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My father 1o§t me t
o the Beast at cards. The candles dropped h |
. t,
goujof wax on my bare s-houlders. I watched with the fufilgus c(;nif:(i:;;g
fne; falta]-:eto ixivo::ll?n :.liodm circumstances force mutely to witness folly, while
I, fired 1n his desperation by more and yet more dra |
) peratio ughts of th
&;Zzt::etﬁzr Ia::ill grappa, rids himself of the last scraps of my ix?heritance'e
ussia, we owned black earth, blue forest with b id
boar, serfs, cornfields, farm , white bt of coo
, , , yards, my beloved horses, white night
summer, the fireworks of the northern lights. What a burden aﬁ thsozi Cz(s)}
sessions must ha've_ been to him, because he laughs as if with glee as he Ee -
gars ]lz-nmself; he 11: in such a passion to donate all to the Beast ;
~ Everyone who comes to this city must play a hand : h
seigneur; few come. They di an, o if they di o gm"d
seigheur, ‘e come. ./e;.y did not warn us at Milan, or if they did, we did not
“La Bestia” said our landlady, gi |
| y> gingerly fingering an envelope with hi
?;ﬁz c;est Oii (til%er mll.;ljlpam on it, something of fear, somethingpof \w:ondells'
r face. could not ask her why they called th
“La Bestia”—was it to do with that heraldi : e P ace
_ aldic signature?—because h
was so thickened by the phlegmy, b 1t] . on 1 scarcely
‘ y> bronchitic speech of the region I s
man;ged to make out a thing she said except, when she saw mge: “Cheia;ﬁz}z
" ince I could toddle, always the pretty one, with my glossy, nut-brom;n
rIl.l1r 183: m;f rosy cheeks. And born on Christmas Day—her “Christmas rose,”
y hngnlsh nurse called me. The peasants said: “The living image of hér
nmoc;tbf;, Scrosls.lng tgemsel\:ies out of respect for the dead. My mother did
lossom long, bartere for her dowry to such a feckle |
R}1§31an nobility that she soon died of his gaming, his whcfls'i:};rlﬁis it}:
nizing repentances. And the Beast gave me the rose from his OW;I impgec-

f cableif out
. off his black cloak. This white rose, unnatural, out of season, that now my

# cluded the career he had made of catastrophe. .

small a room. He must ba
L jen in it; what can he smell of, that needs so much camoutlage?
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moded buttonhole when he arrived, the valet brushing the snow

rt as my father magnificently con-

My senses were increasingly troubled by the fuddling perfume of

¢ Milord, far too potent a reek of purplish civet at such close quarters 1n SO

the himself in scent, soak his shirts and underli-

[ never saw a man so big look so rwo-dimensional, in spite of the quaint

elegance of the Beast, ‘n the old-fashioned tailcoat that might, from its looks,
f  have been bought in those distant years before he imposed seclusion on
£ himself; he does not feel he need keep up with the times. There is a crude
¢ clumsiness about his outlines, that are on the ungainly, giant side; and he
i has an odd air of self-imposed restraint, as if fighting a battle with himself
k' to remain upright when he would far rather drop down on all fours. He
g throws our human aspirations to the godlike sadly awry, poor fellow; only

from a distance would you think the Beast not much different from any
other man, although he wears a mask with a man’s face painted most beau-
tifully on it. Oh, yes, a beautiful face; but one with too much formal sym-
metry of feature to be entirely human: one profile of his mask is the mirror

image of the other, too perfect, uncanny. He wears a wig, too, false hair tied
at the nape with a bow, a wig of the kind you see in old-fashioned portraits.

A chaste silk stock stuck with a pearl hides his throat. And gloves of blond

kid that are yet so huge and clumsy they do not seem to cover hands.
He is a carnival figure made of papier-macheé and crepe hair; and yet he

has the Devil’s kndck at cards. -
His masked voice echoes as from a great distance as he stoops over his

hand and he had such a growling impediment in his speech that only his
valet, who understands him, can interpret for him, as if his master were the

clumsy doll and he the ventriloquist.
The wick slumped in the eroded wax, the candles guttered. By the time

my rose had lost all its petals, my father, too, was left with nothing.

