep with 

dread; but the same deep voice she had 

heard before sounded beside her, saying: 

‘Fear not, Beauty, fair and dear! 

Love alone awaits thee here’ 

The maiden took comfort at this, 

eZ and amused herself by wandering 

‘through the splendid rooms which 

opened on every side of the great hall. 

When evening came the ever-attentive 

hands led her into a bed-room, which 

was more beautiful than any she had yet seen. The walls were all of looking- 

glass, so that on every side she saw the reflection of her own lovely form. 

The furniture was blue and silver, and in the centre of the room stood a silver 

bed, with curtains of sky-blue velvet all sprinkled with pearls. When Beauty 

lay down on this dainty couch the invisible music began to play, and softly, 

softly lulled her to sleep.” 

“Oh! o-o-oh!” sighed Marigold, curling up her toes in ecstasy. ‘How 

I wish I had been Beauty! Think of that lovely bed, Jean! and the looking- 

glass walls! oh dear! How nice it would be to live in a fairy story!” 

“When Beauty woke the next morning she rubbed her eyes and thought 
20



she must be dreaming, when she saw the splendid room in which she lay. The 

shining walls gave back the rays of the morning sun, which streamed softly 

in through curtains of silver and rose-coloured gauze, and glittered on the 

  

      

  
golden lilies of the coverlet. The invisible hands were busy about the room, 

some sprinkling perfumes through the air with mops of rose-leaves, others filling 

a huge marble bath with fragrant waters, while others again were laying out 

delicate robes of lace and rose-coloured satin. Beauty rose, and after dressing, 

found that the friendly hands were leading her into the banquet-hall, where she 

was greeted by a burst of joyous music from the unseen musicians. As she sat 

at table the deep voice which she had heard twice before spoke to her, saying: 

‘Beauty, you see now that you are sole mistress of this palace and all 

it contains. Your father has given you a frightful account of me, no doubt; 

and for that reason I shall remain invisible until you yourself are willing to 

see me. Meantime let us be as good friends as we can.’ 
21



After this the Beast (for the Beast it was) began to talk in such a pleasant 

sensible manner that Beauty became much interested in the conversation. After 
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 said the Beast. ‘Be happy, and re- 

member that all you see is your own. 

| oy With your permission, I will sup with 

Le, you this evening; but if you would 

rather be alone, you have but to speak.’ 

      
Beauty willingly agreed to the 

BaP ha request, and when the Beast had left 

at” her she spent the day in exploring 

the gardens and the palace, finding at each step something new and wonderful. 

When evening came the Beast joined her at supper, and was again so agreeable 

that she was sorry when it was time to say ‘good-night.’ The next day passed 

in the same manner, the Beast becoming still more and more an amiable and 

delightful companion. Finally, on the third day Beauty said, ‘Dear Beast, I 

now find such pleasure in your society that I am quite sure I shall not be at all 

troubled by your ugliness. Therefore, I pray you, let me see you just as you are.’ 
22



Still, I 

cannot refuse your request, so I shall appear before you in the rose-garden in 

é 
Alas! Beauty, said the Beast, ‘you know not what you ask. 

my own dreadful shape.’ 

          

Beauty, left alone once 

half curious and more, 

half the sought afraid, 

rose-garden, where she 

began to pluck clusters of 

splendid crimson blossoms, 

and fasten them on her =
 

dress and in her golden SSSssss Suddenly looking up hair. 
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Beast: a form so 

frightful, so very 

she knew must 

bemthat on the 

  

that 

turned 

frightful, 

Beauty 

and could pale, 

                                                      repress a 

ei told’ you; 

best that I should remain 

not 

said, sighing deeply and it, saw 

Beauty, that you knew not what you asked. It 

Beast The shudder. 

Is 

invisible.’ 

But Beauty looked up bravely and said, ‘No, my dear Beast, I know 

so well the charms of your mind and the goodness of your heart, that I can 

and let us speak no more d Remain well bear to look at you, ugly as you are. 

of this.’ 
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Then the Beast began to talk so wisely and delightfully that Beauty soon 

forgot the hideous form, and listened and replied with delight. _ 

In this way Beauty passed several weeks at the palace of the Beast, 

becoming more and more attached to her kind friend and host. One night, 

however, she had a dream which made her very unhappy. She dreamed that 

her father was lying at the point of death. She seemed to see him, pale and 

haggard, lying on his bed; and she heard him say, ‘I am dying because I have 

no desire to live, since Beauty is gone, and I shall never see her again. Oh! 

