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Belle




Belle is a fiercely intelligent young woman. She dreams much bigger than the other village people, and as result is viewed as odd. She yearns to abandon her predictable village life in return for adventure.

贝儿是一位聪明绝顶的年轻女子。跟小镇的其他居民相比，她有着更为远大的梦想，也正因如此，小镇居民都认为她是个怪人。她渴望逃离一成不变的小镇生活，开始自己的冒险旅程。




The Beast




The Beast used to be an incredibly handsome prince. But his vanity, arrogance, and selfishness caused him to be cursed. He becomes an ugly monster, retreating to his castle with no one but his loyal servants who has been turned into household objects for company.

野兽曾是一位无比英俊的王子，但是他的虚荣、傲慢和自私使他受到诅咒，成了一只丑陋的怪物。他躲到了城堡中，陪伴他的只有他的那些被变成家居用品的忠实仆人。







Gaston




Rude, conceited, small-minded, narcissistic as Gaston is, he spends his time in fighting, drinking and hunting. He is considered by many townspeople to be the town hero.




加斯顿




加斯顿是一个粗鲁、自负、心胸狭隘以及自恋的人，他的一生都在打架、喝酒和狩猎中度过。他被小镇上的许多居民视为镇上的英雄。







Mrs. Potts




Mrs. Potts is the castle's head of the kitchen, and has a loving and motherly heart. When the Enchantress curses the Beast, she is transformed into a teapot.




茶壶太太




茶壶太太主管城堡的厨房，拥有博爱的慈母之心。在女巫诅咒野兽后，她被变成了一个茶壶。







Cogsworth




Cogsworth is the Beast's extremely loyal Majordomo, and Lumiere's friend and rival. When the Enchantress curses the Beast, he is transformed into a mantel clock.




葛士华




葛士华是野兽最忠诚的总管，也是卢米亚的好朋友与死对头。在女巫诅咒野兽后，他被变成了一个挂钟。







Lumiere




Lumiere is the Beast's kind-hearted but rebellious head footman, Cogsworth's friend and rival. When the Enchantress curses the Beast, he was transformed into a candelabrum.




卢米亚




卢米亚是野兽的男仆首领，心地善良但也桀骜不驯，跟葛士华是好朋友兼死对头。在女巫诅咒野兽后，他被变成了一个大烛台。











































































































True beauty comes from within,






but not appearances.





真正的美源自内心，而非外表。
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Prologue



The prince scowled. He faced a pair of heavy gilded doors that were shut to him. From beyond, he could hear music and laughter. The party, his party, had already begun. Crystal clinked as guests toasted the night and wandered about the ornate ballroom, their eyes no doubt widening as they took in the hundreds of priceless objects that lined the walls. Beautiful vases, detailed portraits of faraway places, rich tapestries, and solid-gold serving plates were just a few of the many items. And they all paled in comparison to the beauty of the guests themselves. For the Prince did not invite just anyone to his parties. He invited only those he deemed beautiful enough to be in his presence. So they came from all over the world, each one as much on display as the inanimate objects in the room.

Standing in front of the closed doors, the Prince barely noticed the servants as they bustled about him, nervously putting the finishing touches on his costume. His majordomo hovered nearby, pocket watch in hand. The stuffy older man hated the Prince's utter lack of respect for time. In turn, the Prince took great pleasure in wasting the majordomo's. A maid stood next to the Prince, a feather brush in her hand. Gingerly, she painted a white line on the young man's face. The paint glided onto his smooth, flawless skin with ease.

The mask had taken hours to paint, and it showed. It was exquisite. Stepping back, the maid waited as the head valet draped a long jeweled coat over the Prince's shoulders and then carefully inspected it to make sure not one jewel was out of place. Satisfied, he nodded at the maid, who then dusted the Prince's wig with powder. Then both bowed and waited with bated breath for the Prince to act.

Lifting one gloved hand, the Prince gave a single haughty wave. Instantly, a footman appeared. “More light,” the Prince ordered.

“Yes, Your Highness,” the footman said, turning and reaching for the candelabrum placed nearby. He lifted it so it illuminated the Prince's face.

The Prince held a small mirror. It was silver, with flourishes along the back and a delicate handle. Holding it up so he could see his face, the Prince preened.

The Prince had the majordomo open the doors to the ballroom. The servants let out a collective sigh as the doors swung shut behind the Prince. For the next few hours they would be able to relax, out of sight of their cruel, spoiled, and unkind master.

Unaware of his servants' thoughts, or perhaps aware but unconcerned, the Prince made his way across the ballroom. It was a sea of white—per his invitation. Many of the guests were hard to distinguish, save their masks. The result was enchanting. His mouth remained pulled down, however, and his solemn expression did not indicate any pleasure at seeing such beauty in his castle. He never allowed others to see if he felt joy or pain. It afforded him a sense of mystery, which he enjoyed immensely. As he walked, he heard the whispers of young women wondering excitedly if this would be the night he singled them out for a dance. A smug smile tugged at his lips, but he tamped it down and continued on his way.

Pushing through a circle of eligible maidens and their chaperones, the Prince arrived at his throne. Standing beside it, the Prince turned and stared out at the ballroom. He watched a small animated man sit at the grand harpsichord across the room. The Prince locked eyes with the man, who smiled kindly in return, flashing teeth that had seen better days. The Prince nodded. This was, after all, the premier Italian maestro. He and his wife, the elegant operatic diva who stood beside him, were known the world over for their sound. They were, simply put, the best. Because of that, the Prince had needed to have them at his ball.

With the Prince's nod, the maestro began to play and the diva began to sing, her voice filling the ballroom. The Prince strode out onto the floor and started to dance. His moves were smooth and practiced, honed from years of training. Around him, ladies moved in reverse to the Prince, their dancing equally well practiced and smooth. Yet somehow they paled in comparison to him. His presence was bigger than the ballroom, his looks more beautiful, his coldness more chilling than the wind and rain that howled outside.

The diva's voice had just swelled to an almost painful note when, suddenly, above the music and over the wind, the Prince heard the unmistakable sound of someone knocking at the door that led out to the gardens. He lifted his hand, and the music came to an abrupt stop.

The knock came again. For a moment, no one moved. And then all the windows blew open, followed by the door. Rain billowed into the ballroom, and a strong wind caused the candles in the sconces along the walls to flicker and go out. The ballroom was plunged into darkness, and the Prince heard his guests begin to mutter nervously. In the remaining light from the candelabra on the tables, the Prince watched with a mixture of anger and curiosity as a hooded figure entered through the open door. The stranger was hunched over, clutching a gnarled cane with a shaking hand. The visitor moved out of the cold and into the warmth of the ballroom. As the door shut, the hooded figure sighed audibly, clearly happy to be somewhere he—or she—seemed to think was safe and inviting.

That couldn't have been more wrong.

His initial shock fading, the Prince felt rage well up inside him. Grabbing a candelabrum from a nearby table, he stormed through the crowd, pushing people out of his path. By the time he arrived at the door, his face was red, despite the layers of face paint. He noticed that the uninvited guest was an old beggar woman. Hunched as she was, the Prince towered over her.

“What is the meaning of this?” he demanded with a snarl.

The old woman looked up at him with hope in her eyes. Holding out a single red rose, she said in no more than a whisper, “I'm seeking shelter from the bitter storm outside.” As if on cue, the wind rose to a fever pitch, howling like a mad beast.

The Prince remained unmoved.

He did not care if the woman was cold and wet. She was haggard, old, and a vagrant. And worse still, she was ruining his ball. Another wave of red-hot anger washed over him as he saw the ugliness amid all the beauty he had so carefully and painstakingly created. “Get out!” he sneered, waving her away with his hand. “Get out now. You do not belong here.”

“Please,” the old woman begged. “I am only asking for shelter for one night. I will not even stay in the ballroom.”

The Prince's frown deepened. “Don't you see, old woman? This is a place of beauty,” he said, his voice cold. “You are too ugly for my castle. For my world. For me.” The woman seemed to shrink as the Prince's words tore into her, but the Prince did not appear to have any remorse. Signaling to his majordomo and the head footman, he ordered the woman escorted out.

“You should not be deceived by appearances,” the woman said as the two servants approached, “beauty is found within....”

The Prince threw back his head and laughed cruelly. “Say what you will, hag. But we all know what beautiful looks like—and it is not you. Now go!”

Turning, the Prince moved to leave. But a gasp from his guests gave him pause. As he looked over his shoulder, his eyes grew wide. Something was happening to the old woman. Her dirty cape and hood seemed to engulf her in a cocoon of sorts until she all but disappeared. Then a flash of light erupted, blinding him.

When his vision cleared, the old beggar was gone. In her place was the most beautiful woman the Prince had ever seen. She was floating above him, emitting a dazzling golden light not unlike the sun's. Instantly, the Prince knew exactly what she was, for he had read about such things. She was an enchantress—a woman of magic who had put him to a test.

And he had failed.

Falling to his knees, the Prince held up his hands. “Please,” he said, now the one to beg. “I'm sorry, Enchantress. You are welcome in my castle for as long as you like.”

The Enchantress shook her head. She had seen enough to know that it was a hollow apology. The Prince had no kindness or love in his heart. Magic coursed through her and then washed over the Prince.

The transformation began instantly. The Prince's body was racked with pain. His back arched and he groaned as his body began to grow. His jewelry popped off. His clothes ripped. The surrounding guests screamed at the sight of their host and fled. The Prince reached up, trying to grasp a nearby man's hand, but to his horror, he discovered his own hand resembled that of a monster. The man jumped away and made his escape, along with the others.

Soon the ballroom was empty save for the staff, the entertainers, and a lone dog that belonged to the diva. As they looked on in shock, the Prince's transformation became complete. Where once there had towered a handsome man now cowered a hideous beast. But he was not the only one to have transformed. The rest of the castle and its inhabitants, too, had changed....

The days bled into years, and the Prince and his servants were forgotten by the world until, finally, the enchanted castle stood isolated and locked in perpetual winter. The Enchantress erased all memory of the castle and those who were in it, even from the minds of the people who loved them.

But there did remain one last bit of hope: the rose she had offered the Prince was truly an enchanted rose. If the Prince could learn to love another and earn that person's love in return by the time the last petal fell, the spell would be broken. If not, he would be doomed to remain a beast forever.
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王子皱起了眉。两扇沉重的镀金大门在他面前紧闭着。门外传来演奏声与谈笑声。舞会，那个为他而准备的舞会，已经开始。水晶杯叮当作响，宾客们为这美好的夜晚举杯，在富丽堂皇的舞池里摇曳生姿。沿墙摆放的数百件稀世珍宝无疑让他们大开眼界。各种精致的花瓶、细节生动的风景画、昂贵的挂毯、纯金的盘子都只是冰山一角。但这些与尊贵的宾客们相比却黯然失色。因为王子并不是随便邀人到他的舞会，他只邀请了那些他认为足够漂亮的人出席。于是，宾客们从世界各地赶来，每个人都打扮得像极了屋内毫无生气的展品。

王子站在紧闭的门前，几乎无视身边为他忙碌的仆人们。他们小心翼翼地整理着王子的礼服，进行最后的收尾。总管在附近来回踱步，手里拿着一块怀表。这古板的老头恨死王子不守时的性格了。然而，王子却对浪费总管的时间这件事十分享受。一名女仆拿着羽毛刷站在王子旁边。她轻轻地在王子年轻的脸庞上画出一条白色的线，刷子在他光滑无瑕的脸上滑过。

几个小时后，面具终于画好了。真是精美绝伦啊!女仆退后等待，贴身男仆把用珠宝点缀的长外套披在王子肩上，仔细检查，确保每块珠宝都恰到好处。他满意地向女仆点头示意，女仆便上前给王子的假发打上粉。随后，两人鞠躬，屏着呼吸静候王子发话。

王子举起一只戴着手套的手，傲慢地一挥。一名男仆立马出现。王子命令道：“再来点光。”

“遵命，殿下。”男仆转身走向旁边的烛台，然后举起它照亮王子的脸。

王子拿起一面小镜子。镜子是银制的，背面有繁复的花纹，还有一个雅致的手柄。王子举起镜子，看着镜子里自己的脸，扬扬自得。

王子让总管打开了舞厅的门。当门在王子身后关上的那一瞬间，所有仆人都不约而同地松了一口气。因为在接下来的几个小时里，他们可以好好放松，不用出现在他们那位残酷、娇惯、无情的主人面前了。

王子穿过舞厅，他并不知道仆人们的想法，或者，也许他知道但并不在意。遵循他的邀约，舞厅里面是一片白色的海洋。许多宾客都难以辨认，除了他们的面具。这个结果很令人满意。然而，王子嘴角向下，表情严肃，并没有显露出任何看到城堡内如此盛况的喜悦之情。他从不让人看出他内心的悲喜。这让他有一种神秘感，他相当享受这种感觉。他边走边听到年轻的女士们正窃窃私语，激动地猜测着他今晚会不会单独请她们跳舞。王子嘴角浮现出一丝沾沾自喜的笑意，但他立马收住，继续往前走。

王子穿过一群适婚少女以及她们的监护人，走到他的王座边。他站在王座旁，转身看向舞池。他看到一个有活力的小个子男人坐在房间那头巨大的钢琴旁。王子的目光停留在他身上，他回以一个友好的微笑，露出白得耀眼的牙齿，可见他日子过得不错。王子点头致意。毕竟，这位是意大利顶级的钢琴大师。站在大师身旁的是他的妻子——一位优雅的歌剧首席女主角，他俩的声音享誉世界。简而言之，他们是最出色的。因此，王子需要他们出席自己的舞会。

看到王子点头，那位钢琴大师开始演奏，首席女主角也开始歌唱，声音回荡在整个舞厅里。王子迈向舞池跳起来。他的步子流畅而熟练，显然是经过多年练习的。少女们围绕在他周围逆向舞动，步子也同样熟练而流畅。但跟王子一比，不知怎么的就是逊色不少。他的气场比舞厅更强大，他的外貌比旁人更出众，他的冷酷比外面呼啸的风雨更让人寒意四起。

就在女主角唱到最悲情的乐章时，王子突然在音乐之外、风声之上听到花园方向有人正不合时宜地敲门。他抬手示意，音乐便戛然而止。

敲门声再次响起。一时间，所有人都静止不动。这时，所有的窗户都被风吹开，紧接着门也被吹开了。雨急促地落进舞厅，一股强风吹来，使得壁式烛台上蜡烛的烛光剧烈摇晃直至熄灭。舞厅顿时陷入黑暗，王子听到宾客们紧张地窃窃私语。借着桌上烛台里残存的些许烛光，王子既愤怒又好奇地看着一个戴着兜帽的身影从吹开的门中走了进来。这个陌生人驼着背，一只手颤巍巍地拄着一根造型扭曲的拐杖。这个不速之客从寒夜中走进了温暖的舞厅。门关上时，这个戴着兜帽的身影——不知是男是女——高兴地大声舒了口气，似乎认为自己在这个地方既安全又受欢迎。

那真是大错特错了。

最初的震惊逐渐消散后，王子感到异常愤怒。他抓起旁边桌上的烛台，将挡路的人都推开，怒气冲冲地冲出人群。他走到门那儿时，脸变得通红，即使脸上画有面具也清晰可见。他发现这个不速之客不过是位老乞妇。她佝偻着背，而王子就像高塔一般屹立在她面前。

“你这是在干什么？”王子咆哮着质问道。

老妇人抬头看着他，眼里带着希冀。她拿出一枝红玫瑰，用几乎听不到的声音说道：“我想找个地方避避外面的暴风雨。”就在这时，狂风大作，就像疯狂的野兽在嘶吼。

王子岿然不动。

他并不在意这位妇人是否感到寒冷、潮湿。她憔悴而苍老，是个流浪者。更糟的是，她破坏了他的舞会。他看着自己小心翼翼、精心准备的美物之间多了这么个丑东西，怒火再次燃起。“滚出去！”他冷笑着，挥手示意她离开。“现在就滚，你根本就不属于这儿。”

“求求你！”老妇人乞求道，“我只待一晚，不会待在舞厅的。”

王子眉头深锁。“你没看见吗，老女人？这个地方只容得下美。”他冷冰冰地说道，“你对于我的城堡，对于我的世界，对于我来说都太丑了。”王子直戳心头的话让老妇人缩成一团，但王子并没有表现出丝毫同情。他示意总管和男仆首领将老妇人赶出去。

“你不要被外表所欺骗。”当两名仆人逐渐靠近时，老妇人说道：“美总是源自内心……”

王子往后一扬头，无情地笑道：“随你说什么，老巫婆。我们都知道美是什么样的——反正绝对不是你这样。现在滚出去吧！”

王子转身离开。但是被一位宾客拦住了。他越过肩膀看去，眼睛不由得瞪大。那位老妇人正发生着神奇的变化。她肮脏的斗篷和兜帽似乎要将她吞噬进一个蚕茧似的东西，直到完全包裹然后消失。接着，一道强光闪出，几乎亮瞎他的眼睛。

当他能够看清时，老乞妇不见了。站在那儿的是一个他所见过的最漂亮的女人。她飘在他上方，散发出如太阳般耀眼的金色光芒。王子立刻明白了她的身份，他曾在书里读到过类似的事情。她是女巫——一个来测试他的拥有魔法的女人。

很明显，他没有通过测试。

王子跪了下来，举起双手。“求求你！”他说，现在轮到他求饶了。“对不起，女巫。你想在我的城堡待多久都可以。”

女巫摇摇头。她见过太多这样虚伪的道歉了。王子内心没有善意与仁爱。她催动诅咒，在王子身上施法。

转变立刻开始了。王子的身体在苦痛中变形。他的背部变成了弓形，他的身体开始生长，他不断呻吟着。他身上的珠宝都爆裂弹开，衣服也成了碎片。周围的宾客看到主人的变化都尖叫起来，四散而逃。王子伸出手，试图抓住身边一个男人的手，但他惊恐地发现，自己的手跟怪物的手差不多。那个男人立马跳开，跟其他人一起逃跑了。

舞厅很快空了，只剩下仆人、表演艺人和首席女主角的那条孤零零的狗。他们震惊地看着王子完成变身。那个曾经屹立着一位英俊男子的地方，现在蜷缩着一只丑恶的野兽。不仅他变了，城堡的其他部分以及里面的人都变了……

日复一日，年复一年，王子和他的仆人们被这个世界忘却，最终只有美丽的城堡孤独地耸立着，被永久地锁在寒冬里。女巫消除了人们对城堡以及城堡里的人的所有记忆，甚至把他们从爱他们的人的脑海中消除了。

但还留有最后一线希望：她送给王子的那枝玫瑰其实被施了 魔法。只要王子在它最后一片花瓣落下前，能学会爱别人并得到对方的爱，魔咒就会解除。如果没有，那他只能永远成为一只野兽。




Chapter 1



Belle opened the front door of her cottage. Taking in the picture-perfect pastoral scene in front of her, she sighed. Morning in the small village of Villeneuve began the same way each day. At least it had for as long as Belle had lived there.