“Except the girl.”
Gambling is a sickness. My father said he loved me, yet he staked his

daughter on a hand of cards. He fanned them out; in the mirror, I saw wild

hope light up his eyes. His collar was unfastened, his rumpled hair stood up
on end. he had the anguish of a man in the last stages of debauchery. The

drafts came out of the old walls and bit me; I was colder than I’d ever been

in Russia, when nights are coldest there. . ..
You must not think my father valued me at less than a king’s ransom;

but at no more than a king’s ransom.
It was cold as hell in the parlor. And it seemed to me, child of the severe

North, that it was not my flesh but, truly, my father’s soul that was in peril.
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My father, of course, believed in miracles; what gambler does not? In

pursuit of just such a miracle as this, had we not traveled from the land of
bears and shooting stars?

So we teetered on the brink.

The Beast bayed; laid down all three remaining aces.

The indifferent servants now glided smoothly forward as on wheels to
douse the candles one by one. To look at them you would think that noth-
ing of any moment had occurred. They yawned a little resentfully; it was
almost morning, we had kept them out of bed. The Beast’s man brought his
cloak. My father sat amongst these preparations for departure, staring on at
the betrayal of his cards upon the table.

The Beast’s man informed me crisply that he, the valet, would call for
me and my bags tomorrow, at ten, and conduct me forthwith to the Beast’s
palazzo....

Where my father had been red as fire, now he was white as the snow that
caked the windowpane. His eyes swam; soon he would cry.

““Like the base Indian,” he said; he loved rhetoric. ““One whose hand, /
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away / Richer than all his tribe. ..’ I have
lost my pearl, my pearl beyond price.”

At that, the Beast made a sudden, dreadful noise, halfway between a
growl and a roar; the candles flared. The quick valet, the prim hypocrite,
interpreted unblinking: “My master says: If you are so careless of your treas-
ures, you should expect them to be taken from you.”

He gave us the bow and smile his master could not offer us and they
departed.

I watched the snow until, just before dawn, it stopped falling; a hard
frost settled, next morning there was a light like iron.

The Beast’s carriage, of an elegant if antique design, was black as a
hearse and it was drawn by 3 dashing black gelding who blew smoke from
his nostrils and stamped upon the packed snow with enough sprightly
appearance of life to give me some hope that not all the world was locked
In i1ce, as [ was. . ..

The valet sat up on the box in a natty black-and-gold livery, clasping, of
all things, a bunch of his master’s damned white roses as if a gift of flowers
would reconcile a woman to any humiliation. He sprang down with preter-
natural agility to place them ceremoniously in my reluctant hand. My tear-

a stem, I prick my finger and so he gets his rose all smeared with blood. ...
[ drew the curtains to conceal the sight of my father’s farewell; my spite
was sharp as broken glass.
- Lost to the Beast! And what, I wondered, might be the exact nature of
his “beastliness”? My English nurse once told me about a tiger man she saw

in London, when she was a little girl, to

s a wild wee thing and |
zzm or the bribe of a spoonful of jam. If you

beslobbered father wants a rose to show that I forgive him. When I break oft
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d not tame me 1 ‘
i don’t stop plaguing the nurse-

' . They'd
! 1l come and take you away
T by beau tlgeriﬁlig Ivrjzlies, she said; his hinder parts werc all

d did he resemble a man.
e O e . it cannot be his face that looks

And yet the Beast goes always masked;
like mune. . .. +tle girl and did not eat her boiled
But if this young lady was nota good little tg)llg black traveling cloak lined

: d put on his ‘
beet root, then the Uiger M2 ‘fozlndp;ire the Erlking’s galloper of wind and

ride through the night straight to the nursery and—

‘ .
Yes, my beauty! GOBBLE YOU © half believing her, half knowing that

How I’d squeal 1n delighted terror, e that | maust not tell her. In our

“And there were things I knew that _ _
ﬂ::ttfeaa;s;grar?; where the giggling nursemaids initiated me 1nto the myster

..« of what the bull did to the cows, I heard z’fbout the wagoner:s {la;lghl::;
l:lil?h hush, don’t let on to your nursie we said flo; the a;«(vagol?il; sYeats ._:( hate-
Dpec int- d, ugly as sin, who would have taken er? Yet,
htlnjped’ :12;1 gl’;l;};:veﬂeg zmid the cruel mockery of the ostlers (iand gfr tsifl);
iv:srrll)ec;rn of a bear, they whispered. Born with a full pelt and teeth;

proved it. But when he grew up, he was a good shepherd, although he never

..d. lived in a hut outside the village and could make the wind blow

::;rrgea;i:he wanted to, besides being able to tell which eggs would become

cocks, which hens. . ..