Beauty, oh! my child, was it indeed I who delivered thee over to thy fate?’ 

Beauty awoke from her sleep crying, ‘Father! father! I come!’ As soon as 

morning came she hastened to the rose-garden, and impatiently awaited the 

coming of the Beast. The moment that hideous but kind and gentle creature 

appeared she ran to tell her dream, and to implore that she might go to her 

dying father. ‘Oh! good Beast! kind Beast!’ she cried ‘let me but go and nurse 

him now, and I will return and serve you all the days of my life. Nay, gladly 

will I give up my life itself, if so I may save my father’s, or at least comfort his 

last hours. Ah! have pity on me, unhappy maid that I am, and let me go!’ 

At these words the Beast 

uttered a great cry and fell 

to the ground as one dead, 

lying motionless, with that 

erim and grisly head resting 

on the crimson rose-leaves. 

Beauty, in great alarm, << 

knelt beside it. She - 

sprinkled drops of dew 

  

over its face, by shaking 

the masses of glowing blossoms that hung above them. In tones of agony she 

besought the Beast not to add thus to her sorrow. 
24



After some time the Beast recovered a little, and seemed to regain strength. 

‘Beauty,’ said the voice she now knew so well, ‘if I let you go, will you promise 

to marry me when you return?’ 

Beauty shuddered and turned pale. ‘Alas! dear Beast,’ she said, ‘ask 

me anything but that. I will be your friend, your servant; but do not ask 

me to marry you.’ 

‘Say, at least, that you will think of it, urged the Beast, ‘and I will 

let you go.’ 

‘That I may safely promise,’ said Beauty, ‘so I give you my word.’ 

The Beast then said that in an hour a carriage should be ready to take 

her to her father’s house. ‘I shall expect you to return when a week is 

past,’ he added; ‘if you tarry longer, remember that you will be the cause 

of my death.’ | 

Beauty promised to return, and hastened to the palace to make ready for 

her journey. In her mirror-lined room she found a beautiful travelling dress 

of gray and silver laid out for her, and a purple velvet mantle lined with 

ermine. The invisible hands assisted her to dress, brought her a delicate repast 

of fruits and wine served on a golden salver, and in an hour’s time led her out 

into the great courtyard. Here she found a magnificent carriage, glittering with 

gold and silver, with ivory wheels, and soft cushions of gold-coloured satin. 

It was drawn by four superb black horses, with harness and trappings of beaten 

gold. They pawed the ground and tossed their stately heads, impatient of 

delay; but though they were evidently restrained by some powerful hand, no 

driver was visible. The hands helped Beauty into the carriage, and as she 

seated herself on the satin cushions she heard the deep voice of the Beast 

saying :— 
‘Farewell, Beauty! woe ts me! 

Light and joy do go with thee. 

She would have replied, but at that moment the whip cracked, the horses 
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started and bore her swiftly on her way to her father’s house. On arriving 

    
Beauty sprang from the 

carriage, and scarcely wait- 

ing to greet her astonished 

sisters, rushed up. to the 

room where her father lay 

pale and suffering. The 

maiden, throwing herself 

down beside him, and kiss- 

ing his pale. brow, cried: 

‘Father, dear father! speak 

to me. I am Beauty, your 

| save you.’ The merchant opened 

his sunken eyes, and when he saw his beloved child, life seemed to return to 

him, and he clasped her to his heart with tears of joy. 

In reply to the eager questions, Beauty now related all that had happened 

to her in the Beast’s palace; and her father became so much interested that 

he forgot his pain and began to recover 

from that moment. Superba and Gracilia 

were heartily glad to see their sister, but 

they could not help feeling envious when 

they saw her magnificent attire, and the se 

radiant jewels which sparkled on her 

neck and arms; but Beauty, with a 

charming grace, drew off a necklace of 

rubies and a splendid sapphire bracelet, 

and begged her sisters to accept them 

  

as keepsakes from her, and to love her always. ‘For,’ she said, ‘in a week 

I must return to my kind friend the Beast, as I have promised.’ 
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Her father and sisters cried out at this, and vowed that they would never 

let her go again; but Beauty only smiled, and bade them make much of her 

while they might. 