The sun would rise slowly over the horizon, its rays turning the fields that surrounded the village more green or gold or white, depending on the season. Then the rays would move along until they touched the white-washed sides of Belle's cottage, which stood right on the outskirts of the village, before finally illuminating the thatched roofs of the homes and shops that made up the village itself. By the time that happened, the villagers themselves would be stirring, preparing for the day. Inside their homes, men would sit down for their morning meals while the women readied the children or finished stirring the porridge. The village would be hushed, as though still shaking off sleep.

Then the clock on the church would strike eight.

And just like that, the village would come alive.

Belle had watched it happen hundreds of times. Yet this morning, like every morning, it still amazed her as she stared down at the little town, full of the same people going about their daily routines. Narrowing her warm brown eyes, she sighed at the mundanity of it all. She often wondered what it would be like to wake up differently.

Belle shook her head. It did her no good to wonder or wish. This was life as she'd always known it, the life she had shared with her papa ever since they had moved from Paris many years earlier. It was a waste of time to dwell on the past or the what-ifs. She had things to do, errands to run, and—she looked down at the book clutched in her hand—a new adventure to find. Straightening her shoulders, Belle pulled the door closed behind her and set off into town.

Within minutes, Belle was making her way down the cobblestoned main street. As she passed other villagers, she nodded distantly. While she had lived in the village most of her life, she still felt like a stranger there. It, like so many in the rural French country-side, was isolated and insular. Most of the people Belle passed on her way had been born there and most would spend the rest of their lives there. To them, the village was the world. And outsiders were viewed with caution.

Belle wasn't entirely sure that even if she had been born in the village she wouldn't still have been treated as an outsider. She really didn't have much in common with most of the others. And if she was being honest, she tended to enjoy reading more than idle small talk—traveling to distant lands and having wondrous adventures.

Weaving her way through the street, she listened as the rest of the villagers greeted each other. She felt a pang of loneliness watching them talk to one another. They all seemed perfectly content with the monotony of their morning routines. No one seemed to share her desire for something new and exciting, for something more.

Belle reached the baker's stand, the sweet smell of freshly baked bread wafting through the air. As always, the harried baker was holding a tray of freshly made baguettes and muttering to himself. “Bonjour,” Belle said. The man nodded absently.

“One baguette...” Belle peered at the row of jars filled with rich red jam. “And this, too, s'il vous plaît,” she said, picking one up and sliding it into her apron pocket. After she'd paid and collected her goods, she moved on to complete her next errand.

She was just about to turn a corner when she paused. Jean, the old potter, was standing next to his mule looking confused. The cart attached to the mule was loaded with freshly made pottery. Looking up, Jean caught Belle watching him and smiled.

“Good morning, Belle,” he said, his voice scratchy with age. He was peering into his cart, a puzzled expression on his face.

“Good morning, Monsieur Jean,” Belle said in return. “Have you lost something again?”

The older man nodded. “I believe I have. Problem is, I can't remember what,” he said sadly. Then he shrugged. “Well, I'm sure it will come to me.” He turned and pulled on the mule's reins, trying to lead the stubborn animal away. The mule was having none of it. He tried to stick his nose in Belle's pocket, searching for the apple she had hidden there just in case she ran into Jean. Giving the creature a hard yank, Jean succeeded in drawing the mule's attention away from Belle. But he also succeeded in knocking the cart off balance.

Gasping, Belle reached out and grabbed one of the beautiful clay pots just before it fell. Then, satisfied nothing else would fall, she gave the mule the apple and turned to leave.

“Where are you off to?” Jean asked.

She looked back over her shoulder. “To return this book to Pere Robert,” she said, smiling and holding up the well-worn book. “It's about two lovers in fair Verona—”

“Are either of them potters?” Jean interrupted.

Belle shook her head. “No.”

“Sounds boring,” he said.

Belle sighed. She wasn't surprised by Jean's reaction. It was the same reaction she got anytime she mentioned books. Or art. Or travel. Or Paris. Anything other than talk of the village or the villagers was met with indifference—or, worse, disdain.

Just once, Belle thought as she patted Jean's mule on the nose and gave the potter a wave good-bye, I'd like to meet someone who wanted to hear the story of Romeo and Juliet. Or any story, for that matter. She started to walk more quickly, more eager than ever to get to Pere Robert's, get a new book, and return home. At least in her own cottage, she had no one to bother her or judge her. She could just get lost in her stories and imagine the world beyond the provincial town.

Finally, Belle arrived at her destination—the vestry of the church. Pushing open the doors, she breathed a sigh of relief as the quiet and serenity of the building enveloped her. The hubbub and noise of outside faded away, and for the first time that morning, Belle felt at peace. Hearing her enter, a kind man in a long black robe looked up from his book.

“Good morning, Belle,” Pere Robert greeted her. “So where did you run off to this week?”

Belle smiled in return. The well-read priest was one of two people in the entire village Belle felt she could talk to. The other person was her father. “Two cities in Northern Italy,” she answered, her tone growing animated. She held out the book, as if showing Pere Robert would somehow help bring the story fully to life. “You should have seen it. The castles. The art. There was even a masquerade ball.”

Reaching out, Pere Robert took the book gingerly from Belle. He nodded as she continued to tell him the story of Romeo and Juliet as though he had never heard it before. When she was done, Belle took a deep satisfied breath. “Have you got any new places to go?” she asked hopefully.

“I'm afraid not,” he replied. Despite the fact that she had anticipated this, Belle's eyes showed her disappointment. “But you may reread any of the old ones that you'd like,” he added kindly.

Belle nodded and moved in front of the shelves. Her fingers brushed the familiar books, most of which she had read at least two times. Still, she knew better than to complain. Picking one up, she smiled back at the older man. “Thank you,” she said softly. “Your library makes our small corner of the world almost feel big.”

Book in hand, Belle left the vestry and made her way back out onto the village's main street. Opening to the first page, she planted her nose firmly in the book and blocked out everything else. She ducked under the cheese vendor carrying his tray of goods and swooped out of the way of the two florists, their arms loaded with huge bouquets, all the while never losing her spot on the page.

While she had been disappointed not to find anything new, this book was one of her favorites. It had everything a good story should have—far-off places, a charming prince, a strong heroine who discovered love... but not right away, of course.

CLANG! CLANG!

Startled by the loud noise, Belle finally tore herself from the book. Looking up, she saw that the noise was coming from Agathe. If the town thought Belle was odd, they considered the older woman an outcast. She had no home or family and spent her days begging for spare change and food. Looking past the dirt that covered her cheeks and the rags she wore, Belle had always had a soft spot for Agathe. She felt Agathe deserved as much care and respect as anyone else, and hated to see other villagers ignore Agathe, or—worse—mock her among themselves. Whenever she saw Agathe, Belle tried to give her a little something.

“Good morning, Agathe,” she said now, smiling gently. “I have no money. But here...” She reached into her bag, pulled out the baguette she had picked up especially for the older woman, and handed it over.

Agathe smiled gratefully. Then her smile turned playful. “No jam?” Anticipating the response, Belle already had her hand in her pocket and produced the jar of jam. “Bless you,” Agathe said. Lowering her head, she ripped a chunk off the baguette, Belle's presence instantly forgotten.

Belle smiled. She felt, in some strange way, a kinship with the woman. Agathe simply wanted to have food and be left alone. Belle was the same way with her books. As lonely as she could be at times, she couldn't stand unwanted attention—hated it, in fact.




第1章



贝儿打开小屋的前门，沉浸在眼前如画的田园景色中，她轻叹了一声。维勒讷沃小镇的清晨每天都以同样的方式开场。至少，从贝儿住在这儿的那天起，都是一样的。

太阳从地平线上缓缓升起，它的光辉使镇子周围的田野随着季节的变化，时而更加绿意盎然，时而更加金光灿灿，时而更加纯白耀眼。光线慢慢移动，爬上贝儿家的白墙——贝儿的家就在镇子的郊外——并最终照亮镇上人家以及商铺的茅草屋顶。这时，镇民们醒来，准备开始新的一天。屋子里，男人们悠闲地坐着等早餐，而女人们要么帮孩子收拾妥当，要么搅好了粥。镇子一片宁静，仿佛还在与睡意进行斗争。

接着，教堂的钟敲了八下。

就那样，镇子活跃起来。

贝儿看过几百次这样的场景了。然而这个清晨，一如往常，还是会让观察着小镇的她感到很讶异：每天总是同样的人重复着同样的生活。她眯起温暖的棕色眼睛，轻叹道：这世俗的一切。她经常想象，如果一觉醒来发现什么都不同了，会是怎样的场景。

贝儿摇了摇头。这样胡思乱想对她来说没什么好处。她一直都知道，这就是生活。这就是自多年前跟爸爸一起从巴黎搬到这儿之后的生活。一直沉迷于过去或幻想着假如就是浪费时间。还有事情要做呢——贝儿低头看向抓在手里的书——一段新的旅程等着她去探索。贝儿挺直了肩膀，将身后的门拉好，然后向镇上跑去。

几分钟后，贝儿就走在了鹅卵石主街上。和镇民们擦肩而过时，她略显疏远地点头致意。尽管她生命中的大部分时间都是在这个镇子上度过，但她还是感觉自己像个陌生人。跟法国许多远郊地区一样，这里偏僻而保守。贝儿在路上遇见的大多数人都在这里出生，他们中的大多数也将在这里度过余生。对他们来说，镇子就是整个世界。他们总会小心翼翼地审视外来人。

贝儿并不是很确定：即使她出生在这儿，是不是就不会被当 作外来人。她确实跟这里的大部分人都没什么共同点。说实话，比起无趣的闲谈，她更乐意看书——在书里她可以去遥远的地方旅行，来几次奇妙的冒险。

贝儿在街上逛着，听到其他镇民们互相问候。看着他们相谈甚欢，贝儿心中袭来一阵孤独感。他们似乎都对自己每天早上千篇一律的生活感到相当满意。似乎没有人跟她一样渴望新鲜与刺激的东西，渴望超越现世的东西。

贝儿来到面包摊，空气中弥漫着新鲜出炉的面包的香气。被打扰的面包师正一如既往地一边端着一盘刚烤好的法式长棍面包，一边自言自语。“你好！”贝儿说道。他心不在焉地点头回应。

“给我一个面包……”贝儿注视着那排装满红色果酱的罐子。“还有这个，麻烦你了！”她说完，拿起一个放进自己的围裙口袋。贝儿付完钱，拿好东西，就动身去做下件事了。

她正要拐过转角的时候，停了下来。那位名叫让的老陶工，正站在他的骡子旁，看上去满脸困惑。骡子拉的车上载着刚做好的陶器。让抬头发现贝儿正看着他，他微微一笑。

“早上好，贝儿！”他说道，声音苍老而沙哑。他盯着骡车，一脸疑惑。

“早上好，让先生！”贝儿回应道，“您是不是又丢了什么东西啊？”

这个年长的男人点点头，哀伤地说道：“是的，但问题是我想不起来丢了什么。”他耸了耸肩，接着说道：“算了，我相信它会回来的。”他转过身，拉起骡子的缰绳，想拉走这倔强的动物。但骡子一动不动。它把鼻子往贝儿的口袋里伸，搜寻她撞见让时藏在那儿的苹果。让狠狠地一拉，才成功地将骡子的注意力从贝儿身上转移，但也成功地让骡车一下子失去了平衡。

贝儿倒吸一口气，赶紧伸手接住了一个快落地的漂亮陶罐。在确定没有其他东西往下掉之后，她给了骡子苹果，转身离去。

“你要去哪儿？”让问道。

她回头答道：“去还书给神父罗伯特，”她举起翻旧了的书，笑着说：“它讲的是在美丽的维罗纳有一对恋人——”

“他们有谁是陶工吗？”让打断道。

贝儿摇摇头说：“没有。”

“听起来挺无聊的。”他说。

贝儿叹了口气。她并不奇怪让的反应。只要她提到书，就会得到这样的反应。提到艺术、旅行或者巴黎，皆是如此。除了谈论镇子或镇民，他们对其他事都漠不关心——甚至，嗤之以鼻。

贝儿拍了拍骡子的鼻子，跟陶工挥手告别。她心想：哪怕只有一次，我要是能遇上一个愿意听我讲罗密欧与朱丽叶的故事的人该多好！或者别的故事也行。她加快了步伐，比以往更急于到神父罗伯特那里拿本新书，然后回家。至少在她的小房子里，没有人打扰她或评判她。她可以沉醉在自己的故事里，想象着偏僻小镇外的世界。

终于，贝儿到达了目的地——教堂的教会区。她推开门，顿时被安静平和包围，她长长地舒了口气。外面的喧哗与嘈杂逐渐消散，在这个早晨，贝儿第一次感受到了平静。一位身穿黑色长袍的和蔼的男士听到她进来的声音，从书里抬起了头。

“早上好啊，贝儿！”神父罗伯特向她打招呼道，“你这个星期跑去哪里啦？”

贝儿报以微笑。这位博览群书的神父是整个镇子里能跟她聊到一起的两位之一，另一位是她的父亲。“意大利北边的两座城市。”她回答道，语气开始有了活力。她拿出书，仿佛讲给神父罗伯特听就能帮她把故事完全带入现实。“你真该读读，这里有城堡，有艺术，甚至还有化装舞会。”

神父罗伯特伸手从贝儿那轻轻地接过书。贝儿继续给他讲着罗密欧与朱丽叶的故事，他点头回应，就像从未听过一样。贝儿讲 完后，满足地深吸了口气。“有新的地方可去吗？”她充满期待地问。

“恐怕没啦。”他回答说。尽管已经料到是这样，贝儿的眼里还是流露出失望。“但你可以重新读读你喜欢的那些啊。”他善意地补充道。

贝儿点点头，来到书架前。她的指尖在熟悉的书上扫过，大部分书都读过至少两次了。虽然如此，她知道总比没有书读好。她拿起一本，回过头，朝他微笑，温柔地说道：“谢谢您，您的图书馆让我们这个小角落感觉宽广了起来。”

贝儿拿着书，离开教会区，回到镇子的主街上。她翻开第一页，一头扎进书里，就顾不上其他的了。她从端着货物的奶酪商的臂下钻过，从两个捧着巨大花束的花商中窜出，眼睛一路上都没离开过书。

尽管她没找到新书有些失望，但这本是她最爱的书之一。一个好故事该有的，这里面都有——遥远的地方，一位英俊的王子，一位找到真爱的坚强的女主角……当然，这些并非立刻就能拥有。

咣！咣！

贝儿被这巨响吓了一跳，终于从书中回过神来。她抬起头，看见阿加特正在发出这噪声。如果贝儿被镇民看作古怪的话，那这位老妇人就是被排斥的了。她没有家，也没有家人，终日乞讨零钱与食物。看着身后满脸尘土、衣衫褴褛的阿加特，贝儿心里总会有一种特别的情感。她觉得阿加特跟其他人一样值得关心与尊重，她讨厌看到其他镇民无视阿加特——或者更过分——一起讥笑她。每次见到阿加特，贝儿总会尽量给她点什么。

“早上好，阿加特！”她温柔地笑着问候，“我没钱。但，给……”她伸进袋子，拿出她特意给这位老妇人带的长棍面包，递给了她。

阿加特感激地笑了。接着，她的笑容变得顽皮起来。“没有果酱吗？”在她期待答案的时候，贝儿已经把手伸进口袋，拿出了那罐果酱。“祝福你！”阿加特说道。她低头撕下一大块面包，立马忘记了贝儿的存在。

贝儿笑了。不知怎的，她对这个女人有一种亲切的感觉。阿加特只想要食物与独处，就跟贝儿只想读书一样。她有时就想尽可能一个人待着，她受不了那些不必要的关注——实际上，非常讨厌。




Chapter 2



Gaston sat astride his large black stallion. Strapped to his saddle were his musket and the spoils of his hunt. As usual, he'd had a successful afternoon in the woods.

“You didn't miss a shot, Gaston,” said the man beside him.

If Gaston was a lion of a man, which many a person had called him over the years, the man beside him was a house cat. Gaston was known and worshiped by all, and LeFou was barely a footnote in the eyes of the villagers. Still, Gaston had a soft spot for the little guy—mostly because LeFou was his biggest fan.

“You're the greatest hunter in the village,” LeFou went on. Gaston shot him a look and he quickly corrected himself. “I mean... the world.”

“Thank you, LeFou,” he said. He looked down at what LeFou had “caught”—a handful of vegetables—and raised an eyebrow. “You didn't do too badly yourself,” he added insincerely.

“One of these days I'm going to learn to shoot like you,” LeFou said, oblivious to Gaston's mockery. “And talk like you. And be tall and handsome like you.”

“Come now, old friend,” Gaston said, pretending not to love every compliment. “Reflected glory is just as good as the real thing.”

LeFou cocked his head, confused. He opened his mouth to speak but stopped when he saw Gaston sit up straight in his saddle. The dark-haired man's eyes narrowed, as if he were a wolf spotting his prey. Following Gaston's gaze, LeFou saw what had caught his friend's attention. Belle was making her way through the village square. Her bright blue dress was flattering against her rich auburn hair. Even from such a distance, LeFou could see that her cheeks were flushed becomingly.

“Look at her, LeFou,” Gaston went on. “My future wife. Belle is the most beautiful girl in the village. That makes her the best.”

“But she's so well read, and you're so...” LeFou caught himself. He had almost just done the one thing he prided himself on never doing—offending Gaston. Quickly, before Gaston could wonder about the hesitation, he finished his sentence. “Athletically inclined.”

