The beautiful Beasts


The happiest day of Belle’s life was when she married Prince Armand. She came to know Armand when he was trapped in the form of a beast by an enchantment. Belle’s love broke the fairy’s magic spell, and he became human again. 


The wedding was grand and beautiful. It took place on a sunny day in May. Belle’s wedding dress was made of white satin and lace, with seed pearls, crystal beads and pink satin roses. The bridegroom wore white silk brocade with silver and gold threads. Belle’s matron of honor was Mrs. Eliza Pots, the housekeeper of Armand’s castle. The castle seamstress, Sophie, made her wedding dress. 


The castle chef, Henri, and his wife Paulette, also a cook, prepared the wedding feast with a luscious, chocolate wedding cake. Belle’s father Maurice gave her away. The ring-bearer boy was Chip, Mrs. Pots’ son. The flower girl was Claire, the village baker’s daughter and friend of Belle. Cogsworth and Lumiere, Armand’s servants, were both best men. 


After their wedding Belle and Armand went on their honeymoon to Paris. They had a wonderful time. A year later, in September, was the second happiest day of Belle’s life. Their son Vincent was born. Two years later they had a daughter named Fleur-de-lis.

Armand and Belle were very good parents and they educated their children well. Vincent and Fleur-de-lis shared their mother’s passion for reading. They grew into handsome, intelligent, kind, gentle, and brave youths. Vincent looked like his father, with amber hair and blue eyes. Fleur-de-lis took after her mother, with brown hair and eyes. 


When the children were old enough, Armand hired private tutors to come to the castle to teach them everything well-bred young aristocrats should know. They received lessons in literature, grammar, arithmetic, science, history, philosophy, foreign languages, sports, art and music. Vincent loved music and could play the piano, violin and flute very well. He also had an excellent singing voice. 


Fleur-de-lis was gifted in the visual arts. She loved to draw, paint and did a little bit of clay sculpting. Vincent studied the music of Mozart, Beethoven, Bach, and Strauss, while Fleur-de-lis studied painting from the old masters, Rembrandt, Michelangelo, Leonardo da Vinci, Titian, and Jacques Louis David. 


Not everyone in the village liked Belle’s family. The loss of the popular hunter Gaston, killed by Armand in self-defense while he was a beast, enraged some of the villagers. The rough men of the tavern muttered angry curses at Belle, Armand, and their children, and gave them dirty looks. They did not dare do anything to harm them, however, since Armand was a prince, the third cousin to the king of France and their liege lord.  


The pretty blonde triplets who adored Gaston were more upset than anyone else with his death. Their names were Marie, Yvette, and Rochelle. Rochelle knew Gaston better than her sisters, since she was the one who bore his illegitimate child, a boy named Bayard. Louis, Gaston’s crony who always sucked up to him, left the village. Rumor spread that he had married a rich widow. 


When Vincent was fifteen, his grandfather Maurice died. The family mourned and cried for him. On his sixteenth birthday Vincent’s parents held a great party for him. His friends in the village, Antoine, Etienne, Guillaume, and Pierre, and his sister’s friends, Amalie, Charlotte, Gabrielle and Josephine attended the party. His father gave him a black stallion, his mother gave him a greyhound, and his sister gave him a sword with gold wire wrapped around the hilt set with a sapphire in the pommel. He also received a matching dagger, a crossbow, a green cloak, boots, a gold pocket watch, a silver cloak brooch, quills, ink, a leather-bound journal, a chess set, and a music book.  


Henri and Paulette cooked a fine feast with cordon bleu, croissants, brie cheese, French onion soup, salads, sautéed mushrooms, honey-roasted nuts, strawberry tarts and chocolate devil’s food cake.  They played games and danced to lovely music. Vincent played the piano. Everyone had a good time.  


A few days later Vincent went into the village to see his friends. As he passed by the baker’s shop he saw a pretty blonde girl leave the bakery with a basket of fresh bread and gingersnap cookies. She was stunningly gorgeous, with smooth fair skin with a rosy glow, long, shiny golden curls, and a body that was slim and curvy in all of the right parts. She was of medium height and wore a cream-colored dress.  


“Hello, earth to Vincent!” said Etienne. “That beautiful girl sure turned your head.” 


“She’s the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.” Vincent exclaimed. “I wonder who she is. I’ve never seen her in the village before.” In the small country village, everyone knew everybody else who lived there. 


“She must be new here.” Etienne said. “I would remember meeting someone like her.” The two boys decided to follow the lovely blonde.     


The girl went to the bookstore next. The elderly bookstore owner had died, and his great-nephew Francois had taken over the business. Francois was a small, wiry man with red hair and spectacles in his early thirties. He looked up from the ladder where he was shelving books. He climbed down the ladder to greet his new customer.


“Welcome to my book shop, mademoiselle. I am Francois, the proprietor. How may I help you? Are you new in town?” 


Vincent and Etienne entered the shop after her and heard her say,

“My name is Melusine. I just moved here form Paris. My father, a successful merchant, died recently and my elder sister Vivienne and I decided to move to the country. I have always loved to read, I cherish books.” 


Francois saw Vincent and Etienne. He introduced them to Melusine. “Mademoiselle Melusine, these are two of my best customers, Prince Vincent and Etienne.” 