She devoted herself to nursing her father, never leaving him day or night, 

and was rewarded by seeing him improve a little each day, but the improve- 

ment was very slow, and she became so absorbed in her cares that she forgot 

to notice the days as they passed swiftly by. Her sisters said nothing, when 

the last day of the week came, hoping that Beauty might forget her promise 

to the Beast and stay with them always, for she took all care off their shoulders; 

and the sick merchant thought of nothing but the joy of having his dearest 

child with him once more. 

One evening Beauty was bending over her father to smooth his pillow and 

give him the soothing draught which should enable him to sleep and forget his 

pain till morning, when she happened to rest her eyes on a large mirror which 

hung against the wall. What was it she saw there? she turned pale, and 

clasped her hands with a cry of terror. For in the glass she saw reflected the 

rose-garden near the palace of the Beast; and under the fair rose-tree that she 

loved best, stretched cold and pale on the mossy turf, lay the Beast itself. 

At first, as Beauty gazed horror-stricken in the glass, the Beast seemed to be 

without life or motion; but presently its pale lips moved, and Beauty fancied 

she heard a faint voice saying: 

‘Beauty, Jarewell! by thee forsaken, 

I sleep in death, no more to waken.’ 

The maiden sprang to her feet, and, after pressing a kiss on the brow of 

her sleeping father, fled down the stairs and out of the door, and found the 

golden carriage awaiting her. She sprang in, waving a hurried farewell to her 

sisters; and cried to the invisible coachman: 

‘Oh! hasten! hasten! lest I be too late, and then I too must die.’ 
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The four coal-black horses fairly flew along the road, and soon reached the 

palace. Beauty hurried to the garden, where she saw a figure lying motionless 

  

under the white rose-tree. She ran towards it, and found it was indeed the 

unhappy Beast, apparently quite dead. Beauty burst into tears and cried: 

‘Oh! my Beast, my dear, kind Beast! come back to me! only open your 

eyes and look kindly at me, and I will promise to marry you, for now I know 

that I love you, and can never be happy without you.’ 

As she wept and mourned, suddenly a wonderful thing happened. The 

lifeless figure sprang to its feet, and lo! all in a moment it was changed. The 

hideous, frightful form of the Beast was gone, and in its place stood a young 

man as beautiful as the morning. His eyes were dark and soft, his hair fell 

in long curls of raven black, and he was dressed in a splendid suit of green 

and gold, which glittered in the sun. Beauty shrank back in affright from this 

wonderful vision; but the young prince said: 

‘Fear not, my beloved Beauty! you have saved my life. And since you 

learned to love me under the hideous form I was condemned to wear, can you 

not learn to love me in my own shape?’ 
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_. He then told Beauty that he had been changed into a eet by a malicious 

witch because he had refused to marry her ugly, one-eyed, hump -backed 

daughter, and he was condemned to keep the frightful shape until a fair and 

virtuous maiden should offer of her own free-will to marry him. 

‘And now, my Beauty, he added, clasping her in his arms, ‘your loving 

fae has broken the spell, and I am a free man. Love and life are before 

me, so let us forget the Beast and his troubles, and be happy together.’ 

They turned towards’ the palace. At that instant a burst of music was 

heard. The doors of the palace opened, and a chorus of sweet voices sang: 

        

  

_ ‘ Welcome, Bellino, noble prince, 

And Beauty, fairest maid! 

And greater happiness be yours g pp Y we 

Than can be sung or said, 7 

  

The invisible hands scattered rosy blossoms before them, the joyous music 
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sounded above them; and hand in hand, with happy and loving hearts, 

Beauty and Bellino entered their palace.” | 

“Oh!” said Jean, “is that all?” : , 
“Ah!” sighed Marigold, “is it really finished? Dear Tree, what a lovely, 

(22 lovely story : 

“Tree,” said Emanuel Philibert, looking up into the whispering green 

curtain, ‘do you know where the prince’s palace is?” 

“Not exactly,” replied the Tree; “my mistress, the fairy, knows. It is 

somewhere beyond the sunset, on the other side of the purple cloud - bank. 

And now, children, go home to your supper. Come again on the next fine 

afternoon and you shall hear another story.” 

“Yes, yes! indeed we will come!” cried all the children; and, Emanuel 

Philibert leading the way, home they all went in the twilight. 
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