Gaston nodded. “I know,” he agreed. “Belle can be as argumentative as she is beautiful.”

“Exactly!” LeFou said, happy to see his friend talking with some sense. “Who needs her? You've got us! Le Duo!” He threw out the nickname almost hopefully.

Absorbed in himself, Gaston barely registered the neediness in his friend's voice. “Ever since the war, I've been missing something,” he said, still looking at Belle. “And she's the only girl I've met who gives that sense of...” Gaston stumbled, trying to find the right words.

“Je ne sais quoi?” LeFou finished for him.

Gaston turned and looked at him, confusion on his face. “I don't know what that means,” he said. “I just know that from the moment I saw her, I knew I would marry Belle. And I don't want to stand here any longer, wasting time.” Kicking his horse into a gallop, he headed toward the village. Behind him, LeFou spurred his pony's sides. The furry animal pinned back its ears and broke right into... a slow trot.

Belle heard the sound of hoofbeats moments before the horses burst through the village gates. Instantly, Belle recognized the large black stallion and the man astride its back. It was Gaston. Behind him, his ever-present sidekick, LeFou, was struggling to keep up on his shaggy pony. She stifled a groan and quickly ducked behind the cheese seller, hoping Gaston would not notice her.

She'd had one too many run-ins with the war hero. Every time, it went the same way. Gaston would preen like a peacock while he boasted of his latest hunt or told her a tale from his glory days in the war. Belle would try not to roll her eyes. The villagers—especially the female ones—would swoon and whisper how lucky Belle was, and ultimately, Belle would walk away. She knew that Gaston was considered by many—well, all if she was being honest—to be quite the catch. But she just couldn't stand the man. There was something beastly about him.

Like now, she thought as she peeked out from behind the fromagerie. Gaston was clutching flowers in his hand and scanning the crowd like a wild animal. Belle groaned as his eyes locked on hers and he began to push through the villagers to get to her. She turned and hurried off in the opposite direction, hoping the other villagers would distract him.

Unbeknownst to Belle, just as Gaston was about to reach her, Agathe stepped in front of him, her cup raised. Gaston looked down at the homeless woman and his lips curled. Then he saw the shiny metal cup. “Thank you, hag,” he said, grabbing it out of her hands and turning it upside down. Coins spilled to the ground as Gaston checked out his reflection in the bottom of the mug. Satisfied with what he saw, he shoved the cup back at Agathe and moved past her.

“Good morning, Belle,” he said, running to come to a stop in front of her. She took a step backward. “Wonderful book you have there.”

Belle raised an eyebrow. “You've read it?”

“I did a lot of things in the army,” he answered vaguely.

Belle swallowed a laugh. It had taken him less than a minute to bring up the army. Must be a record, she thought.

With a flourish, Gaston presented the flowers. “For your dinner table,” he explained. “Shall I join you tonight?”

“Sorry,” Belle said hastily, shaking her head. She inched around him, looking for the quickest escape route. “Not tonight.”

“Busy?” Gaston asked.

“No,” Belle said, and then before Gaston could reply or process her refusal, she was ducking back out into the street. Behind her, she heard Gaston twisting her words for the audience of villagers who had stopped to watch the pair. It was clear that the hunter had interpreted her as part of a game of hard to get.

She didn't care what Gaston said or how he made himself feel better. She knew the truth: Gaston, despite his massive physical size, was no bigger than the small provincial town. And there was no way she would ever share her dinner table with him. Not now, not ever.

Quickening her pace, Belle made her way out of the village center. Moments later she arrived back at her cottage. It was a cozy little house, with a small staircase leading up to the front door and large picture windows. There was also a nice garden out front and a detached basement workshop for her father.

The soft tinkling melody of a music box drifted up from the closed hatch doors. Her father was already working, despite the early hour.

Careful not to disturb him, Belle opened the hatch and tiptoed down the stairs. Sunlight streamed through a small window, illuminating Maurice as he sat hunched over his workbench. Bits and pieces of his projects were scattered about. Small knobs, tiny screws, half-painted boxes, and delicate figurines sat on various shelves and tables. For the moment, he was focused exclusively on the music box in front of him. As Belle watched, he tinkered with one of the gears. The inside was beautifully painted, depicting an artist in a small Parisian apartment. The artist was painting his wife's portrait. She was cradling a small baby and holding a rattle resembling a red rose in her other hand.

Belle took a step farther into the room. Maurice looked up distractedly at the sound. Seeing his daughter, he smiled. His eyes, the same warm color as Belle's, were bright and focused. When he straightened his shoulders, he grew taller and leaner, still handsome in his older age. “Oh, good, Belle, you're back,” he said, “Where were you?”

“Well, first I went to Saint Petersburg to see the tsar, then I went fishing in the bottom of the well,” she said.

“Hmmm, yes,” Maurice said. “Can you please hand me the—”

Before he could finish, Belle was handing him the screwdriver.

“And the—”

This time she held out a small hammer.

“No, I don't need...” His voice trailed off as a spring popped off. “Well, yes, I guess I do.”

As he went back to tinkering, Belle walked over to a shelf full of completed music boxes. Her long thin fingers trailed over them as she moved down the row. Each one was a piece of art, depicting famous landmarks from around the world. She knew her father made them for her, as a way to give her a glimpse beyond the village. Maurice never said as much, but Belle knew he was aware of her longing to explore, to get out of the small world where he felt she was safe. She thought of the small village and the gossiping people who lived there. Softly, so as not to startle him, Belle asked, “Papa, do you think I'm odd?”

Hearing her tone, Maurice looked up from his work. He frowned. “Do I think you're odd?” he repeated. “Where did you get an idea like that?”

Belle shrugged. “Oh, I don't know.... People talk.”

“There are worse things than being talked about,” Maurice said, his tone growing sad. “This village may be small-minded, Belle, but it's also safe.”

Belle opened her mouth to protest. That was the line her father used all the time. She knew it came from a good place, but she just didn't understand why he wanted to stay in their small town.

Seeing his typical explanation wasn't going to work on Belle today, Maurice quickly changed course. “Back in Paris,” he said, “I knew a girl who was so different, so daring, so ahead of her time that people mocked her until the day they found themselves imitating her. Do you know what she used to say?”

Belle shook her head.

“She used to say,‘The people who talk behind your back are destined to stay there.'” Maurice paused for a moment, letting the words sink in. Then he added. “Behind your back. Never to catch up.”

Slowly, Belle nodded. She enjoyed Maurice's little stories that served as life lessons. She had, in fact, thought she'd already heard them all. But this was a new one. Her father was trying to tell her it was all right to stand out, be apart from the crowd. She nodded once more. “I understand,” she said softly.

“That girl was your mother,” Maurice added, smiling and reaching out to take his daughter's hand. He gave it a squeeze.

Belle smiled back, warmth and sadness filling her heart. She didn't remember her mother. All she had were the stories her father told her. But remembering was hard on Maurice, so he gave her only snippets—like this one—from time to time. “Tell me more about her,” Belle prompted as Maurice tried to return to his work. “Please. One more thing.”

The older man's hand hovered over the music box. Slowly, his fingers closed and he looked back at his daughter. “Your mother was... fearless,” he said. “To know anything more, you just have to look in the mirror.” He picked up a pair of tweezers and placed the last gear in the music box. With a click, it snapped into place.

“It's beautiful,” Belle said as music tinkled forth. As she looked up, her eyes landed on the portrait hanging above her father's workshop. It showed the same image that was depicted on the inside of the newest music box. Her mother was the woman holding the infant and the rose rattle. And Belle was the baby. It was the only image of her mother Belle knew. “I think she would have loved it,” Belle added softly.

But her father didn't hear her. He was once again lost in the world of his music boxes. Belle knew that talking more about her mother would only sadden him. She turned and headed back upstairs. She loved her father so much, and she didn't want to cause him any more pain or heartache than he'd already experienced in his life. But sometimes she wondered if there was a chance anything would ever happen to set her life on a different path than the one she and her father were so firmly planted on now.




第2章



加斯顿跨坐在他那匹高大的黑色公马上。马鞍上绑着他的猎枪和狩猎得来的战利品。跟往常一样，又是一个战果累累的下午。

“你真是百发百中啊，加斯顿！”他旁边的人说道。

如果加斯顿是多年来众人嘴里称赞的人中龙凤的话，那他身边的这个人就是一条看门狗。加斯顿家喻户晓，备受崇拜，而来福在镇民们眼里不过是个小角色。尽管如此，加斯顿对这个小个子有着特殊的好感——很大程度上因为来福是他最大的粉丝。

“你是全镇最好的猎人。”来福继续说道。加斯顿瞪了他一眼，他立马纠正道：“我是说……全世界。”

“谢谢你，来福。”他说。他低头看了一眼来福的“猎物”——一小把蔬菜——挑起一边的眉毛，真诚地补充道：“你做得也还不错。”

“总有一天，我要学会像你一样打猎，”来福说，他没有领会到加斯顿的嘲弄。“要像你一样谈吐，还要像你一样高，一样英俊。”

“加油，老朋友！”加斯顿说道，假装自己并不在意每一个溢美之词。“反射的光辉会跟原物一样耀眼。”

来福歪着头，有些困惑不解。他张开嘴正要说话，但看到加斯顿在马鞍上坐直了，便住嘴了。这个有着乌黑秀发的男人眯起双眼，像一匹狼一样正盯着自己的猎物。来福循着加斯顿的视线望去，想知道是什么吸引了他朋友的注意。只见贝儿正穿过镇上的广场。她浅蓝色的裙子衬得深褐色的头发更加漂亮。即使在这么远的地方，来福依然可以看见她的脸蛋红润迷人。

“快看她，来福。”加斯顿接着说道，“看我未来的妻子。贝儿是全镇最漂亮的女孩。这就是她成为最佳人选的理由。”

“但她学识那么渊博，而你如此……”来福遏制住了自己。他差点冒犯加斯顿，这是他决不会做的事情，并且引以为傲。在加斯顿对这一停顿感到困惑前，他立马接上：“孔武有力。”

加斯顿点点头。“我知道。”他表示同意，“贝儿是美，可她受到的争议也不小。”

“是的！”来福说道，他很高兴地发现他的朋友终于说到了点子上。“谁会要她？就是我们！双雄！”他充满期待地将这个昵称脱口而出。

加斯顿专注于自己的思绪，没怎么注意到他朋友声音里的期许。“自从战争那会儿开始，我就一直感觉缺少了什么”他仍看着贝儿，说道，“她是我所遇到的女孩中，唯一让我有那种……”加斯顿卡住了，想找个合适的词。

“妙不可言的感觉？”来福帮他说完。

加斯顿转而看着他，脸上满是困惑。“我不知道那是什么意思。”他说,“我只知道，从我看见她的那一刻起，我就知道我要娶贝儿。我不想再站在这儿浪费时间了。”他踢了踢马，向着镇子疾驰而去。在他身后，来福鞭策着他的小马驹。这毛茸茸的动物侧耳倾听，然后开始一阵……慢跑。

贝儿刚听见一阵马蹄声，马儿们便冲过了镇子大门。贝儿立刻认出了这匹高大的黑色公马和跨坐在它背上的人。那是加斯顿。在他后面，小跟班来福骑着他的杂毛小马驹努力追赶。她忍住叹息，赶忙猫身躲到了奶酪商身后，希望加斯顿没发现她。

这位战争英雄给她带来了太多纷扰。每次都如出一辙：加斯顿向她夸耀他新打来的猎物或给她讲他在战场上的光辉战绩，就像只孔雀一般得意扬扬，贝儿则会耐着性子，尽量不翻白眼。镇民们——特别是女性——会被他迷得神魂颠倒，耳语着贝儿是多么得幸运。而最终，贝儿会走开。她知道加斯顿被许多人——好吧，诚实点说是所有人——视为风云人物。可她实在受不了这个男人。他有点野蛮。

就像现在，贝儿边想边从奶酪店后向外窥视。加斯顿正手握野花，眼睛在人群中扫视，像只野蛮的动物。当他眼睛锁定住她并开始拨开人群朝她走来时，贝儿叹了口气。她赶忙转身，往反方向跑，但愿其他镇民能转移他的注意力。

贝儿不知道，正当加斯顿要拉住她时，阿加特挡在了他面前，举起她的杯子。加斯顿低头看着这个无家可归的女人，撇了撇嘴。然后，他看到了那个闪闪发亮的金属杯。“谢了，丑老太婆。”他说着，从她手里夺过杯子，把硬币倒在地上，把杯底当作镜子照了照。他对自己的样子很满意，把杯子推给阿加特，从她身边走开了。

“早上好，贝儿！”他说着，跑到她面前拦住了她。她向后退了一步。“你拿了本不错的书嘛。”

贝儿挑起一边眉毛，问道：“你读过？”

“我在军队里做过许多事。”他含糊地回答道。

贝儿忍住笑意。不到一分钟他就开始提军队了。这一定是个新纪录，她想。

加斯顿夸张地献上花。“送给你放在餐桌上，”他解释说，“我今晚可以和你共进晚餐吗？”

“抱歉，”贝儿摇着头，急忙说道。她在他周围缓慢地挪动着，想找到一条最快的逃跑路线。“今晚不行。”

“很忙吗？”加斯顿问道。

“不是，”贝儿说完，不等加斯顿回答或追问，就闪身逃回街上。她听到身后的加斯顿向停下来围观他俩的观众歪曲着她说的话。显然，这个猎人把她看作一场游戏里的难关了。

她并不在意加斯顿说了什么，也不在意加斯顿怎么自我安慰。她只知道一个事实：除了拥有魁梧的外形，加斯顿不比这乡野小镇强多少。因此，她决不会跟他共进晚餐。现在不会，以后也不会。

贝儿加快脚步，离开了镇子中心。片刻之后，她回到了自己的小房子里。这是一座舒适的小房子，有一小段台阶通向前门，还有大大的落地窗。前面有一个漂亮的菜园以及一个被隔开的地下室——用作她父亲的工作室。

紧闭的门内流淌出一阵从音乐盒里发出的叮叮当当的轻柔旋律。她的父亲已经在工作了，尽管时间还很早。

贝儿打开门，踮脚走下台阶。小心翼翼，以防打扰父亲。阳光从小窗子里洒进来，照耀着伏坐在工作台上的莫里斯。他那些零零碎碎的物件四处散落着。小小的把手，袖珍的螺丝，刷了一半漆的盒子，还有在各种架子和桌子上放置着的精致雕像。这会儿，他的注意力全在面前的音乐盒上。贝儿看着在修补其中的一个齿轮。音乐盒里面被漆得漂漂亮亮：一栋小小的法式公寓里有一位艺术家。艺术家正在给自己的妻子画肖像，而妻子一只手给小婴儿摇着摇篮，另一只手举着一个拨浪鼓，是一枝红玫瑰的样子。

贝儿又走近了一步。因声音分心的莫里斯抬起了头。看见女儿后，他微笑了起来。他的眼睛有着跟贝儿同样温暖的颜色，明亮而坚定。他挺直腰板，变得更高更瘦了，上了这个年纪的他依然英俊。“哦，真好，贝儿，你回来了。”他说道，“你去了哪里呀？”

“嗯，我先是去圣彼得堡看了沙皇，然后在井底钓鱼。”她说道。

“嗯，对了”，莫里斯说道，“你能帮我递一下那个——”

还没等他说完，贝儿就把螺丝刀递给了他。

“还有那个——”

这次她递了一把小锤子。

“不，我不需要……”弹簧弹开时，他的声音弱了下去，“哦，好吧。我想我需要。”

他继续修补着，贝儿则走到一个摆满已做好的音乐盒的架子前。她纤长的手指沿着它们一路向下。每一个都是一件艺术品，描绘着世界各地有名的地标。她知道父亲是为她做的，用这种方式让她一睹镇子外面的世界。莫里斯从不多话，但贝儿知道父亲了解她渴望探索，渴望走出这个小世界，走出这个父亲认为能给她安全的地方。她想到了小镇以及住在这里的那些喜欢闲言碎语的镇民。为了不让他吓一跳,贝儿轻柔地问道：“爸爸，你觉不觉得我很奇怪？”

莫里斯听出了她说话的语气，从工作中抬起了头。他皱着眉说：“我觉不觉得你很奇怪？”他重复了一遍。“你怎么会这么想？”

贝儿耸耸肩。“哦，我不知道……别人这么说。”

“比起被别人议论，还有更糟的事。”莫里斯的声音变得哀伤，说道：“这个镇子兴许思想狭隘了点，贝儿，但这里也很安全。”

贝儿张嘴反驳。她的父亲总是这套说辞。她知道这是为她好，但她就是不明白为什么他想待在这个小镇里。

莫里斯发现他惯用的解释今天对贝儿不管用了，立马换了套说辞。“在巴黎的时候，”他说，“我认识一个女孩，她是那么与众不同，那么大胆无畏，那么超凡脱俗，以至于人们都嘲笑她，直到有一天他们发现自己都在模仿她。你知道她经常说什么吗？”

贝儿摇了摇头。

“她经常说，‘在你背后议论你的那些人注定只能在你后面。'”莫里斯停顿了一会儿，让贝儿慢慢领会。他接着补充道：“在你后面，从未赶超。”

贝儿缓缓地点了点头。她喜欢莫里斯这些被用作人生教条的小故事。实际上，她原以为她已经听过所有的了。但这是一个新的故事。她的父亲是想告诉她引人注目、不随大众并不是什么坏事。她再次点头。“我懂了。”她轻声说道。

“那个女孩就是你的母亲，”莫里斯补充道，他微笑着去拉女儿的手，紧紧地握了一下。

贝儿也报以微笑，心中满是温暖与哀伤。她根本不记得母亲。她所知道的只有父亲告诉她的那些故事。但是对莫里斯来说，回忆太痛苦了，所以他只是时不时地给她讲一些片段——就像这个。“多给我讲讲她吧，”贝儿见莫里斯想要回到工作上，央求道，“求求你，再讲一个。”

这个上了年纪的男人将手放在音乐盒上摩挲着。他慢慢收回手指，回头看着他的女儿。“你的母亲……无所畏惧，”他说，“想要知道更多，你只需看看镜子里的自己。”他拿起一把镊子，将最后一个齿轮放进音乐盒。咔嗒一声，就扣入到位了。

“真美！”音乐的叮当声徐徐而出时贝儿说道。她抬起头，目光落在挂在父亲工作室上方的画像上。里面描绘的场景跟这个最新的音乐盒里的一样。她的母亲就是那个摇着婴儿、举着玫瑰拨浪鼓的女人。贝儿就是那个小宝宝。这是贝儿唯一记得的关于母亲的画面。“我想她一定会喜欢的。”贝儿柔声补充道。

但是他父亲没有听到。他再次沉醉在自己的音乐盒世界里。贝儿知道过多地谈论她的母亲只会让父亲陷入悲伤。她转过身，往回走向楼梯。她很爱她的父亲，她不想再徒增父亲在生命中曾经历过的那些苦痛与伤心。但她有时会想，会不会有契机发生点什么，改变她与父亲现如今一成不变的生活，走上完全不同的人生道路。




Chapter 3



Belle waved to her father as he drove his cart away from their cottage. Philippe, their gentle giant of a draft horse, tossed his head in the air and whickered happily, ready for the adventure.