Old wives' tales, RIS o tious marvels of my childhood on

. ation I cozily titillated with supersti ‘ od ©
gl? zli?rtﬁl; c;ildhi)od ended. For now my 4wn skin was my sole capital in

d make my first investment. | |
e Y;rlgél}dlaziln{:::1’:[t0t(:13eyclityr;;r behgld us and were now traversing a wide, flat

. - i cil-
dish of snow where the mutilated stumps of the willows ﬂ?;un‘f:)e: téﬁfl;ht
e heads athwart frozen ditches; mist diminished the horizon, o
? e the sky until it seemed no more than a few inches abof\;e tll:s‘dead .

oo uld see, not one thing living. How starveling, how berelt the 1d! And
eye could see, N0 Eden in which all the fruit was blighted by co A
v frail roses, already faded. 1 opened the carriage door aréd gl?cslileenly ;
de);:unct bougquet into the rucked, frgst-st}fff mu%;;’ai gl; 1;?; > Sowdered

. & wind arose and pelted my lace wi ]

Shal;gi 'fl"r;zz::lliigs:vllifted sufficiently to reveal before me an acreagf t::rfl ::ilefc

Stt.lI::elict facades of sheer red brick, the vast man-trap, the megalo

citadel of his palazzo.
It was a world 1n 1itse
Beast bought solitude, not luxury,

If but a dead one, a burned-out planet. I saw the
with his money.
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The little black horse trotted smartly through the figured bronze doors
that stood open to the weather like those of a barn and the valet handed me

out of the carriage onto the scarred tiles of the great hall itself, into the odor-
ous warmth of a stable, sweet with hay, acrid with horse dung. An equine
chorus of neighings and soft drummings of hooves broke out beneath the
tall roof, where the beams were scabbed with last summer’s swallows’ nests:
a dozen gracile muzzles lifted from their mangers and turned towards us,
ears erect. The Beast had given his horses the use of the dining room. The
walls were painted, aptly enough, with a fresco of horses, dogs and men in
a wood where fruit and blossom grew on the bough together.

The valet tweaked politely at my sleeve. Milord is waiting.

Gaping doors and broken windows let the wind in everywhere. We
mounted one staircase after another, our feet clopping on the marble.
Through archways and open doors I glimpsed suites of vaulted chambers
opening one out of another like systems of Chinese boxes into the infinite
complexity of the innards of the place. He and I and the wind were the only
things stirring; and all the furniture was under dust sheets, the chandeliers
bundled up in cloth, pictures taken from their hooks and propped with their
faces to the walls as if their master could not bear to look at them. The palace
was dismantled, as if its owner were about to move house or had never prop-
erly moved in; the Beast had chosen to live in an uninhabited place. . . .

Milord has his aerie high above the house, a small, stifling, darkened
room; he keeps his shutters locked at noon. I was out of breath by the time
we reached it, and returned to him the silence with which he greeted me. I
will not smile. He cannot smile. . . .

The valet coughed. To him fell the delicate task of transmitting to me
his master’s wishes. . ..

“My master has but one desire.”

The thick, rich, wild scent with which Milord had soaked himself the
previous evening hangs all about us, ascends in cursive blue from the smoke
hole of a precious Chinese pot.

“He wishes only—"

Now, in the face of my impassivity, the valet twittered, his ironic com-
posure gone, for the desire of a master, however trivial, may yet sound
unbearably insolent in the mouth of a servant and his role of go-between
clearly caused him a good deal of embarrassment. He gulped; he swallowed,
at last contrived to unleash an unpunctuated flood.