“Bonjour, mademoiselle. It is a pleasure to meet you.” Etienne said. 


“Our little town is fortunate to be graced by your lovely presence, Mademoiselle Melusine. I am sorry for the loss of your father.” Said Vincent. He noticed that Melusine had beautiful, large sky-blue eyes.


“Thank you, Vincent and Etienne. I think I am going to like living in the country. The countryside is so beautiful.” Turning to Francois she said, “Do you have any fairytales about dragons?” 


“Oh yes, dragons are quite common in the fairytale books. I keep the fairytales on this shelf.” He showed her the book that she wanted. 

Vincent looked at his friend Etienne, and thought that he did not want to be in competition with any of his friends over a girl’s affection. They both liked the stunning Melusine, but of course they did not know her yet. For all they knew she could be mean or stupid. 


Melusine asked Vincent, “Are you really a prince?” 

“Yes, my father is Prince Armand. His third cousin is the king. My mother is a commoner named Belle.” 


“I find that interesting, I’ve never met royalty before.” She said. 

“Well, I’m just like anyone else.” 


“I hope to see more of you around town. I must go now. It was nice meeting all of you.” Melusine bought the dragon book and left.

“I hope she’s as nice as she is pretty. She seems pretty nice so far.” Etienne said. 

“I hope we get to see a lot more of her.” said Vincent.  Vincent visited with his other friends, and they could talk about nothing else except the lovely Melusine. As it grew late, Vincent went home to his family castle. 


Over dinner he talked to his family about the beautiful and mysterious girl he met.


“You really like this Melusine, don’t you?” Fleur-de-lis teased. 


“Be careful son.” His father advised. “There’s more to a girl than just her looks, as your mother taught me. It sounds as if Etienne is interested in her too, and I’ll bet every boy her age in the village will be interested once they see her. A girl is not worth loosing your friends over.” 


Over the next few days Vincent did not see Melusine in the village. However, he saw her Saturday at mass. Melusine went to the little village church with her elder sister, Vivienne. Vivienne looked almost identical to Melusine, except she was taller, her hair was strait and her eyes were gray.  Vivienne wore a mauve dress, and Melusine wore a saffron dress. The kind, wise old village priest told the parable of the house built on rock and the house built on sand. A life built on the stable and constant rock of Jesus Christ would always survive the storms that blew through every human life. A life built on sand, on an unpredictable, unreliable human source of strength would fail sooner or later.  The one thing that remained steady and true throughout the turbulent winds of human history was God’s unfailing love for his people.


Vincent talked to Melusine after the service. She gave him directions to her house, and invited him over to dinner the next day. 

Melusine lived in a cozy red brick house near a stream in the woods. Her home was decorated with floral print curtains and sofa, elegant cherry furniture, and fresh flowers in vases. Melusine cooked beef stroganoff. Vincent played the violin for them, and Melusine sang along. They played chess while Vivienne washed the dishes. Melusine won. 

They found they enjoyed spending time with each other. Melusine was smart, sweet, funny, patient and talented as well as beautiful. She liked music and books as much as Vincent. Vincent saw a large painting of a golden dragon flying in a blue sky with puffy little clouds over a mountain range in a prominent place in the living room of Melusine’s house. He asked about the painting.  

        
“I have always loved dragons, my father and mother loved dragons and there is a legend in the family that one of my ancestors was a dragon.” She explained.


“But aren’t they evil? I thought they are monstrous beasts that destroy villages and people.” 


“They have a bad reputation it is true, maybe some dragon are evil but they are not entirely evil. I think dragons are really good and wise. You told me about your father being turned into a beast, the lesson to be learned from his story is not to judge by appearances.” 


“So are you saying that a beautiful girl like you could have something ugly to hide?” Vincent probed. 


Melusine frowned. “I am saying beauty is in the eye of the beholder. To me all animals and all of nature are beautiful. I would not want you to love me only for my beauty. Look at that dragon on the wall and tell me what you see.” 


Vincent studied the painting. The golden dragon’s wingspan fit into the canvas, still the dragon was painted big and the snowy mountains at the bottom were dwarfed by the large, magnificent dragon flying in the blue sky with its little cotton ball clouds. The dragon was beautiful, and his golden color glowed warm and rich. His wings were like a bat’s and his reptilian body was like a crocodile or lizard with a wedge-shaped head with the mouth partially open revealing long needle sharp fangs and a red forked tongue, wide nostrils, narrow pale blue eyes with slit pupils, long golden horns curving up from the forehead, a sinuous neck with golden spikes down the spine, a compact torso with powerful muscles underneath golden scales, four strong well-muscled legs with clawed feet that could be used like hands. The long spiked tail swept down and ended in a barb. 


“It is a splendid creature, a very beautiful dragon.” Vincent admitted. 

Melusine smiled. “Nearly everyone thinks so.” She stood up and led him to the door. “It’s getting late. You should go home before it gets dark. She hugged him. “I’d like to see you again. Perhaps I could meet your family. You are lucky to have such nice parents. I miss my parents terribly. Good night Vincent.” Vincent wrapped his arm around her briefly then they parted. He felt himself blushing. 


“Good night, Melusine. I really do like you. You are a wonderful girl. We will see each other again soon, I promise.” He left her and rode his black stallion Shadow home. 