As he did every year, Maurice was heading to the large market a few towns over to sell his music boxes. The cart was loaded with every piece he had worked on for the past year, carefully packed and stored to protect them during the long journey. And as he did every year, Maurice was leaving Belle behind. It was for her own safety, he always told her. Or because he couldn't leave the cottage unattended, he would sometimes add. Either way, every time it was the same. He packed up the cart, Belle made sure Philippe was ready for the journey, and then they went through their ritual of saying good-bye. Belle would tuck Maurice's cravat into his shirt, and Maurice would ask Belle: “What would you like from the market?”

“A rose like the one in the painting,” was always Belle's reply.

Then, after a quick hug and a pat for Philippe, Maurice would head out.

This year had been no different. When her father and Philippe were finally out of view, Belle sighed. Well, she thought as she walked back into the cottage, now what?

Suddenly, she had a thought. Smiling, she ran into the barn, grabbed what she needed, and headed into the village. To her delight, when she arrived, the only person at the fountain was a young girl with sad eyes. Belle had seen the girl around the village before. She was always by herself, and judging by the way she hunched her shoulders and avoided eye contact, Belle was pretty sure she didn't have a lot of friends. As Belle watched, the girl plunged a shirt into the fountain and then pulled it out and began scrubbing at it.

Taking her pile to the fountain's edge, Belle began to pull her other supplies from her apron pockets. She walked over to Jean the potter's mule, which was standing by the door to the tavern with its head down, lips twitching, and one hind foot cocked. After attaching one end of Philippe's harness to the mule's halter, Belle secured the other end to a small wooden barrel. Then she dumped all the clothes and a few soap chips into the barrel before lifting it and dropping it right into the fountain. The barrel bobbed on its side, filling slowly with water. Belle walked in front of the mule. Holding up one of the apples enticingly, she walked backward. The mule followed. She set it on a path walking around the fountain.

“What are you doing?”

Belle saw that the girl was watching her, a perplexed look on her face.

“The laundry,” Belle answered matter-of-factly. She pointed to the barrel. The mule was dragging it through the water, churning up the liquid and covering the clothes in a nice layer of suds. Satisfied with her work, Belle took her book out of one of her apron pockets and sat down to read. Glancing at the girl, who was eyeing the book with something close to hunger, Belle smiled. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

Belle wasn't sure how long she had been sitting by the fountain. Jean's mule was still doing laps, the water was less sudsy, and the clothes were much cleaner. But Belle barely registered any of that. She was too focused on the girl sitting beside her. She had spent the morning and some of the afternoon trying to teach her to read. She knew that the village elders frowned upon girls reading—hence the local school was open only to boys—but Belle had never agreed with that narrow-minded way of thinking. So when the girl had sat down on the fountain wall and asked in a voice barely above a whisper if Belle would tell her a story, Belle had been excited to be able to share the thrill of reading with her. The idea of living in this village and not being able to escape through books was alarming. And the girl lived that life every day. Belle was determined to change that.

They had gotten pretty far. The girl was much further along than Belle would have thought possible. She just needed practice.

“T... th... the blue bi-ir-ird flies...” the girl stammered.

“Over the dark wood,” Belle prompted. She opened her mouth to read the next line but was interrupted by a shout from nearby. Looking up, Belle saw the thin cruel face of the headmaster in the school's doorway. She sighed. Their moment of peace and quiet seemed to be over.

“What on earth are you doing?” he shouted, storming over to her. A line of boys followed him, their matching uniforms making them look like a small army. “Girls don't read.”

His shouts quickly garnered the attention of more villagers. Jean the potter appeared, followed by the fish-monger and even Pere Robert and Agathe. They waited to see what Belle would say or do.

Raising one perfectly arched eyebrow, Belle met the headmaster's angry gaze. For a moment, they remained that way, eyes locked. Then Belle turned back to the girl and smiled. “Try again,” she said.

As if she had ignited a powder keg of explosives, the villagers who had gathered went off. Some, like the fishmonger and the headmaster, expressed outrage at Belle's audacious behavior. Others, like Pere Robert, cheered her on. Amid it all, Belle sat unbothered. Let the headmaster scream and shout and throw a fit, she thought. He should be concerned with his students' education.

Suddenly, over the increasingly loud shouts of the villagers, a shot rang out.

Startled, Belle looked up. Then she rolled her eyes.

Gaston stood, or rather posed, with one hand on his hip and the other holding his hunting rifle to the sky. Smoke still wafted from the tip of the recently fired weapon. LeFou, ever the aide, was pushing his way through the villagers. “Make a lane, people,” he shouted. “Come on, don't make me say it twice.”

Walking behind him, Gaston lowered the rifle and handed it to LeFou. Then he looked over the crowd. “This is not how good people behave,” he said, shaking his head. “Everyone... go home. Now!” If the gun hadn't been enough to get their attention, the man's deep bellow did the trick. The villagers, mumbling to each other, began to disperse. Within moments, the area around the fountain was almost empty. The only ones left were Belle, Gaston, and LeFou. Even the young girl had taken off, frightened by the war hero's shout.

Belle didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Gaston surely thought he had just come to her rescue, but all he had done was given the other villagers what they'd wanted and ended her reading lesson. Not to mention frustrate her.

Belle got to her feet and walked away from the fountain. Gaston fell in step beside her. For a few glorious moments, the large man was silent as they walked toward Belle's cottage, and Belle wondered if perhaps she had been wrong. Maybe Gaston wouldn't make this all about him. And then he spoke.

“I was pretty great back there, wasn't I?” he said. “Like being back in command during the war...”

“That was twelve years ago, Gaston,” Belle pointed out.

“Sad, I know,” Gaston said, clearly missing Belle's tone. He slowed his steps, and his expression grew serious. “Belle, I'm sure you think I have it all. But there is something I'm missing.”

Hoping to get away, Belle quickened her own pace. “I can't imagine...”

“A wife,” Gaston went on, his tone earnest but the line too well practiced to sound genuine. “You're not really living until you see yourself reflected in someone else's eyes.”

Oh, no, Belle thought. This was just what she had feared might happen. And she needed to nip any further talk of wives right in the bud. “And you can see yourself in mine?” she asked, trying to make her tone as disinterested and removed as possible.

Gaston nodded. “We're both fighters,” he said, clearly referring to the incident at the fountain.

“All I wanted was to teach a child to read,” Belle protested. Not be a fighter, she added silently.

“The only children you should concern yourself with are... your own.”

Gaston's words hit Belle like a runaway cart. As if he knows me, or what I want, at all, she thought. How dare he make assumptions? She clenched her fists at her sides and tried to keep her voice steady as she said, “I'm not ready to have children.”

“Maybe you haven't met the right man,” Gaston responded.

“It's a small village,” Belle shot back. “I've met them all.”

“Maybe you should take a second look....”

Belle shook her head. “I have.”

“Maybe you should take a third look,” Gaston went on, not picking up on the hint. “Some of us have changed.”

Enough! Belle wanted to shout. Gaston could change into Mark Antony and she into Cleopatra and she still wouldn't want to be with him. Ever. Never, ever, ever. “Look,” she finally said. “We could never make each other happy. No one can change that much.” Picking up her pace still more, she tried to get away from Gaston. This conversation had gone on long enough. Up ahead, she could see the front door of her cottage, like a beacon of safety.

But Gaston wasn't having it. His long legs quickly closed the gap between them, his boots crushing the vegetables in the little garden. “Belle, do you know what happens to spinsters in our village after their fathers die?” he asked, the earlier softness of his voice gone. When Belle didn't answer, he went on. “They beg for change in the street.” He waved at Agathe, who was wandering past. “This is our world, Belle. For simple folk like us, it doesn't get any better.”

“I may be a farm girl,” Belle said, climbing the steps with Gaston close on her heels. She came to a stop and turned to look straight at him. “But I'm not simple. I'm sorry, but I will never marry you, Gaston.”

Without another word, she pushed her way inside and firmly shut the door, preventing the hunter from following. She knew he couldn't have liked having a door slammed in his face, but he'd left her with no choice. Hopefully this would be the end of Gaston's unwanted advances.

Someday, she thought as she slumped against the door, someday I'll find someone who will understand me, someone who will let me be me. Someday I'll show them all. I want so much more than the people in this town could ever understand.




第3章



父亲驾着马车离家而去，贝儿向他挥手告别。菲力，这匹巨大而温顺的驮马，高昂着头兴奋地嘶叫着，它已经为这段旅程做好了准备。

像往年一样，莫里斯要去几个镇子外的大集市售卖他的音乐盒。马车上载着过去一年里他做好的每样物件，它们被仔仔细细地打包装好，以免在漫长的旅途中遭到损坏。跟往年一样，莫里斯把贝儿留在了家里。他总对她说，这是为你的安全着想。或者他有时可能会加上一句，不能没有人看家。反正就是其中一种方式，每次都一样。他整理好马车，贝儿确认菲力准备好了上路，然后他们就会进行告别的惯例。贝儿会将莫里斯的领结塞进衬衫，而莫里斯会问贝儿：“你想让我从集市上给你带什么？”

“一枝像那幅画里一样的玫瑰 。”贝儿总会这样回答。

接着，莫里斯与贝儿快速拥抱后，拍一下菲力就出发了。

今年也是一样。当父亲跟菲力最终在视野范围内消失后，贝儿叹了口气。她边走回家边想：那么，现在做点什么？

突然，她有了一个主意。她微笑着跑进仓库，拿上她需要的东西，往小镇去了。让她高兴的是，她到那儿时，喷泉旁边只有一个眼神悲伤的年轻女孩。贝儿之前在镇上见过她。她总是独自一人，看她耸着肩膀、又怕跟人眼神接触的样子，贝儿相当肯定，她没有多少朋友。贝儿看着这个女孩把一件衬衫浸入喷泉，然后拉了出来，之后便开始搓洗。

贝儿把她的一堆衣服拿到喷泉旁之后，就开始从围裙兜里掏其他东西。她走向陶工让的骡子，那匹骡子正站在酒馆门旁，耷拉着头，抽搐着嘴，翘着一只后蹄。贝儿将菲力马套的一端系在骡子的辔头上，另一端固定于小木桶上。她将所有衣服和一些肥皂片倒进桶里，然后提起桶扔进喷泉里。桶上下浮动，里面慢慢开始进水。贝儿走到骡子跟前，举着一个苹果诱惑它往回走。骡子跟了过去。她把苹果放在环绕喷泉的路上。

“你在做什么？”

贝儿看见那女孩正望着她，满脸困惑。

“洗衣服。”贝儿实事求是地回答道。她指了指桶。骡子正把桶从水里拽出，搅拌着液体，让衣服刚好覆盖上一层肥皂泡沫。贝儿对自己的杰作十分满意，她从一个围裙口袋里拿出书，坐下读起来。贝儿瞥了一眼那个女孩，她正注视着书，十分饥渴似的。贝儿笑着说：“嗯，你还在等什么?”

贝儿忘了自己在喷泉旁坐了多久。让的骡子还在转着圈，水里泡沫已经少了很多，衣服也干净多了。但是贝儿几乎没在意这个。她太过关注于坐在她身旁的这个女孩了。她花了整个上午以及下午的一些时间，试着教她读书。她知道镇上的老人们反对女孩读书，所以学校只对男孩开放，但是贝儿从不赞成那种狭隘的思想。所以当女孩坐在喷泉外围，用只比说悄悄话大一点的声音问贝儿可不可以给她讲个故事时，贝儿早已因为可以跟她分享阅读的快乐而激动不已了。一想到生活在这样的镇子里，还不能通过书本逃离，这实在是令人担忧。而那个女孩每天都过着那样的生活。贝儿下定决心要改变这一点。

她们取得了相当不错的进步。女孩比贝儿原先预估的情况要好得多。她只是需要练习。

“蓝……蓝色的鸟……鸟飞……”女孩结结巴巴地读着。

“飞过黑暗的森林。”贝儿提示道。她刚张开嘴准备读下一行，却被附近的一声喊叫打断了。贝儿抬头看见了站在学校门口的校长，他的脸瘦削而冷酷。她叹了口气。她们和睦且安静的时光看来要结束了。

“你到底在做什么？”他喊道，对着她大发雷霆。一列男孩跟在他身后，统一的校服让他们看起来像一支小军队。“女孩不能读书。”

他的喊声立马吸引了更多镇民的注意。先是陶工让，接着是贩鱼商，甚至还有神父罗伯特和阿加特。他们都等着看贝儿会怎么说或怎么做。

贝儿扬起弯弯的眉毛，迎着校长的怒视。他们就这样对视了一会儿。接着，贝儿回过头，笑着对女孩说：“再试试！”

她就像点燃了炸药桶似的，聚集的镇民们炸开了。一些镇民，比如贩鱼商和校长，对贝儿大胆的行为感到怒不可遏。其他的镇民，比如神父罗伯特，则给她拍手叫好。而在他们中间的贝儿则是不受打扰地一直坐着。她想：就让校长尽情叫喊，发他的脾气吧。他应该去关心自己学生的教育。

突然，在镇民们越来越大的喊叫声外，一声枪响传来。

贝儿吓了一跳，抬起头看。然后，她翻了个白眼。

只见加斯顿站着，或许更像是摆了个造型，他一只手撑着臀部，另一只手举着朝向天空的步枪。这刚开过火的武器端口还飘着烟。永远是个跟班模样的来福正从镇民们中间挤出一条道。“让个道，你们这些人，”他叫着，“嘿，别让我说第二遍。”

加斯顿走在他后面，把枪放了下来，递给来福。他俯看着人群。“这可不是好人的行为，”他摇着头说，“所有人……回去。现在就走！”如果说枪还不够引起他们的注意的话，那么这个男人低沉的吼叫做到了。相互咕哝着的镇民们开始散去。不一会儿，喷泉周围的人就走光了，只剩下贝儿、加斯顿和来福。那名少女也被这位战争英雄吓到，已经离开了。

贝儿哭笑不得。加斯顿满以为自己刚才救了她，但他所做的恰恰是一些镇民们想要的，并且还终结了她的阅读课。更别提让她遭受挫败了。

贝儿站起来，离开喷泉。加斯顿跟在她身边走着。当他们走在回贝儿家的路上时，有一小段美好的时光，这个高大的男人沉默不语，让贝儿都开始怀疑或许一直以来是自己错了。也许，那并不是加斯顿的全部。但接着他就开口说话了。

“我来得正是时候，是吧？”他说，“就像战争中奉命归来的……”

“那是12年前的事了，加斯顿。”贝儿指出。

“很难过，我知道。”加斯顿说，显然忽略了贝儿的语气。他放慢了步子，表情也开始严肃起来。“贝儿，我知道你觉得我应有尽有了。但我还缺一样。”

贝儿想要逃走，便加快了脚步。“我不知道……”

“一位妻子，”加斯顿继续说道，他语气真诚，但句子太过熟练了，听起来不够真心。“在没遇到爱你的人之前，你都不算真正活过。”

哦，不会吧，贝儿心想。这正是她之前一直害怕会发生的。她得把这关于妻子的进一步讨论掐断在萌芽中。“你觉得我是爱你的人？”她问道，尽量让自己的语气冷漠疏远。

加斯顿点了点头。“我们都是战士。”他说，显然是指在喷泉边的事。

“我只是想教小孩子读书，”贝儿反驳说。不想做战士，她在心里补充道。

“你唯一需要关心的小孩就是……你自己的。”

加斯顿的话像失控的马车一样击中了贝儿。她心想：好像他了解我，或知道我想要什么似的，他怎么敢这样妄下定论？她将拳头紧握在两侧，尽量保持声音沉稳，说道：“我还不想生孩子。”

“也许是因为你还没遇到对的人。”加斯顿回答道。

“这是个小镇，”贝儿回击道，“我见过所有的人了。”

“也许你应该再看一遍……”

贝儿摇着头说：“我看过了。”

“也许你应该看第三遍，”加斯顿没有听懂暗示，继续说，“我们中有一些人已经变了。”

够了！贝儿想要大喊。就算加斯顿变成马克·安东尼，她变成克利欧佩特拉，她也不会想要跟他在一起。以前不想，以后也不想，永远不想，永远。“听着，”她终于忍不住说道，“我们永远都不可能让彼此开心。没有人能改变这种情况。”她又加快了步伐，想要逃离加斯顿。这段谈话已经够久了。就在前方，她可以看到自己屋子的前门，就像指示安全的灯塔。

但加斯顿还没说完。他的长腿很快缩短了他们之间的距离，他的靴子压扁了小菜园里的蔬菜。“贝儿，你知道那些未婚女人在她们父亲死后发生了什么吗？”他问道，声音里先前的温柔消失了。贝儿没有回答，他继续说：“她们在街上乞讨零钱。”他向路过的阿加特挥手示意。“这是我们的世界，贝儿。对我们这样的普通平民来说，这是最好的了。”

“我或许是个农村女孩，”贝儿说着，爬上阶梯，加斯顿紧跟着她。她停下来，转过身直直地看着他。“但是我不普通。我很抱歉，我永远都不会嫁给你的，加斯顿。”

她不再多说，推门而入，然后紧紧地锁上了门，不让这个猎人跟进来。她知道他不可能喜欢有一扇门在他面前被猛地关上，但他已经让她别无选择。希望这样可以结束加斯顿的那些不必要的接近。

总有一天，她倚着门心想，总有一天我会找到一个能理解我的人，一个让我做回自己的人。总有一天我要向他们所有人证明。我想要的比这个镇上的人所能理解的要多得多。




Chapter 4



Lightning flashed, illuminating the woods with a menacing white light. A moment later, the wind picked up. Leaves whipped across the ground at Philippe's feet as he trotted nervously forward. The horse's eyes bulged as a moment later a loud crack of thunder roared in the sky above. Jigging his head, he rattled his bit.