“My master’s sole desire is to see the pretty young lady unclothed nude
without her dress and that only for the one time after which she will be
returned to her father undamaged with bankers’ orders for the sum which

he lost to my master at cards and also a number of fine presents such as furs,
jewels and horses—”

I remained standing. During the interview, my eyes were level with
those inside the mask, that now evaded mine as if, to his credit, he was
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as his mouthpiece made 1t for him. Agi-

ashamed of his own reques’ #* = his white-gloved hands.

tato, molto agitato, the valet wrung
“Desnuda—"

T could scarcely believe my €ars. I let out a raucous guffaw; no young

trate. But I did. And do.
hs like that! my old nurse used to remons | _
t:'(ci Zhl: lgarfwr of my heartless mirth, the valet danced backward with per

o : ; o to wrench them off, expos-
tion, palpitating his fingers as if attempting _
tﬁ:ér:;nw?)rglessly pleading. I felt that I owed it to him to make my reply

| 1S} [ could master. |
in as exquisite a Tuscan as 1 | e vou T vl
“You may put me in a windowless room, sir,and I p y

I here must be a sheet over
-+ up to my waist, ready for you. But_ t | '
I;nunfralg Stl{calli'lilcllz it; thzugh the sheet must be laid over me SO hg_htly that cllt
wijlll not}choke me. So I shall be covered complgtely from the waist upv;afie;
and no lights. There you can visit me once, sir, and only the once.

' | ) deposited in the public
be driven directly to the city aI}d
e, n fro of the church. If you wish to give me monecy, then I should

ceive it. But I must stress that you should give me o‘nly thlc::l
d give to any other woman 1n su¢

to give me a present, then that

square, in front

be pleased to re :
<ame amount of money that you wou

circumstances. However, if you choose not

is your right.”
C Yc‘Hn.:mrgplc-:::usve:d I was to see I struck the Beast to the heart! For, after a

baker’s dozen hearbeats, one single tear swelllled, gli%tgri::g, a:rtet:::l l():{)eglgroi
ar
d eve. A tear! A tear, I hoped, of shame. The te ‘
tgzr;n:lfzn easrll edge of painted bone, then tumbled down the painted cheek

to fall. with an abrupt tinkle, on the tiled floor.

let, ticking and clucking to himself, hast ' !
I'OOI;IE];V:‘I:HVQ cloEd of his master’s peljpme{ b11}owec} czll:t into the chill
corridor with us and dissipated itself on the spinning winds.

A cell had been prepared for me, a veritable cell, windowless, airless, light-

less. in the viscera of the palace. The valet lit a lamp for me; a narrow bed, a

) -+ and flowers carved on i, bulked out o{ the_ %loorp.
cark Cupboard_ O st on ofomy bed linen and hang myself with it," ] said.

astily ushered me out of the

:fime passed but I do not know how much; thep the valet wokg mg wé}tllé
rolls and honey. I gestured the tray away but he set it down firmly beside

lamp and took from 1t little shagreen box, which he offered to me.

d away my head. R | _
E""gllll.nl?nyal?l’rdi! ” guch burt cracked his high-pitched voice! He dexter

ously unfastened the gold clasp; on a bed of crimson velvet lay a single dia-

mond earring, perfect as a tear. .
I snapped the box shut and tossed it into a corner. .. ..

“Very well,” said the valet, put out. And indicated it was til’}lﬁ for Vr;z zc;
visit my host again. He did not let me wash or comb my hair. 1here



—r——— -

turred pads, his excoriatin

The dropped tear caught upon his fur

and confided: “My master

(I)g run away, I'll ride to the city” ¢ the young lady t
» N0, he said, “Are vou not a.
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Cold, that morning, yet dazzling with the sharp winter sunlight that
wounds the retina. There was a scurrying wind about that seemed to go with
us, as if the masked, immense one who did not speak carried it inside his
cloak and let it out at his pleasure, for 1t stirred the horses’ manes but did
not lift the lowland musts. . . . _

A profound sense of strangeness slowly began to possess me. I knew my
two companions were not, in any way, as other men, the simian retainer and
the master for whom he spoke, the one with clawed forepaws who was in a
plot with the witches who let the winds out of their knotted handkerchiefs
up towards the Finnish border. ] knew they lived according to a different
logic than I had done until my father abandoned me to the wild beasts by
his human carelessness. This knowledge gave me a certain fearfulness still;
but, I would say, not much. . ..1 was a young girl, a virgin, and therefore
men denied me rationality just as they denied it to all those who were not
exactly like themselves, in all their unreason. ... .