In his spot on the carriage's front seat, Maurice knew what the big animal was trying to say: Let's turn around now, before it's too late. But he also knew it already was too late. They had somehow gotten stuck in the middle of what locals called the dark forest. Rumors swirled around that thick patch of woods. Some said witches lived there. Others claimed it was full of packs of wolves smarter than most men. There were even those who said the trees had been known to speak. It was not the type of place to get lost in at night — especially in the middle of a storm.

“Perhaps we should have turned right at those crossroads, old friend,” Maurice said, his hands shaking on the reins as more lightning streaked the sky. “Or perhaps I should stop pretending my horse understands me.”

Just then, another bolt of lightning flashed down. Only this time, it nearly hit Maurice and Philippe. It missed them, barely, but a gnarled and withered tree did not fare so well. The lightning tore it in two. As it split, one half fell onto the road right in front of Philippe. The other half fell sideways. When Maurice looked closer, he saw that the second half of the tree had fallen right next to a previously hidden narrow path.

Glancing back and forth, Maurice pondered what to do. He couldn't get the cart, himself, and Philippe around the fallen tree. With a sigh, he tugged on the reins, steering his horse toward the path.

“It will be all right, Philippe,” he said as the horse whinnied nervously. I hope, he added silently.

As they moved farther and farther down the path, rumbling of thunder vanished, and soon the only sound echoing through the seemingly empty woods was the clip-clop of Philippe's hooves.

And then there was a piercing howl.

An instant later a huge white wolf burst out of the bushes, barely missing the cart. Looking over, Maurice saw an entire pack of the beasts running parallel to them. “Go, Philippe!” he cried, slapping the reins against the horse's neck, as if the creature needed any encouragement. “Hurry!”

The horse wasted no time. He broke into a gallop. But the sudden movement combined terribly with the cart's age and general disrepair. Just as the horse started to pull away from the wolves, the cart began to buckle and the harness loosened. Within seconds, the cart tipped.

Maurice cried out as the cart fell to the ground and he was thrown into the air. He heard the sound of his beloved music boxes breaking as they fell and the slavering howls of the wolves, and he knew it was only a matter of time before he, too, fell and was destroyed. But just then, his plummeting body came to a jerking stop. Looking up, he saw that his descent had been stopped by a low-hanging limb. He dangled from it helplessly.

Shaking off the last bits of his leather harness, Philippe kicked out a hind leg, toppling one of the wolves. Seeing his owner hanging from the tree, he raced underneath it. Maurice didn't waste a minute. Reaching over his shoulder, he freed himself from the limb and fell onto the horse's back. Then, with a loud h'yah, he kicked the large animal forward.

As they raced through the woods, Maurice clung to Philippe's mane. The wolves followed, their eyes mad with hunger, their jaws open to reveal sharp teeth.

Just then, Maurice thought he saw something glimmer from the corner of his eye. Could there be some sort of structure... a safe haven in this godforsaken place? A moment later, he knew he hadn't imagined it. A huge ornate gate, frozen over with ice, had suddenly appeared in front of them. As they raced up to it, the gate swung open slightly. Philippe plunged through. The tip of his tail had only just made it inside the gate when it closed. Behind them, the wolves' howls turned to yelps of fear and then faded altogether as the creatures ran away.

If Maurice had not just barely escaped a pack of wolves with his life, he might have taken pause at their sudden disappearance—or the odd gate that opened and closed by itself. He might even have wondered how a castle as large and ornate as the one that rose in front of him could seem to appear out of nowhere. But as it was, he didn't stop to think about it. Instead, he kicked Philippe forward, toward the large castle and whoever lived inside.

The path Philippe now trotted on was actually a long bridge that spanned a frozen moat and ended in front of the castle's massive entryway. To the right of the huge front doors was a large colonnade. To Maurice's surprise, growing behind the colonnade, despite the strange cold weather, were beautiful rosebushes. White roses blossomed on all of them, so pure that they even stood out against the snow.

A small shiver of fear flashed over Maurice. Roses growing in the snow? It was most unnatural. But as quickly as the feeling came, it went when Maurice noticed the castle's large stable.

Maurice steered Philippe over, then quickly dismounted and led him inside the stable. He paused on the threshold and looked around. It seemed like an ordinary enough stable. “Water, fresh hay,” Maurice observed, giving the large animal a pat. “Looks like you're set, old friend. Rest here”—he looked back outside to the castle beyond—“while I pay my respects to our host.”

Turning, he headed across the courtyard and cautiously walked up the steps to what he assumed was the castle's front door. The tingle of fear returned as he gazed up at a row of torches held by hands sculpted from iron. The hands were so lifelike Maurice couldn't help reaching out and tapping one, just to be sure. The hand remained still. But the door did not. It swung open in front of him.

“Hello?” Maurice called, peering in. “Anyone home?”

His voice echoed through the large empty hall. Maurice could just make out the faint sound of a harpsichord coming from somewhere deep within the castle. Someone, it seemed, was home.

Letting out a nervous breath, Maurice walked inside. “Forgive me,” he said as he went. “I don't mean to intrude. I need shelter from the storm. Hello?” Tall windows let in the faint light from outside, barely illuminating the castle's interior. Noticing a coatrack, Maurice took off his hat and coat and hung them to dry. With the cold layers gone, Maurice felt a bit better. He continued inside. Focused on what was in front of him, he didn't notice that as soon as his back was turned, the coatrack came to life, shaking the snow off Maurice's coat and hat.

Maurice also failed to notice a large candelabrum and ornate mantel clock sitting on a nearby table. As he passed them, the candelabrum slowly turned, watching the man.

“What are you doing?” the clock whispered as the candelabrum craned its neck. “Stop that!”

Instantly, the candelabrum stopped. But it was not because the mantel clock had told it to. It stopped because Maurice had heard the clock's barely hushed whisper and spun around.

For a tense moment, Maurice eyed the candelabrum and the clock. He approached the table on which they were placed and picked up the candelabrum. He held it up to the dim light and inspected it. He turned it upside down, then right side up. He shifted it to the left and then the right. Finally, he flicked it with his finger. Ping, ping, ping. Seemingly satisfied by the candelabrum's “candelabrumness,” he put it back down on the table and moved on.

Suddenly, Maurice again heard the faint sound of music being played. He followed the soft, slow melody, passing several closed doors before coming to a pair of large gilded doors that hung open. Inside, through the thick shadows, Maurice saw a ballroom of massive proportions. The music seemed to be coming from a dusty harpsichord in the corner. But as soon as Maurice took a step forward, the sound abruptly stopped.

“Hello?” Maurice called, peering into now silent room. Remnants of decorations, long since decayed, were strewn about, and when he squinted hard enough, Maurice could make out a hastily repaired window. But there was no sign of anyone, no musician seated on the harpsichord's bench. Maurice shook his head, wondering if he'd imagined the music.

Shivering, Maurice turned his back on the ballroom. In addition to the phantom music, there was something infinitely sad about the space. It was a room meant for joy and was now a room of disrepair and sadness. As he made his way back into the foyer, he couldn't help wondering what had happened there to give the ballroom such a feeling. Perhaps he had been hearing remnants of the past. Maurice had only just shrugged off the melancholy that had descended on him when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw someone lunging toward him.

Maurice recoiled in fear, his breath catching in his throat. But a moment later, he let out that breath as he realized what he had seen was simply his own reflection. A broken mirror hung on the wall. In the center was a large hole, with long shards of glass radiating from it, as though the mirror had been struck by a fist. The hole had distorted  Maurice's reflection. He stared at his face, the lines around his eyes made deeper, his nose moved from the center to the left. He raised a hand to his cheek, as if to check that it was in fact just the reflection, not an actual change in his appearance.

As he did so, Maurice heard the sound of a fire crackling from somewhere close by. Turning, he saw an open door, through which he could make out a welcoming light. Without a second thought, he made his way into the room. To his delight, the fire he had heard was huge. It roared inside a large ornate hearth.

“Aah, that's better,” Maurice said, moving in front of the flames and holding out his hands. “So much better...” When his front felt sufficiently warmed, he turned to heat his backside. His eyes widened. Off the room he was in was yet another room. And in that room was a long dining table covered in an elaborate—and decidedly delicious-smelling—feast. Maurice's stomach growled.

Looking to see if he had missed other guests and finding none, Maurice left the warmth of the fire to stand in front of the table. His stomach growled again. He knew he probably shouldn't... but he couldn't stop himself. He tore a hunk of bread off a massive loaf and then cut a healthy chunk of cheese from an even healthier wheel. “Do you mind... I'm just going to help myself... ?” he called out to the unseen host of the dinner. His mouth was full, so the words came out a bit garbled. He looked down at the table, hoping to see something refreshing. His eyes landed on a delicate china teacup full of an amber liquid. He was lifting it to his mouth when...

“Mom said I wasn't supposed to move because it might be scary.”

Maurice nearly dropped the cup. Had it just spoken to him?

“Sorry.”

Maurice yelped. Apparently, the cup—the cup made of china... the cup full of tea... the cup that was supposed to be just a cup—had spoken to him. Twice.

In the next instant, Maurice did what any man in his position would do when confronted with a talking teacup. He turned and ran toward the front door. Grabbing his hat and coat from the coatrack, he bowed, his manners taking over despite the fear coursing through him. “Thank you,” he called out to the shadows. “Really, I cannot thank you enough for your hospitality... and kindness.” Then, his duty as a gentleman done, he slipped out the door and raced into the darkness toward the stable.

Inside one of the stalls, Philippe stood chewing a mouthful of hay. Seeing his owner tearing inside, he shifted nervously on his big feet. Throwing the reins over Philippe's head, Maurice led him out of the stall, eager to get away from the strange castle once and for all. But as he made his way back toward the gate, Maurice's attention was caught once more by the rose-filled colonnade. He had promised Belle a rose. For some reason, he felt it was especially important to return with the gift this time.

Stopping, Maurice gave Philippe a reassuring pat on the neck and slipped inside the garden. Neither man nor horse noticed the dark shape that darted across the top of the colonnade as Maurice entered below. Nor did either of them notice the shape's distinct tail or sharp claws.

“You're not red,” Maurice said, spotting a single perfect white rose among the hundreds of others, “but you'll do.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a small penknife. He placed the blade against the stem of the rose.

At that exact moment, Philippe whinnied and reared. Maurice whipped his head around. Seeing nothing, he shot Philippe a questioning glance and then turned back to the rose. The blade bit into the fragile stem. With a snip, the rose fell into Maurice's waiting hands.

“Those are MINE!”

The roar drowned out any other sound, including Maurice's thudding heart and Philippe's frantic neighs. Shaking, Maurice looked up just as a dark shape leapt down from the top of the colonnade. Maurice stumbled backward. The rose fell from his hand. His feet scrabbled for purchase on the slippery ground.

In front of him, the shadow took shape. It was vaguely human, but as it drew closer, Maurice saw that it was actually a gigantic furry creature. It walked on its hind legs and wore a flowing cloak and blue pants, but that was where the human similarities ended.

“You entered my home, ate my food,” the creature said, dropping to all fours and circling Maurice. Raising one clawed paw, it pointed at the fallen rose. “And this is how I am repaid.”

Maurice once again tried to move away, but he couldn't find his footing. Before he could even shout, the creature had grabbed him with two strong arms and lifted him high off the ground. “I know how to deal with thieves,” he snarled. Then, with a growl, he turned and headed back into the castle.

Behind him, Philippe whinnied again in terror and bolted, charging through the castle gates and out into the woods beyond.




第4章



闪电划过，一道险恶的白光照亮了森林。不一会儿，狂风大作。菲力一路紧张地小跑，马蹄旁的落叶在地面上席卷而过。片刻之后，一声巨雷响彻天空，马儿睁圆了眼睛，头上下摆动着，马嚼子咯咯作响。

莫里斯坐在马车的前座上，他知道这个大家伙想要说什么：我们现在回头吧，要不然就太迟了。但是他也知道现在已经太迟了。不知怎的，他们已经被困在这个被当地人称作黑暗森林的正中央了。关于这片茂密森林的传言总是不绝于耳。有人说里面住着女巫，有人称里面全是比大多数人还要聪明的狼群，甚至还有人说这里的树会说话。晚上可不能在这种地方迷路——尤其是有暴风雨时。

“也许我们应该在那些路口右转的，老伙计。”更多的闪电划过天空，莫里斯手摇缰绳说，“也许我不该再假装我的马能听懂我说话了。”

就在这时，另一道闪电劈下，差点击中莫里斯和菲力。他们侥幸逃过一劫，但一棵长满瘤疤的枯树就没那么幸运了。闪电把它劈成了两半。被劈开的树，一半倒在路中正好挡在菲力前面，另一半倒在一边。莫里斯凑近看时，发现那另一半倒下的位置正在一条小路旁，这条小路先前被掩藏了。

莫里斯前后扫视，思考着应该怎么做。他没法让马车、他自己还有菲力绕过那棵倒下的树。他叹了口气，用力一拉缰绳，让他的马向着那条小路跑去。

“没事的，菲力。”他安慰正紧张嘶鸣着的马儿。但愿没事，他在心中默念。

他们沿着小路越走越远，隆隆的雷声慢慢消失，很快在这看似空荡荡的森林里唯一还在回响的只有菲力咯噔咯噔的马蹄声。

就在这时，传来一声刺耳的嗥叫。

片刻之后，一只体型庞大的白狼从灌木丛中突然窜出，差点撞上马车。莫里斯回头观望，发现一大群狼正与他们并排着奔跑。“快跑，菲力！”他叫喊着，不断用缰绳抽打马脖子，好像在给这个家伙鼓劲。“快！”

马儿一刻也不迟疑，开始急速飞奔。但是这突然的动作不幸赶上马车年久失修，正当马儿准备逃离狼群时，马车开始变形，马套也松开了。马车瞬间倾斜。

马车落向地面时，莫里斯大叫着被甩到半空中。他听见自己心爱的音乐盒落到地上摔碎的声音，还有狼群淌着涎水的嗥叫，他知道自己也会摔在地上，然后被撕碎，这只是时间问题罢了。但就在这时，他垂直下落的身体突然停住了。他抬头一看，发现是一根低处的枝干阻止了他的下落。他无助地被挂在树上。

甩开了身上最后一部分皮革马套后，菲力蹬出一条后腿，将其中一只狼踢倒。他看到主人正挂在树上，立马跑到枝干下方。莫里斯一刻也不敢耽搁。他抓过自己的肩膀，从枝干上解脱出来，然后跳落在马背上。接着，他大喊一声“驾”，踢着这大家伙全速前进。

他们在森林里狂奔着，莫里斯紧紧地抓住菲力的鬃毛。狼群紧跟其后，它们的眼神因饥饿而狂怒，它们下颚大张，露出尖锐的獠牙。

这时，莫里斯感觉自己的余光瞥见了什么闪烁着微光的东西。这不毛之地会有什么建筑……一个安全的港湾吗？片刻之后，他知道自己不是在幻想。一扇被冰雪冻住的华丽的大门突然出现在他们面前。他们向前奔去时，门打开了些许。菲力纵身一跃。在它尾巴尖刚好进到门内时，门关上了。在他们身后，狼群的嗥叫变成恐惧的狂吠，它们逃跑后，声音也逐渐消失了。

如果莫里斯不是才从狼群里逃生的话，他可能会停下来想一想为什么它们会突然消失，或者为什么这古怪的门会自动开关。他甚至可能会怀疑一个如此庞大而又华丽的古堡怎么会这样凭空出现在他面前。但事实是，他没有停下来去思考这些，而是踢着菲力继续前进，向着这巨大的城堡还有住在里面的人走去。

菲力正慢跑着的这条路其实是一座跨越一条冰封护城河的长桥，它一直延伸到城堡宏伟的入口。巨大前门的右侧是长长的柱廊。让莫里斯惊奇的是，尽管天气严寒，柱廊后面美丽的玫瑰花丛依然生机勃勃。白色的玫瑰全部竞相开放，纯洁胜雪。

一小阵恐惧的战栗掠过莫里斯。玫瑰长在雪里？这太反常了。但是这感觉来得快去得也快，在莫里斯注意到城堡宽敞的马厩后，恐惧感就消失了。

莫里斯驱赶菲力过去，快速下马后将它领进马厩。他在入口停下，看了看四周。这似乎就是一个再平常不过的马厩。“水，新鲜的干草，”莫里斯拍了下这大家伙说道， “看来你可以安顿下来了，老伙计。你在这儿休息吧。”他回头看看外面的城堡，然后说道：“而我要去感激一下招待我们的主人。”

他转身走过院子，小心翼翼地爬上他认定是通往城堡前门的楼梯。当他盯着那一排由钢铁雕刻而成的手举着的火炬时，恐惧感再次袭来。这些手是如此栩栩如生以至于让莫里斯忍不住伸出手敲了敲其中一个，只想确认一下。手没有动，但是门动了，在他面前敞开。

“你好？”莫里斯向里面张望，呼唤着，“有人吗？”

他的声音在偌大而空荡的大厅里回响。莫里斯只隐隐约约地听见从城堡深处的某个地方传来似有若无的钢琴声。似乎有人在家。

莫里斯紧张地呼了口气，朝里走去。“请原谅我，”他边走边说，“我无心闯入，我需要找个地方避避暴风雨。有人吗？”高大的窗户透着外面微弱的光，勉强照亮城堡内部。莫里斯看见一个衣帽架，就脱下了自己的帽子和外套，挂在上面晾干。冰冷的衣服脱下后，莫里斯感觉好了点。他继续往里走。他专注着自己的前方，没有发现他一转过身，衣帽架就活了过来，甩掉了莫里斯衣帽上的雪。

莫里斯也没有发现旁边的桌上放着一个大烛台和一个华丽的挂钟。他路过它们时，烛台慢慢转身，看着这个男人。

“你在做什么？”挂钟对正伸长脖子的烛台低声说道，“快停下来。”

烛台立即停止了。但并不是因为挂钟让它这么做，而是因为莫里斯听见了挂钟那几乎无声的低语后猛地转过了身。

在这紧张的一瞬，莫里斯盯着烛台和挂钟。他靠近放置它们的那张桌子，拿起了烛台。他把它举到昏暗的灯光下，仔细检查。他把它上下颠倒，左右翻转，拿到左边，又举到右边。最后，他用手指弹了弹它。乒，乒，乒。他似乎很满意烛台的“烛台样”，把它放回桌上后继续向前。

突然，莫里斯再次听到模糊不清的奏乐声。他跟随着这轻柔缓慢的旋律，路过几扇紧闭的大门，来到两扇开着的镀金大门前。透过重重阴影，莫里斯看见里面是一个大得出奇的舞厅。音乐似乎是角落里满是灰尘的钢琴发出的。但就当莫里斯向前一步时，声音戛然而止。

“有人吗？”莫里斯朝恢复寂静的房里喊道。那些早已腐朽的遗留下来的装饰品四处散落着，莫里斯非常努力才看清了一扇仓促修缮的窗户，但里面没有人，没有音乐家坐在钢琴的长凳上。莫里斯摇摇头，怀疑自己是不是幻听了。

莫里斯微微颤抖，转身背对着舞厅。除了有幻听的音乐，这个地方还笼罩着一种无尽的悲凉感。这本该是一个充满欢笑的房间，现在却只是一个年久失修与充满哀伤的地方。他走回前厅时，忍不住猜想到底发生了什么才会让那个舞厅有这种感觉。也许是因为他正倾听着来自往昔遗留物的诉说。莫里斯才将心头的悲凉抛诸脑后，余光就瞥见一个人正扑向他。

莫里斯害怕地缩成一团，屏住呼吸。他很快意识到那不过是自己的倒影，这才松了口气。墙上挂着一面破碎的镜子。镜子中间有个大洞，长长的玻璃碎片沿着洞四散开来，似乎被拳头击打过。那个洞扭曲了莫里斯的倒影。他盯着自己的脸，眼睛周围的皱纹更深了，鼻子也从正中间歪到了左边。他举起手摸了摸脸，似乎想要确认那确实只是倒影，不是真的变了样子。

在莫里斯确认时，他听到附近某个地方有烧火的噼啪声。一转身，他看见一扇开着的门，透过门他可以感受到舒适的光亮。他不假思索，立马走进了房间。让他高兴的是，那火实际上很旺。在巨大且华丽的壁炉里熊熊燃烧着。

“啊，好多了，”莫里斯走到火焰前面，伸出手说，“好太多了……”他感觉身体前面已经足够温暖之后，就转过身温暖他的背部。这时他睁大了眼睛。原来在他进入的这个房间外还有另一个房间。那个房间里有一张长长的餐桌，上面是精心制作的——无疑也是香气诱人的——盛宴。莫里斯的肚子咕咕直叫。

莫里斯留意察看是否有其他客人，结果发现四下无人，便离开了温暖的火焰来到桌子前。他的肚子再次叫了起来。他知道他不应该……但他没忍住。他从一块大面包上撕下一大片，然后从原本就很大的整圆干酪上切下一大块。“你介不介意……我就不客气了……？”他向不见踪影的晚宴主人喊道。他的嘴里塞满了食物，所以说出来的话有点含糊不清。他低头看向桌子，想看看有没有什么喝的。他的眼神落在了一个精致的装满琥珀色液体的陶瓷茶杯上。他正要把它举到嘴边时……

“妈妈说我不能动，因为可能会吓到别人。”

莫里斯差点扔掉杯子。它刚刚在跟他说话？

“抱歉。”

莫里斯叫了起来。显然，这个杯子——陶瓷做的杯子……装满茶的杯子……本该就只是个杯子的杯子——再次跟他说了话。

接着，莫里斯做出了任何一个正常人在面对一个会说话的杯子时应有的反应。他转身向前门跑去。他从衣帽架上抓过他的帽子和外套，鞠了个躬，尽管怕得要命，他还是要讲究礼节。“谢谢您，”他对着影子大喊道，“真的，我对您的热情好客……以及善良仁慈感激不尽。”尽完他作为绅士的义务后，他滑出门，在黑暗中朝马厩跑去。

菲力正站在其中一个隔间里，嚼着满嘴的干草。它看见他的主人在里面狂奔，它的大蹄子也紧张地动来动去。莫里斯把缰绳甩过菲力头顶，牵着它出了隔间，想要立刻逃离这个诡异的城堡，永远离开。但是当莫里斯朝着大门走去时，他的注意力再次被长满玫瑰的柱廊吸引。他答应过贝儿要给她带枝玫瑰。不知出于什么原因，他觉得这次给贝儿带回礼物是相当重要的。

莫里斯停了下来，拍了拍菲力的脖子让它安心，然后悄悄溜入了花园。人和马都没有意识到，在莫里斯进去的时候，有一个黑色的身影从柱廊顶部飞奔而过。他们也没有注意到这个身影明显长着尾巴或尖锐的爪子。

“你不是红色的，”莫里斯盯着几百枝玫瑰中最美的一枝白玫瑰说，“但也可以。”他将手伸进口袋，拿出一把小刀。他把刀刃对着玫瑰的花茎。

就在这时，菲力嘶叫着暴跳起来。莫里斯快速地环顾四周。什么也没看见的他投给菲力一个不解的眼神，然后转向那枝玫瑰。刀刃刺入脆弱的花茎。就一下，玫瑰便落入莫里斯等待已久的手中。

“那些是我的！”

怒吼声淹没了其他声音，包括莫里斯砰砰的心跳声，还有菲力狂乱的嘶叫。莫里斯颤抖着抬起头，正看见一个黑色的身影从柱廊的顶部跳下。莫里斯踉踉跄跄地往后退着，玫瑰从他手中跌落。他的脚为了抓住打滑的地面而挣扎着。

在他面前的身影显现出来，依稀是个人。但当他走近后，莫里斯发现他其实是一只庞大且多毛的怪物。他用后腿走路，穿着一件飘逸的斗篷和一条蓝色的裤子，除了这些他就没有其他地方与人相似了。

“你闯进我的家，吃我的食物，”那怪物跳下，四脚着地，在莫里斯身边绕着圈。它举起一只爪子，指着掉落的玫瑰说：“你就是这么报答我的？”

莫里斯再次想要逃跑，但是他的脚根本不听使唤。他还来不及呼喊，那怪物就用两只有力的臂膀把他抓起，高举在空中。“我知道怎么处置小偷。”他咆哮道。接着，他大吼一声，转身走回城堡。

在他身后，菲力再次恐惧地嘶叫着，它挣脱缰绳，冲出城堡大门，向着森林深处跑去。




Chapter 5



The sun had just risen over the horizon as Belle made her way outside to give the chickens their morning meal. The birds chirped and a gentle breeze blew across the hill-side. Combined with the beautiful, cloudless blue sky, it made for a picture-perfect morning.

And then Belle heard a familiar snort.

Turning her head, she was surprised to see Philippe standing by the gate to his paddock. His sides were heaving and soaked with sweat. The whites of his eyes showed as he shifted nervously on his feet.

“Philippe,” Belle said, rushing over and letting the big horse into his paddock so he could drink. She patted him gently. “What are you doing here? Where is... ?” Her hand stilled. Then it began to shake as she saw the torn straps where the harness had once been attached. Her eyes grew even wider as she noticed the tattered reins. Something had happened to her father—something bad.

Not pausing to give her actions thought, Belle threw a saddle onto Philippe's back, tightened the girth, and put a new bridle over his head. She knew she was asking a lot of the horse, but he was the only one who knew where her father was. Mounting, she kicked the horse forward.

“Hurry, Philippe,” she said “Lead me to him.”

The woods grew still thicker, the sky still darker, but Philippe plunged bravely ahead. Belle scanned the ground and sides of the small path. Suddenly, she spotted her father's cart. It was on the ground, tipped on its side. Her father's beautiful music boxes were strewn about, some broken beyond repair. But there was no sign of her father.

Nudging Philippe with her heels, she urged him on again. The horse cantered forward, seemingly familiar with the thin and winding path. Belle could only hope that was because it was the way he and her father had gone.

To her relief, a gate came into view a moment later. Beyond the thick iron bars, she saw a giant stone castle. Philippe whinnied. Her father had to be in there, somewhere. Belle just knew it. Quickly, she dismounted and patted Philippe. She whispered words of encouragement, leading him inside the gate, and then asked him to wait. She moved to go up the stone steps, then paused. Belle was not about to go running into the strange castle with no way to protect herself. Looking around, she spotted a thick branch that had fallen to the ground. Picking it up, she held it over her head, brandishing it like a club. Then she made her way up to the front doors.

Pushing open the doors, she found herself inside a massive foyer. A few candles hung on the walls, barely casting enough light to illuminate the space. Squaring her shoulders, Belle took a deep breath and walked farther into the castle.

As Belle made her way toward the grand staircase, her eyes adjusted to the dark. She heard muffled whispers, but she couldn't see anyone. Two voices rose and fell, and then she heard one phrase uttered clear as day: “But what if she's the one? The one who will break the spell?”

“Who said that?” Belle asked, whipping around and peering in the direction she thought the voices had come from.

Nothing.

“Who's there?”

Still nothing.

And then, from somewhere deep within the castle, Belle heard the sound of someone coughing. Papa. It didn't matter who was whispering. She just needed to find her father. Grabbing a candelabrum from a nearby table, Belle began to climb the long staircase, following it up to its very top. When she reached the end of the labyrinthine stairs, she found herself in a tower, which, she noticed with increasing dread, was used as a prison. A grated iron door stood opposite the stairs. The latticework was so thick it was impossible to see through it clearly, but she could make out the shape of someone sitting inside.

“Papa?” Belle called out. “Is that you?”

“Belle?” Maurice answered in a muffled voice. “How did you find me?”

Belle raced across the dim tower and dropped to her knees in front of the door. A narrow opening allowed her just enough space to see her father. He was hunched over, his shoulders trembling. When their eyes met, she knew instantly he was not well. Setting the candelabrum down on the floor beside her, she reached through the opening. Her fingers closed around her father's. “Oh, Papa,” she said, sadness tearing through her. “Your hands are ice. We need to get you home.”

To her surprise, Maurice did not agree. “Belle, you must leave this place!” he said. When she ignored him and started to use the branch to hit the iron lock, he grew more and more agitated. “Stop! They'll hear you!”

Belle paused. “Who's ‘they'?” she asked, “Who did this to you?”

“No time to explain!” her father said. “You must go!”

Belle shook her head stubbornly. “I won't leave you!”

“Belle, this castle is alive!” he said, trying to make her understand. “You must get away before he finds you!”

“He?” Belle repeated.

Before Maurice could open his mouth to respond, a roar filled the tower. Belle spun around, raising her branch high in the air. But it was no use. She couldn't see anything in the thick shadows. She could, however, hear a voice—a deep, rumbling voice that seemed to surround her, making her heart pound faster.

“Who are you?” the voice said. “How did you get in here?”

“I've come for my father,” Belle said, trying to sound braver than she felt. “Release him.”

The voice sounded closer as it hissed the next words: “Your father is a thief.”

Belle's fear turning into outrage. How dare the voice accuse her father like that? “Liar!” she shouted. Her father was a loving and kind man. He was a gentle man. He would never do anything like—

“He stole a rose!” the voice roared.

As Belle's head whipped back toward her father, her brown eyes locked with his. Guilt suddenly flooded through her as the reality of what must have happened hit her. “I asked for the rose,” she said in barely a whisper.

“Belle...” Maurice said sadly, confirming what she knew to be true. Her father had taken the rose only because it was the one thing she had asked him to bring her. It was her fault he was in that cell—her fault entirely.

“Punish me, not him,” Belle said, tearing her eyes away from her father and speaking to the invisible source of the voice.

“No!” Maurice shouted in anguish. “He means to keep me forever. Apparently, that's what happens around here when you pick a flower.”

Belle frowned. “A life sentence for a rose?” she said to the shadows, hoping her father might be wrong.

“I received eternal damnation for one,” came the voice out of the dark. “I'm merely locking him away.” There was a pause, as though whoever the voice belonged to was distracted, thinking of some distant memory. And then the voice came again, colder than ever. “Now... do you still wish to take your father's place?”

Belle had had enough of talking to air. She wanted to see with whom she was bargaining for her life. “Come into the light,” she demanded.

But the voice did not answer. Belle reached down and grabbed the candelabrum that had been sitting by her father's cell. She lifted it. For one brief moment, the light blinded her. But when her eyes adjusted, Belle gasped.

Standing in front of her was a huge creature unlike any Belle had ever seen. Large horns rose out of his head, and his lower jaw jutted forward. His entire body was covered in golden-brown hair and thick muscles. It was hard for Belle to tell just how big the creature's front paws were, clenched in fists as they were, but his back paws were large and long, with sharp claws that flashed when the light hit them. The word beast flashed in her mind as she gazed at the creature.

But when Belle lifted her eyes to meet the Beast's, she was surprised by how human they looked—and how full of pain they seemed. She felt a strange pang of what was almost sympathy for the giant creature. And then...

“Choose!” The Beast's lips curled back over sharp fangs as he snarled his demand.

All feelings but those of dread and disgust vanished. Belle looked back at her father, who pleaded with her not to do anything rash.

“But you'll die here,” she said, knowing all too well it was true.

“I SAID CHOOSE!” the Beast snarled once again.

“No, Belle,” Maurice said, trying to reason with his headstrong daughter. “I couldn't save your mother, but I can save you. Now go!” But his words lost their power as a coughing fit overtook him. The coughs racked his already weakened body and broke Belle's heart.

“All right, Papa. I'll leave,” Belle said, trying to reassure Maurice and make him stop coughing. Then she turned to the Beast. “Open the door. I need a minute alone with him.” She waited for the large creature to do something. He didn't. “Please?” Still he ignored her request. Anger flared in her chest once more, hot and fierce. “Are you so cold-hearted that you won't allow a daughter to kiss her father good-bye?

Belle's chest heaved as she waited for the Beast to respond. For one long tense moment, he just stared at her with cold, cruel eyes and she wondered if she had gone too far. He took a step toward her, his massive paw reaching out. She closed her eyes and braced herself for his retaliation.

She heard a clang. Opening her eyes, she saw that the Beast had opened the cell door. He gestured for her to enter. “When this door closes,” he warned as she passed, “it will not open again.”

Belle didn't hesitate. She rushed inside and embraced her father. “I'm so sorry, Papa,” she sobbed. “I should have gone with you!”

“No, this was my fault,” Maurice said, shaking his head. He reached out and pinched her cheek the way he had done when she was a little girl. It had always reassured her then. Now it just made her sad. He went on, his voice choked with emotion. “Listen, Belle. Forget about me. I've had my life....”

“Forget you?” Belle said in disbelief. “How could I ever? Everything I am is because of you.”

Belle's words seemed to hit Maurice like a punch to the stomach. He looked at her as though seeing her for the first time—not the smart, sweet little girl he had raised on his own, but the brave, strong woman she had become. It all seemed too much for the older man. Tears flooded his eyes.

“Enough of this,” the Beast said, his harsh voice stabbing into both father and daughter. “She must go.”

Belle and Maurice clung to each other.

“Now!” The Beast's voice tore them apart.

“I love you, Belle,” Maurice said. “Don't be afraid.”

“I love you, Papa. I'm not afraid,” Belle said, leaning forward and gently kissing him on the cheek. As she did so, she maneuvered her body so her back was to the cell door, her hands on her father's shoulders. And then, in barely a whisper, she added, “And I will escape. I promise....”

Before Maurice could stop her, Belle pivoted her body. The force swung her father through the door just as the Beast slammed it shut. Falling to the ground, Maurice cried out as the reality of what his daughter had just sacrificed became clear.

And while it obviously devastated Maurice, the Beast appeared confused. “You took his place?” he asked Belle. “Why?”

“He is my father,” she answered without hesitation.

“He's a fool,” the Beast retorted. “And so are you.” Without another word, he grabbed Maurice by the shirt and began to drag him away.

Belle stifled the sob that threatened to escape her throat. She watched silently through the gate as her father and the Beast disappeared down the stairs. She waited until silence had descended on the tower did she finally slump to the ground. As the tears fell, colder and harsher than the snow that had once again begun to fall outside, one thought echoed through her mind: what was to become of her?