We came to the bank of the river, that was so wide we could not see
across it, so still with winter that it scarcely seemed to flow. The horses low-
ered their heads to drink. The valet cleared his throat, about to speak; we
were in a place of perfect privacy, beyond a brake of winter-bare rushes, a
hedge of reeds.

“If you will not let him see you without your clothes—"
" I involuntarity shook my head.

“—you must, then, prepare yourself for the sight of my master, naked.”

The river broke on the pebbles with a diminishing sigh. My composure
deserted me; all at once I was on the brink of panic. I did not think that I
could bear the sight of him, whatever he was. The mare raised her dripping
muzzle and looked at me keenly, as if urging me. The river broke again at
my feet. I was far from home. -
“You,” said the valet, “must.”
When I saw how scared he was I might refuse, I nodded.

gust of the heavy odor of his disguise. The valet held out his master’s cloak
to screen him from me as he removed the mask. The horses stirred.

The tiger will never lie down with the lamb; he acknowledges no pact
that is not reciprocal. The lamb must learn to run with the tigers.

A great, feline, tawny shape whose pelt was barred with a savage geom-
etry of bars the color of burned wood. His domed, heavy head, so terrible
he must hide it. How subtle the muscles, how profound the tread. The anni-
hilating vehemence of his eyes, like twin suns.

[ felt my breast ripped apart as if | suffered a marvelous wound.

The valet moved forward as if to cover up his master now the girl had
acknowledged him, but I said: “No.” The tiger sat still as a heraldic beast, in
the pact he had made with his own ferocity to do me no harm. He was far
larger than I could have imagined, from the poor, shabby things I'd seen
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e with the money, in a fine hand. 1 could

read it quite clearly. “The young lady will arrive immediately.” Some harlot
with whom he’d briskly negotiated a liaison on the strength of his spoils?
Not at all. For at that moment, the valet knocked at my door to announce
that I might leave the palace at any time hereafter, and he bore over his arm
a handsome sable cloak, my very own little gratuity, The Beast’s morning

gift, in which he proposed to pack me up and send me oft.

When I looked at the mirror again, my father had disappeared and all
recognized. The valet

[ saw was a pale, hollow-eyed girl whom I scarcely
asked politely when he should prepare the carriage, as if he did not doubt

that I would leave with my booty at the first opportunity. . ..

“Leave me alone,” I said to the valet.
He did not need to lock the door now. fixed the earrings In my ears.

ook off my riding habit, left it where 1t lay on
to my shift, my arms dropped to my sides. 1

was unaccustomed to nakedness. 1 was so unused to my own skin that to
take off all my clothes involved a kind of flaying. I thought the Beast had
wanted a little thing compared with what [ was prepared to give him; but it
is not natural for humankind to go naked, not since first we hid our loins
with fig leaves. He had demanded the abominable. I felt as much atrocious

pain as if I was stripping off my own underpelt.
[ huddled in the furs I must return to him,
ating winds that raced along the corridors. I kn

out the valet to guide me.
No response to my tentative rap o
Then the wind blew the valet whir
decided that if one should go naked, then all should

he revealed himself, as I had suspected, delicate ¢
brown fingers supple as leather, chocolate muz-

he world. He gibbered a little to see my fine furs

d up for the opera and, with a great deal of ten-
les from my shoulders. The sables thereupon

once, in the Czar’s me ‘ P
nagerie a b b
g t Peters urg, the golden fruit of their eyes [here was a note on the ta |

dimming, withering i
: ) g 1n the f . % .
reminded me of humanity. ar North of captivity. Nothing about him