第5章



贝儿出来给鸡喂食的时候，太阳才刚刚从地平线上升起。鸟儿啾啾地叫着，一阵微风从山丘上吹过。再加上美丽无云的蓝天，所有的一切造就了这风景如画的清晨。

这时，贝儿听见了熟悉的鼻息声。

她转过头，惊讶地发现菲力正站在马圈的门口。它的身体上下起伏着，汗如雨下。它一边紧张地蹬着马蹄，一边不断地翻白眼。

“菲力，”贝儿喊道，她冲过去把这大家伙牵进马圈里好让它喝水。她轻轻地拍着它。“你在这里做什么？我父亲在……？”她的手停住了。当她看到原本套着马套的地方现在全是撕裂的碎片时，她的手开始颤抖。她发现破烂的缰绳后，眼睛睁得更大了。她父亲出事了——糟糕的事。

贝儿当机立断，把马鞍甩到菲力背上，在马肚子上固定好，然后在马儿头上套了一根新的缰绳。她知道自己的要求有点过分，但菲力是唯一知道父亲下落的。她爬上马背，踢着马儿向前奔去。

“快点，菲力，”贝儿说，“带我去找他。”

树木变得更密了，天也变得更暗，但是菲力却在勇敢地大步向前。贝儿在地面和小路的两旁搜索着。突然，她看到了她父亲的马车。马车翻倒在地上。她父亲做的那些漂亮的音乐盒散落一地，有一些已经完全损坏、难以修复。但还是没有父亲的踪影。

她用脚后跟轻碰菲力，催促它再次出发。马儿向前慢跑着，似乎对这条狭窄蜿蜒的小路很熟悉。贝儿只能祈祷这就是它跟父亲走过的路。

让她感到宽慰的是，不一会儿一道门出现在了眼前。她透过厚厚的铁栅栏看见一座宏伟的石头城堡。菲力嘶叫起来。父亲一定在里面，在某个地方。贝儿能感觉到。她迅速下马，拍了拍菲力。她对菲力耳语了几句鼓励的话，牵着它进了门，然后让它在那儿等着。她走上那些石阶，突然停下了。贝儿不打算这样毫无保护措施就闯进这个陌生的城堡。她环顾四周，看见地上有一根粗树枝。她把树枝捡起来，举过头顶，像挥舞棍棒一样挥动着。然后她来到了前门。

推开门，她发现自己在一个宏伟的前厅里。墙上燃着一些蜡烛，蜡烛光线恰好足够照亮这个空间。贝儿动了动肩膀，深吸一口气，往城堡里面走去。

当贝儿走向巨大的楼梯时，她的眼睛努力适应着周围的黑暗。她听见闷声闷气的窃窃私语，但是没看见任何人。两个声音时有时无，然后她听见其中一个清清楚楚地说道：“但万一她就是那个女孩呢？那个将会解除魔咒的女孩？”

“是谁在说话？”贝儿问道，她朝四周挥舞着树枝，盯着她认为传来声音的方向。

没有回答。

“是谁在那儿？”

还是没有回答。

就在那时，贝儿听到城堡深处的某个地方有人在咳嗽。是爸爸。是谁在窃窃私语已经不重要了。她只想找到她父亲。贝儿从旁边的桌上抓起一个烛台，开始爬那段长长的楼梯，一直爬到最上面。爬完那错综复杂的楼梯后，她发现自己在一座塔里，注意到这座塔就是一间监狱时，她更加害怕了。那锈迹斑斑的铁门正对着楼梯。格栅太密，不太可能看清楚里面，但她能辨认出有人正坐在里面。

“爸爸？”贝儿喊道，“是你吗？”

“贝儿？”莫里斯声音沉闷地答道，“你是怎么找到我的？”

贝儿跑过光线昏暗的塔，跪倒在门前。一个狭小的洞口让她刚好可以看见她父亲。他蜷缩在那儿，肩膀不停抖动着。对视之下，贝儿立刻知道他生病了。她把烛台放到身旁的地面上，把手从洞口伸进去。她紧紧地攥着父亲的手。“哦，爸爸，”她流着悲伤的泪水说，“你的手像冰块一样。我们得把你带回家。”

让她吃惊的是，莫里斯没有同意。“贝儿，你必须马上离开这儿！”他说。贝儿不予理会，并开始用树枝砸铁锁，他变得越来越不安。“快住手！他们会听见的。”

贝儿停了下来。“他们是谁？”她问道，“是谁把你关在这儿的？”

“没时间解释了！”她父亲说，“你必须离开！”

贝儿固执地摇头说道：“我不会离开你的！”

“贝儿，这座城堡是有生命的。”他说道，尽力想让她明白。“你必须在他发现你之前逃走。”

“他是谁？”贝儿重复着。

莫里斯还没来得及张嘴回答，一声吼叫就已经回荡在塔中。贝儿高举着她的树枝，转了一圈。但是没什么用。在厚厚的阴影下，她什么也看不见。然而，她可以听见一个声音——一个低沉的隆隆声好像环绕在她身边，让她心跳加剧。

“你是谁？”那个声音说，“你是怎么来到这儿的？”

“我是来找我父亲的，”贝儿说，尽管心里害怕，但她试着让自己的声音听起来勇敢一些。“放了他。”

那个声音再说话时，听起来更近了：“你父亲是个小偷。”

贝儿的害怕转为愤怒。这个声音怎么敢这样指控她的父亲？“骗子！”她大叫道。她的父亲是一个慈爱善良的人。他是一位绅士。他绝不会做出任何像——

“他偷了一枝玫瑰！”那个声音吼叫着。

贝儿扭头看向她的父亲，她棕色的眼睛紧紧地盯着他。当她意识到确实发生过那样的事后，愧疚感顿时淹没了她。“是我要的玫瑰，”她近乎自言自语地说。

“贝儿……”莫里斯悲伤地说道，这证实了她知道的正是事实。她的父亲会拿走玫瑰只是因为那是她要求父亲给她带的唯一的东西。他被关在监狱里是她的错——全是她的错。

“惩罚我，不要惩罚他，”贝儿将目光从父亲身上移开，对着那个看不见来源的声音说道。

“不！”莫里斯痛苦地喊道，“他打算永远关着我。很明显，在这里摘花就会遭受这样的惩罚。”

贝儿皱起眉头。“摘一枝玫瑰就要被判终身囚禁？”她对着阴影说，希望也许是父亲错了。

“我接受让你们中的一个终生受罚。”声音从黑暗中传来，“我不过是把他关起来。”那个声音停顿了一下，不管那是谁的声音，他似乎分心了，想起某些久远的回忆。接着，声音再次传来，比之前更冰冷了。“现在……你还想代替你父亲吗？”

贝儿受够了对着空气说话。她想要看看自己是在跟谁就她的生命讨价还价。“走到光里来。”她提出了要求。

但那个声音没有回答。贝儿往下伸手，抓住那个一直放在她父亲监狱旁的烛台。她举起了烛台。有那么短暂的一瞬，烛光晃得她看不见了。但当她的眼睛适应了之后，她倒吸了一口凉气。

站在贝儿面前的这只巨大的怪物跟她曾见过的都不一样。他的头上长着两只巨大的牛角，下巴向前突起。他的整个身体都被裹在金褐色的毛发与厚实的肌肉里。贝儿很难看出这只怪物的前掌有多大，因为它们正紧握成拳头，但是他的后掌又大又长，有着尖锐的爪子，被光照到时还会反光。她盯着这只怪物，脑子里闪过一个词：野兽。

但当贝儿抬头与野兽对视时，她惊讶地发现那双眼睛多么像人类的啊——似乎满是苦痛。她对这硕大的怪物有了一阵奇怪的同情感。然而……

“选吧！” 野兽咆哮着说出他的要求时，他的嘴唇卷到了尖锐的獠牙后。

贝儿其他的情感全都消失了，只剩下惧怕与厌恶。贝儿回头看着她那正恳求自己不要轻举妄动的父亲。

“但是你会死在这儿的。”她说道，她很清楚这会是真的。

“我说快选！”野兽再次咆哮道。

“不要，贝儿，”莫里斯说道，试图说服他那固执的女儿。“我救不了你的母亲，但是我可以救你。快走！”但当一阵咳嗽发作让他无法忍受时，他的话语便失去了力量。咳嗽折磨着他原本就孱弱的身体，这令贝儿心碎。

“好吧，爸爸。我会离开。”贝儿说，她想让莫里斯安心，让他不再咳嗽。然后，她转向野兽说：“打开门，我需要跟他单独待一分钟。”她等着这硕大的怪物做点什么。但他没有。“求求你！”他依然忽视了她的请求。她胸腔里的怒火再次燃起，炙热而猛烈。“你就这么铁石心肠，不让一个女儿跟他的父亲吻别吗？”

贝儿等待野兽的回应，胸膛上下起伏着。在这漫长而紧张的时刻，他只是用他冷酷的眼睛盯着她，而她在想自己是不是做得太过了。他朝她向前一步，伸出大爪子。她闭上眼睛，准备迎接他的报复。

她听到哐当一声。睁开眼睛后，她看见野兽已经打开了监狱的门。他示意她进去。“这扇门一旦关上，”在她经过的时候，他警告道，“它将永远不再打开。”

贝儿毫不犹豫。她冲了进去，抱住父亲。“对不起，爸爸，”她呜咽道，“我应该跟你一起走的。”

“不，这是我的错。”莫里斯摇着头说。他伸出手捏了捏她的脸，就像她还是个小女孩的时候那样。过去这个动作总能让她感到安心，但现在只是让她伤心。他的声音因伤感而哽咽着，他继续说道：“听着，贝儿。忘记我。我已经活得够久了……”

“忘记你？”贝儿不敢相信地说道，“我怎么能做到？我所有的一切都是因为有你啊。”

贝儿的话像一记重拳打在莫里斯的心上。他看着她，仿佛这是第一次见到她——她不再是那个自己亲手带大的聪明乖巧的小女孩了，她已经变成了一个勇敢坚强的女人。这对这个老去的男人来说意味着太多了。顿时他泪如泉涌。

“够了，”野兽说，他刺耳的声音像尖刀一般同时刺中父女二人。“她必须离开了。”

贝儿和莫里斯紧紧地抱在一起。

“现在就走！”野兽的声音将他们分开了。

“我爱你，贝儿，”莫里斯说，“不要害怕。”

“我爱你，爸爸。我不害怕。”贝儿说，她身体前倾，温柔地吻了吻他的脸颊。与此同时，她调整姿势，背对着监狱门，把手放在她父亲的肩上。接着，她用几乎听不见的声音补充道：“我会逃出去的。我保证……”

还不等莫里斯反对，贝儿就转过身。野兽猛地关上门，那股力量把她父亲震了出去。莫里斯跌到地上，在明白他女儿所做的牺牲后，他大声呼喊着。

这显然让莫里斯无比震惊，也让野兽感到困惑。“你代替他？”他问贝儿，“为什么？”

“他是我父亲。”她毫不犹豫地回答道。

“他是个傻瓜，”野兽反驳道，“你也是。”他不再多说，抓着莫里斯的上衣，把他拖走了。

贝儿强忍着就要从喉咙里涌出的啜泣。她透过门沉默地看着她父亲和野兽走下楼梯消失不见。等到塔里一片沉寂时，她才跌坐在地上。泪水落了下来，那泪水比外面再次下起的雪还要冰冷刺骨，这时，一个念头在她脑中回响：自己的命运将会如何呢？




Chapter 6



The beast was tired—tired and perplexed. He was still not sure how it happened that he now held a beautiful young woman prisoner while her father, the real thief, was making his way back toward the comfort of his home. He shook his head. No, it did not make sense.

But then again, he thought as he pushed open the castle's front door, nothing had made sense in his life in a long, long time.

Storming inside the foyer, the Beast nearly collided with Lumiere and Cogsworth. The candelabrum and clock had been waiting anxiously for him to return. “Master,” Lumiere began, “since the girl is going to be with us for quite some time—”

“And I hope ‘forever' was an exaggeration,” Cogsworth said, his tone every bit as flat and polished as expected of a majordomo. “We don't have the staff for that kind of extended stay...” His voice trailed off as the Beast turned and glared at him.

Not intimidated, Lumiere forged on. “Whether it's for a day or a lifetime,” he said smoothly, “you might want to offer her a more comfortable room.”

“This whole castle is a prison,” the Beast said harshly. As he spoke, Chapeau, the coatrack, tried to take the Beast's cloak. The Beast brushed him off and continued walking toward the grand staircase. Over his shoulder, he added, “What difference does a bed make?” Not waiting for an answer, he disappeared into the shadows.

Cogsworth waited to speak until he was sure his master couldn't hear him, and even then, he did so under his breath. “Yes. It's a prison thanks to you, Sire. I just love being a clock.” He sighed bitterly. “I knew he wouldn't say yes.”

“But technically... he didn't say no,” Lumiere pointed out. Flashing Cogsworth a sly smile, the candelabrum headed toward the stairs that led to the prison tower.

Behind him, Cogsworth remained still. He knew what Lumiere had in mind. The romantic footman was as easy to read as a book. The candelabrum wanted to free the girl and put her somewhere more noticeable—in the hopes that she might be the one who could break the curse they were all under, the curse that had remained unbroken for those long years because of one obvious fact: the Beast was a beast, both literally and figuratively. And the curse the Enchantress had placed on them required someone to love him despite that.

Cogsworth sighed. He knew his friend was well intentioned. But Cogsworth was a realist. No matter where the girl laid her head, she would not love the Beast. And if Lumiere got his way and brought her out of the prison, it would only make the master furious. Cogsworth began waddling toward the stairs. He was going to have to stop Lumiere before the candelabrum did something they would all regret.

But Lumiere had already opened the cell door. “Forgive my intrusion, mademoiselle,” he said into the darkness, “but the master has sent me to escort you to your room.”

Belle was sitting on the floor, her cheeks stained with tears. Hearing Lumiere's voice, she stood. “My room?” she said, sounding confused. “But I thought—”

“You thought wrong,” Lumiere replied. “He is a beast. Not a monster.”

A moment later, Belle appeared in the cell doorway, looking around for the source of the voice she had heard.

“Allô,” Lumiere said.

Looking down, Belle saw Lumiere waving at her with one of his candlesticks. She screamed. Then, as if he were a mouse that had surprised her in the pantry, Belle swung a stool at Lumiere, knocking him to the ground. His candles went out, plunging the tower into darkness.

One by one, the three candles that made up the candelabrum relit. As Belle watched, the flickers of light illuminated two eyes and a mouth in the elaborate design of the metal. “What are you?” she finally asked.

“I am Lumiere,” the candelabrum replied.

“And you can talk,” Belle observed.

Suddenly, Cogsworth waddled into the tower. He was out of breath from the long climb, and for a moment he just stood there, his little clock chest heaving. “Of course he can talk,” he finally said. “How else is he supposed to communicate?” Turning, he put his hands on his hips and glared at Lumiere. “As head of the household, I demand to know what you are doing.”

“It is better to ask for forgiveness than permission,” Lumiere replied cryptically.

As the duo bickered, Belle inched her way back into the cell. She reappeared a moment later with a pitcher of water in her hands. Seeing the potentially harmful weapon, Lumiere held up a golden arm. “Un moment, mademoiselle...” he said. Then he pulled Cogsworth aside. He lowered his voice to a whisper. “If we don't break the curse before the last petal falls, we will never be human again. What do you want to be for the rest of your life, Cogsworth—a man or a mantel clock?”

Cogsworth frowned. Lumiere was right. Still... “If he catches us...”

“We will be quiet,” Lumiere promised. He looked at Cogsworth with an expression bordering on desperate. Finally, the clock gave the slightest of nods. Lumiere didn't wait. Turning, he looked back at Belle. “Ready, miss?” he asked, bowing and pointing one of his candles toward the tower's exit.

Belle looked back and forth between the candelabrum and the clock. Then she looked at the cell. While neither option was exactly comforting, following the talking household objects at least meant getting out of a cell. Taking a deep breath, she leaned down, picked up Lumiere, and followed Cogsworth out of the tower.

As the trio made their way across a long stone walkway, Belle's eyes darted back and forth. But no matter where she looked, she could not make out an escape route of any kind. The woods that stretched out behind the castle were vast—and a bit intimidating.

She eyed Lumiere and Cogsworth and, for the umpteenth time, resisted the urge to turn Lumiere upside down and look for the strings that had to be making him move. And once again, she stopped herself from peering over her shoulder to try to spot the ventriloquist she knew must be lurking somewhere nearby, giving voice to two objects that, in her experience, were usually inanimate. Both times, she stopped herself because she knew it would do no good. Somehow, the candelabrum and clock were alive.

“You must forgive first impressions,” Lumiere said, as if sensing her thoughts. “I hope you are not too startled.”

“Startled?” Belle repeated with a sarcastic laugh. “Why would I be startled? I'm talking to a candle.”

Lumiere looked aghast. “Candel-a-bra,” he corrected, enunciating each syllable. “Enormous difference. But we do hope you enjoy your stay here. The castle is your home now, so feel free to go anywhere you like—”

“Except the West Wing.”

In unison, Belle and Lumiere turned to look at the clock. But while Lumiere was shooting him a barely veiled “Would you please shut your mouth?” look, Belle stared at him with evident curiosity. She opened her mouth to ask where the forbidden West Wing might be but was stopped by Cogsworth trying to cover his tracks.

“Which we do not have,” he added.

It was too late. Belle wanted to know more. “Why?” she asked. “What's in the West Wing?”

“Uh...” Lumiere stammered, the flames on his candles flickering nervously. “Nothing. Storage space.”

Belle raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying the candelabrum's explanation. She raised her arm so that Lumiere's light illuminated a nearby curved stone window, displaying a tower that rose out of the western portion of the castle. As she did so, the moon appeared over the horizon, casting an eerie light on the tower. Belle could have sworn she saw the Beast's shadow in the white light and heard an anguished cry. Shivering, she lowered Lumiere.

“This way, please,” the candelabrum said, eager to move them along.

With one last glance over her shoulder, Belle sighed and once again followed Cogsworth as he waddled down one hallway and along another. Finally, he came to a stop in front of a large door.

“Welcome to your new home,” Lumiere said in a grandiose tone.

Taking a deep breath, Belle turned the knob and pushed open the door. The light from Lumiere's three candles filled the space. Belle gasped. She was looking into what appeared to be a gorgeous bedroom—far more elegant than any she had ever seen in real life or imagined in her stories.

As if in a dream, she slowly walked inside, her eyes feasting on every perfect detail of the room. There was a large white-and-gold-painted armoire along one wall, and along another wall a beautiful writing desk had been placed. A chair, covered in rich velvet, was tucked underneath it, and a stack of crisp white paper was placed on one side. Opposite a set of huge picture windows covered by thick satin drapes was an enormous canopy bed that took up nearly a third of the room. And tucked in a corner, delicate and sweet, was a dressing table with a mirror framed in gold. Even the ceiling of the room was breathtaking. White clouds had been painted in a perfect blue sky, the detail so real Belle could have sworn she saw the clouds move.

“It's... beautiful,” she finally said when she realized Lumiere and Cogsworth were staring at her, waiting for a response.

Lumiere smiled broadly while Cogsworth nodded, his pleasure more contained. “Of course. Master wanted you to have the finest room in the castle,” Lumiere said, making his way to the bed and leaping onto it. A cloud of dust rose into the air. “Oh, dear! We weren't expecting guests.”

As if on cue, a feather duster swooped into the room. Belle's eyes widened as the feather duster quickly moved from surface to surface, sweeping until everything shined. Stopping, she bowed in Belle's direction. “Enchanté, mademoiselle! Don't worry, I'll have this room spotless in no time,” she said before turning and jumping into the arms of Lumiere. “This plan of yours is... dangerous,” she said, giggling.

Lumiere waggled his eyebrows and replied, “I would risk anything to kiss you again, Plumette....” He leaned closer and puckered his lips.

Plumette stopped him. “No, my love,” she said, her voice serious. “I've been burned by you before. We must be strong.”

“How can I be strong when you make me so weak?” Lumiere replied.