I therefore, shivering, now unfa '
do him -,. stened my jacket, to show hi
o eiloa?la;lin;:vget [ was clumSY aI}d t?lushed a little, for no rr?z:ll:] hlag(;;l;g
fingers so; and a c: ip_roud girl. Pride it was, not shame, that thwarted m
UPhOISter;f g hl: ain Frepldatlon !est this frail little article of humal);
expectations of u o MIght not be, in itself, grand enough to satisfy hi
ing the endle 1s, since those, for all I knew, might have grown infinite d 1S
ss time he had been waiting. The wind ] e cur
purlled lj.':md eddied in the river. clattered in the rushes,
showed his grave silence my white skin, my red ni
. ; ed
23;5;?; ltlfélzsd their heads to watch me also, as if fhey, tg::o}?lzi:}e iﬁirtthe
his massive héaasdtoEthe ﬂeS'le-nature of women. Then the Beast lowereeci
down. all wac stili mZ_)ugh. sald the valet with a gesture. The wind died
Tilen they we atgai-'lfl‘
before him lik)é a hl;_l) od together, the valet on his pony, the tiger runnin
I was at liberty fi lflln , and'I wa} ked along the riverbank for a while. I fe]%
tarnish, a fewtyﬂa(i(r the first time in my life. Then the winter sun be an t
I‘Eturne}d ey es of snow drifted from the darkening sky, and frhen?
cloaked and maslfécsjesj Idfound the Beast mounted again on h}S gray mare
Aot had sk han once more, to all appearances, a man, while th j
of 2 young roch akcl of wate'rfowl. dangling from his hand and jthe Co )
ing i Silence 2 I111221 slung behind his saddle. I climbed up on the black I;Ii’;e
more heavils ok S0 we returned to the palace as the snow fell morega c-l
The valg{ o:lidS ilurtmg the tracks that we had left behind us. §
fashioned boudeis ;t;etu?n me to my cell but, instead, to an elegant if old-
Ental carpets, tintinnlabtfl(;t?zlf 2?3:? gllargls( E}iocadd? a)inn’s treasury of Ori- [ livery
olders struck rain t-glass chandeliers. Candles in antlered . 3 hdd ]
that lay on my new ld)?;::i frombii‘he prismatic hearts of my diamond earrings zlet}’tlilkzrlitlf;;t?regartalrgﬁ t
ng tabie at which my attentive maid stood ready wit}; anzi jewgels as if I were dresse

her powder ‘
puff and mirror. ' fix the or m mov
Intending to fix the ornaments in my ears, I took der ceremony, removed the sab
3

the looking glass from he '
r hand, but it ' ' :
was 1n the midst of one of its magic resolved themselves into a pack of black, squeaking rats that rattled imme-
diately down the stairs on their hard little feet and were lost to sight.

fits agaj '
thosgliltnhaensillililida??; Se’;l?]y (I)Wn face in it but that of my father; at first I }
C. "y . ) E
He sat, | saw, in the par?:)lr ;?‘;iel:gs 1S Illnl]lng ‘;’llth pure gratification. The valet bowed me inside the Beast’s room.
had lost me, but now he was busily engagegd i?lsj at the very table where he The purple dressing gown, the mask, the wig, were laid out on his chair;
counting out a tremendous g a glove was planted on each arm. The empty house of his appearance was
- ready for him but he had abandoned it.. ..

pile of banknotes. My f S i
. My father’s circumst
h ances had ch .
shaven, neatly barbered, smart new clothes. A frosted glaals]sg 2? alreac.ly, well- .
sparkling wine A candle stuck by its own grease to t

to keep me from the lacer-
ew the way to his den with-

n his door.

ling along the passage. He must have
g0 naked; without his

reature, covered

'
P I T h l - = .- ' . e
.- ﬁ.‘*ﬂ wha v, R o gt M TR e Lo = “4a .
FE b Lt Wty s e - 'l-r'u A R s Ay T T
d .., et o, L P i [ = b o R [
el i ; [ N oy M -
: - el el S . T, e e ke . i
: M) A B ot e 4!.‘_ . .
5o ey o VL
. . a
- '

he mantelpiece lit two narrow

sat convenient to his h | '

cash on the nail for hisagliiinl b};iﬂ??;‘y’;i?:;kﬂ. ghe 'Beast had clearly paid :; _ flames in the pupils of the tiger’s eyes.
» and paid up promptly, as if it & He was pacing backward nd forward, backward and forward, the tip
he paced out the length and breadth of his

of his heavy tail twitching as

had not bee ' ' -
n a sight I might have died of showing. Then I saw my father’s
he gnawed and bloody bones.

trunk
s were packed, ready for departure. Could he so easily leave me here?
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He will gobble you up.
Nursery fears made flesh and sinew; earliest and most archaic of fears,
fear of devourment....

He went still as stone. He was far more frightened of me than I was of him.

I squatted on the wet straw and stretched out my hand. I was now
within the field of force of his golden eyes. He growled at the back of his
throat, lowered his head, sank onto his forepaws, snarled, showed me his red
gullet, his yellow teeth. I never moved. He snuffed the air, as if to smell my
fear; he could not.

Slowly, slowly he began to drag his heavy, gleaming weight across the
floor towards me.

A tremendous throbbing, as of the engine that makes the earth turn,
filled the little room; he had begun to purr.

The sweet thunder of this purr shook the old walls, made the shutters
batter the windows until they burst apart and let in the white light of the
snowy moon. Tiles came crashing down from the roof; I heard them fall into
the courtyard far below. The reverberations of his purring rocked the foun-
dations of the house, the walls began to dance. I thought: It will all fall,
everything will disintegrate.

He dragged himself closer and closer to me, until I felt the harsh velvet

of his head against my hand, then a tongue, abrasive as sandpaper. “He will
lick the skin oft me!”

And each stroke of his tongue ripped off skin after successive skin, all
the skins of a life in the world, and left behind a nascent patina of shining

hairs. My earrings turned back to water and trickled down my shoulders; I
shrugged the drops off my beautiful fur.

> Fastwrite 8

This story is consciously written with an awareness of the Beauty and the
Beast tradition, and it breaks with it in somewhat more radical ways than
the other versions you have read. Fastwrite about your predominant

response to the story. Then, quickly discuss any three details of the story that
particularly strike you. Why do they strike you?

Historical Questions

1. "My father lost me to the Beast at cards.” Compare the representation
of the father in “The Tiger’s Bride” with two to three other versions of
the story. Begin by analyzing the plots of the stories: How does the father
lose his daughter to the Beast in other versions? What similarities and
differences do you find with the way the father loses the heroine in

Carter’s version? Then, focus on the language and details used to
describe the father. In what ways are these similar? In what ways differ-

2. In many

3. In the other versions we have read, the

| iocht Carter’s repre-
did? In what ways mlgh.t
+ ' er versions of the story?

in thi ri-
of the versions included In this chapter, the Beast makes va

IC] what
ous requests of the heroine. Yet none seem as explicitly sexual as

: ' he
- i iger » even though in some versions
she Is ask_e ‘ - The_ Tiger's BrLe y on in the story. Develop a symp-

in © ioer’s Bride” in which
tomatic reading of La Bestia’s request in “The Tiger’s Bride™ 1n

. . Tt
ou explore it as a symptom of (a) issues that were ur}artlculjatesegin
Zti]l prssent ‘1 one or two earlier versions, and (b) tensions Or 1SS

' does La Bestia ask to look
. -nships today. For example, why _
Saixtlliael tl;zl::ilz:? Wlily does she find this request sO shocking? Why does

he show himself to her? What contemporary issues in male-female rela-

tions today might such actions be symptomatic of? |
Beast is transformed into a

) Ine 1 d into a beast.
' ion, the heroine 1s transforme 11
human formn, e this and what does it imply about

-+ is transformation,
w do vou interpret this trans : trast
Howdoy or submission of Carter’s Beauty. Compare and contra
the strength denial and autonomy in

if-
' of the themes of female seli _
télaertl;'s: :rfe)g?on with those in two other versions. Be sure to explain how

(or whether) definitions of autonomy and self-denial have changed over

| it terms you are using.
e and what definition of these
o ched to them when they are

: ' meanings atta :
4. Objects & %. This ve%sion of Beauty and the Beast has 1ts

in differen ‘ Beauty e
Plllaarczd();ntreasure chests, expensive objects, lavish living quarters, and ni Ce
;rom the Beast, and yet, because the Beast does not transform 1nto a prince,

these objects do not get t0 be used by the couple.

of Beauty’s reward for loving the Beast. The only person who gains use of

<ome of them is the heroine’s father. Compare the .

class embedded in this version with two or three other versions. Then ana-

lyze the effects on you of Carter’s representations of social class and wealth,

exploring why the story has the effects on you

Cultural Questions

1. Zipes quotes Sylvia Bryant who argues that Carter’s “The Tiger’s Bride

] ” whi ided Bettelheim’s
j “ to the Oedipal myth,” which gulqet%
O pretati Chanmtll%: Boeast is a S)Fmbol of the young girl's fear of SeX-
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