Belle averted her eyes from the romantic pair and turned her attention toward other items in the room. “Is everything here alive?” she asked, picking up a brush. “Hello, what's your name?”

Cogsworth looked at Belle and shook his head. “Um... that's a hairbrush,” he said as though pointing out the obvious.

Belle opened her mouth to ask just what the rules were for enchanted objects when, suddenly, a loud snore sounded behind her. Turning, she yelped as the large armoire's drawers opened and shut by themselves in time with the snoring.

“Do not be alarmed, mademoiselle,” Lumiere said calmly. “This is just your wardrobe. Meet Madame de Garderobe, a great singer.”

The armoire let out a long, loud yawn.

“A better sleeper,” Cogsworth added as he walked over and nudged the wardrobe.

With a grunt, Garderobe awoke. Blinking the sleep out of her eyes, she gave a surprised little shout when she noticed her audience. “Cogsworth!” she exclaimed in an overly dramatic manner. “You officious alarm clock. A diva needs her beauty rest!”

Cogsworth's springs tightened at the insult and his mouth opened, ready with a sharp rebuke. But Lumiere didn't give him the chance. He jumped in before the clock could say a word. “Of course you do, madame,” he said in his most soothing voice. “Forgive us, but we have someone for you to dress.”

Spotting Belle for the first time, Garderobe emitted a happy cry. “Finally!” she said. “A woman!” Then, as though she were doing inventory, Garderobe took stock of Belle. “Pretty eyes. Proud face. A perfect canvas. Yes! I will find you something worthy of a princess.” The wardrobe's front drawers flapped open and closed in what Belle could only assume was the wardrobe's version of a happy clap.

“But I'm not a princess,” Belle said.

“Nonsense!” Garderobe said, brushing off Belle's protest. “Now, let's see what I've got in my drawers.” Opening up the top one, she shouted as a few moths flew out. “How embarrassing!” she said.

To Belle's surprise, both sides of the armoire went from white to a soft shade of pink. The armoire was blushing!

Before Belle could ask how such a thing was possible, Garderobe began to pull things helter-skelter out of her drawers and off hangers. A large hoopskirt went over Belle's head, followed by at least four different dresses cut right then and there by the wardrobe to be used as fabric. Belle was turned and twisted as Garderobe assembled an outfit.

When the wardrobe paused to take a breath, Belle snuck a peek at her reflection in the mirror across the room. To her horror, she saw the wardrobe had indeed created something from what she had in her drawers. But the result was the most garish ensemble Belle had ever seen. It seemed to swallow her up in shades of blue, pink, and yellow. Catching Lumiere's eye, Belle saw that the candelabrum was equally mortified. But both he and Cogsworth backed toward the door. They knew not to mess with Garderobe when she was in the middle of a creation.

“Anyway,” Lumiere said, “if you have further needs, the staff will attend to them. We are at your service. Au revoir!” Then, with a deep bow, he grabbed Cogsworth and slipped out of the room. Plumette followed close behind. A moment later, the door closed, leaving Belle alone with Garderobe.

Belle didn't hesitate. She had a feeling that if she was ever going to get answers, the diva armoire was going to be the one to give them to her. Turning to Garderobe, she asked the question she had wanted to ask ever since Lumiere had revealed himself to her. “How did you get here?”

As she suspected, Garderobe's eyes lit up at the chance to gossip. Leaning her large frame over the bed, she lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “All it takes is a stormy night and one spoiled little prince...” But Garderobe's voice faded into soft snores as sleep overcame her.

Belle sighed. It looked like she wasn't going to be getting answers after all. At least not anytime soon. Belle quickly slipped out of the disaster of a dress. Then she turned and looked around the room. She was alone, her only guardian fast asleep. Now was the time for her to try to make her escape. The only question was, how?




第6章



野兽累了——又累又困惑。他还是不确定这是怎么发生的，他现在关着一位年轻漂亮的姑娘，而她的父亲，那个真正的小偷，却正要回到他的家里享受舒适。他摇了摇头。不，这说不通。

他边想边推开城堡的前门：可是话又说回来，在很长、很长的一段时间里，他的生命里没什么是说得通的。

野兽突然进入前厅，差点撞上了卢米亚和葛士华。烛台和挂钟一直在紧张地等着他回来。“主人，”卢米亚开口说道，“考虑到这个女孩可能要跟我们待很长一段时间——”

“我希望‘永远'是夸张的说法，”葛士华说，他语调的一处都平滑精湛，正如人们对一个管家所期望的那样。“我们不会让那样的人待得久到……”野兽转而怒视着他，他的声音逐渐弱了下去。

卢米亚没有被威胁到，接着说了下去。“不管是待一天还是一辈子，”他流利地说，“您可能需要给她提供一间舒适点儿的房间。”

“整座城堡就是一间监狱。”野兽严厉地说。他说话时，名叫沙波的那个衣帽架想取下野兽的斗篷。野兽没有理睬他，继续向主楼梯走去。他回头补充道：“一张床又有什么意义？”不等他们回答，他便消失在了阴影里。

葛士华一直等到确信他的主人听不到了才敢说话，即便如此，他也压低了声音说：“是的。这里是监狱都是拜你所赐，先生。我难道喜欢做个挂钟？”他悲苦地叹息道。“我知道他不会同意的。”

“但是严格来说……他也没有说不同意。”卢米亚指出。烛台对着葛士华狡黠地一笑，朝着通往监狱塔楼的阶梯走去。

葛士华在他身后一动不动。他知道卢米亚在想什么。这个拥有浪漫主义情怀的男仆简单得就像一本书。烛台想把那个女孩放出来，让她待在更显眼的地方——寄希望于她也许是那个能解开他们所有人正遭受的诅咒的女孩，这个诅咒这些年都没能被解开，只因为一个显而易见的事实：野兽就是野兽，不管在称呼上还是在外形上。而女巫给他们施下的诅咒正是要求有人能不在意他的样貌而爱上他。

葛士华叹了口气。他知道他的朋友是出于好意，但葛士华是现实主义者。不管这个女孩睡在哪儿，她都不会爱上野兽。卢米亚如果找到办法把女孩从监狱里放出来，就只会让主人发怒。葛士华开始摇摇晃晃地走上台阶。他得阻止卢米亚，以防这个烛台真做出什么让他们所有人后悔的事儿。

但是卢米亚已经打开了监狱的门。“请原谅我的闯入，小姐。”他对着黑暗说道，“主人派我来护送您去您的房间。”

贝儿正坐在地上，她的脸上挂着泪水。听到卢米亚的声音后，她站了起来。“我的房间？”她困惑地说，“但是我以为——”

“您想错了，”卢米亚回答说，“他是野兽，不是怪物。”

不一会儿，贝儿出现在监狱门口，环顾四周，寻找她听到的那个声音的来源。

“喂，”卢米亚说。

贝儿看向下方，只见卢米亚正用他的一只烛台臂向她挥手。她尖叫起来。接着，贝儿朝卢米亚挥着凳子，把它打倒在地上。就好像他是食品储藏室里一只让她受惊的老鼠。蜡烛熄灭了，整个塔楼霎时陷入黑暗。

烛台的三支蜡烛一支接一支再次燃起。贝儿看到，摇曳的烛光照亮了两只眼睛和一张嘴巴，它们长在精心制造的金属上。“你是什么东西？”终于她问道。

“我是卢米亚。”烛台回答道。

“你竟然会说话？”贝儿说道。

就在这时，葛士华摇摇摆摆地走进了塔楼。长时间的攀爬让他喘不过气来，在那儿站了一会儿，小小的挂钟胸膛上下起伏着。“他当然会说话，”他终于说道，“不然他怎么跟人交流？”他转过身，双手叉腰，盯着卢米亚。“作为城堡的总管，我要求知道你在干什么。”

“比起得到他的允许，去请求他的原谅会更好一些。”卢米亚含糊地回答道。

他俩斗嘴时，贝儿缓缓挪回监狱。过了一会儿，当她再次出现的时候，她的手里拿了一壶水。卢米亚看到这个有可能带来危害的武器后，举起一只镀金手臂。“等等，小姐……”他说。然后他把葛士华拉到一边，压低声音耳语道：“如果我们不能在最后一片花瓣落下之前解开诅咒，我们就永远做不回人了。葛士华你的余生想要做个什么，一个人还是一个挂钟？”

葛士华皱起了眉头。卢米亚是对的。但是……“要是他发现我们……”

“我们会很安静的。”卢米亚保证道。他看着葛士华，流露出近乎绝望的神情。最终，挂钟轻轻地点了点头。卢米亚毫不迟疑，他转身看着贝儿。“准备好了吗，小姐？”他问道，然后鞠着躬，用他的一支蜡烛指向塔楼的出口。

贝儿来回打量烛台和挂钟，又看了看监狱。尽管任何一个选择都不能让她宽慰，但跟着这些会说话的家具至少还能离开监狱。她深吸一口气，弯腰举起卢米亚，然后跟着葛士华走出了塔楼。

他们三个走过长长的石头走廊时，贝儿前后扫视。但是不管她看向哪儿，都没能找到一条像样的逃跑路线。城堡后面的森林向外延伸，无边无际——而且还有点儿吓人。

她看着卢米亚和葛士华，无数次地压下自己想把卢米亚倒过来找找那个让他可以移动的弹簧的冲动。她再一次制止了自己想要窥探身后，试图找到那个给这两个物件配音的人的念头，她知道那人一定潜伏在附近某处。在她的观念中，这些物件通常是没有生命的。但她这两次都阻止了自己，因为她知道这样做并没有什么好处。不知怎么的，这个烛台还有挂钟就是有生命的。

“您一定要忘记第一印象，”卢米亚说，他似乎感受到了她的想法。“希望没有太让您受惊。”

“受惊？”她讽刺地笑着重复道，“我为什么会受惊？我在跟一支蜡烛说话呢。”

卢米亚看起来十分震惊。“大——烛——台，”他字正腔圆地纠正道，“区别可大了。但我们真心希望您能很享受地待在这里。现在城堡就是您的家了，所以您想去哪儿就去哪儿——”

“除了西角楼。”

贝儿和卢米亚不约而同地转而看向挂钟。就在卢米亚甩给他一个毫不掩饰的“能不能请你闭嘴”的表情时，贝儿盯着他，显然十分好奇。她正要张嘴问那个禁止踏入的西角楼在哪里时，被想要遮掩的葛士华阻止了。

“因为我们没有那个地方。”他补充道。

已经太晚了。贝儿想要知道得更多。“为什么？”她问，“西角楼里有什么？”

“呃……”卢米亚结结巴巴地说道，他蜡烛上的火焰紧张地闪烁着。“没什么，只是个储藏室而已。”

贝儿挑起一边眉毛，显然她并不接受烛台的解释。她举起胳膊，这样卢米亚的光就可以照亮附近的一个弧形石窗，窗外面是城堡西边高耸的塔楼。就在这时，月亮出现在地平线上，给塔楼笼上一层诡异的光。贝儿可以肯定她看见了惨白月光下野兽的身影，还听见了一声悲痛的哀嚎。她战栗着放低了卢米亚。

“这边请。”烛台说，他迫切地想让他们一起离开。

贝儿回头看了最后一眼，叹了口气，继续跟着摇摇晃晃的葛士华走下一个又一个走廊。终于，他停在一扇巨大的门前。

“欢迎来到您的新家。”卢米亚语调浮夸地说道。

贝儿深吸一口气，转动下门把手，推开了门。卢米亚三支蜡烛的光照亮了房间。贝儿惊讶地倒吸了一口气。她观察着这个出现在自己面前的华丽的房间——比她在现实生活中见过的或在故事里读到的都要讲究得多。

就像做梦一样，她慢慢走了进去，享受着房间里每个完美的细节给她带来的视觉盛宴。一面墙边放置着一个漆成白色与金色的大型衣橱，另一面墙边摆放着一张漂亮的写字桌。桌子下面塞了一把盖着昂贵天鹅绒的椅子，桌子的一边摆着一摞轻薄的白纸。一张拥有罩蓬的大床正对着一排挂着厚缎子窗帘的巨型落地窗，床几乎占据了房间的三分之一。放在角落的是一张精致好看的梳妆桌，上面有一面镶着金边的镜子。就连天花板也让人惊叹。湛蓝的天空里画着朵朵白云，细节如此真实，贝儿敢发誓她看到了云在动。

“这……太美了。”当她意识到卢米亚和葛士华正盯着她，等候回应时，她终于说道。

卢米亚开怀大笑，然而葛士华只是点了点头，他的高兴更内敛。“当然。主人想让您拥有城堡里最好的房间。”卢米亚说，他走到床边跳了上去。一团灰尘升到空中。“哦，天哪！我们可不能这样招待客人。”

就在这时，一个鸡毛掸子冲进房间。贝儿不由得睁大眼睛，看着鸡毛掸子快速地从一个物体表面移到另一个物体表面，直到将所有东西都打扫得闪闪发亮。她停下来，向着贝儿的方向鞠了个躬。“很高兴见到您，小姐！不用担心，我会立刻把这个房间打扫得一尘不染。”她说完便转身跳进了卢米亚的怀里。“你的这个计划真是……危险。”她咯咯地笑着说。

卢米亚挑了一下他的眉毛，回答说：“我要不顾一切地再吻你一次，普路美……”他俯身靠近，撅起了嘴。

普路美制止了他。“不要，亲爱的，”她严肃地说，“我之前被你烧到过。我们必须坚强。”

“你把我弄得这么脆弱，我还怎么坚强？”卢米亚回答说。

贝儿把视线从这对浪漫情侣身上移开，将注意力转向房间里的其他物件。“这里所有东西都是活的吗？”她拿起一把刷子问道，“你好，你叫什么名字？”

葛士华看着贝儿摇头说：“呃……这只是把梳子。”他说，仿佛这是显而易见的。

贝儿刚想张嘴问这些被施了魔法的物件遵循什么规律，突然，她身后发出一阵响亮的鼾声。贝儿转过身，忍不住大声尖叫，只见那个巨大衣柜的抽屉正随着鼾声一开一合。

“不要惊慌，小姐。”卢米亚平静地说，“这只是您的衣柜。向您引见衣柜夫人，一位伟大的歌手。”

衣柜打了一个又长又响的哈欠。

“更是一只瞌睡虫。”葛士华走过去用手肘碰了碰衣柜，补充道。

衣柜夫人咕哝一声，醒了。她眨了眨眼睛赶走睡意，当注意到她的听众后，她吃惊地小声尖叫了一下。“葛士华！”她用极度戏剧化的方式叫道，“你这个多管闲事的闹钟。首席女主角需要睡美容觉！”

受到侮辱的葛士华拧紧发条，张嘴准备回以尖锐的指责。但是卢米亚没有给他这个机会。他趁挂钟开口之前插了进来。“您当然需要，女士。”他用极力安抚的声音说，“原谅我们，但我们有个人需要您帮忙打扮一下。”

这才看到贝儿的衣柜夫人发出了一声欢呼。“终于！”她说，“一个女人！”接着，她仔细打量起贝儿。“漂亮的眼睛，令人艳羡的脸蛋，底子真好。对了！我要找一些配得上公主你的。”衣柜前面的抽屉开开合合，贝儿只能认定这是衣柜在高兴地拍手。

“但我不是公主。”贝儿说。

“胡说！”衣柜夫人说，打消了贝儿的异议。“现在，我们来看看我抽屉里有些什么。”她欢呼着打开了最上面的抽屉，一些飞蛾飞了出来。“真是尴尬啊！”她说道。

让贝儿惊讶的是，衣柜的两侧由白色变成了柔和的粉色阴影。衣柜在脸红！

贝儿还没来得及问怎么可能有这种事情，衣柜夫人已经开始慌乱地从抽屉里拿出东西并取下衣架。一件带有裙撑的大裙子从贝儿头顶飞过，接着是衣柜当场裁剪出来的至少四件不同类型的连衣裙。衣柜夫人把贝儿转过来又拉过去，给她搭配全套服装。

当衣柜稍作停顿喘口气时，贝儿偷偷瞟了一眼房间那头镜子里的自己。她惊恐地看到衣柜确实用抽屉里的东西做出了一套衣服。这是贝儿见过的最艳丽的服装，似乎要把她包裹在蓝色、粉色还有黄色的色调里。贝儿与卢米亚对视了一眼，她看到烛台也同样窘迫。他跟葛士华都朝门口退去。他们知道不能在衣柜夫人创作时干扰她。

“总之，”卢米亚说，“您如果有其他需要，只管吩咐仆人。我们随时为您服务。再会！”接着，他深鞠一躬，拉上葛士华溜出了房间。普路美紧跟在后面。片刻之后，门关上了，只剩贝儿跟衣柜夫人。

事不宜迟。贝儿有种感觉，那就是如果她想要得到答案，这位首席女主角衣柜会告诉她。她转向衣柜，问出了那个自从卢米亚出现在她面前起就一直想问的问题：“你怎么会变成这样？”

如她所料，得到这个八卦机会的衣柜夫人两眼放光，向着床俯下她的大框架，然后压低声音，像策划什么阴谋似的耳语道：“这一切都是因为那个暴风雨的夜晚和一位被娇惯坏的小王子……”但是睡意向她袭来，衣柜夫人的声音逐渐消失，变成了轻微的鼾声。

贝儿叹了口气，看来她得不到答案了。至少短时间内不可能了。贝儿立刻从衣服堆里溜出，转身环视整个房间。只剩她自己了，唯一的看守也已熟睡。现在就是她尝试逃跑的时机。唯一的问题是：怎么逃出去？




Chapter 7



Gaston still couldn't believe it. He had been rejected. Coldly, flatly, completely rejected. He could not shake the bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. Even LeFou, sitting by his side, telling him how fantastic he was, could not break through the sorrow he felt.

“Picture it, LeFou,” Gaston said, taking a big swallow from his drink. He waved his hand in front of him. “A rustic cabin. My latest kill roasting on the fire. Adorable children running around us while my love rubs my tired feet.”

“Ooh! What's roasting on the fire?” LeFou said, ever the captive and willing audience. “It's the minor details that really paint the picture.”

Gaston shot the smaller man a look for interrupting his monologue. “But what does Belle say?” he asked, the picture painted clearly enough in his own mind. “ ‘I will never marry you, Gaston.' ” He slammed down his drink in anger.

“There are other girls,” LeFou pointed out. He nodded over his shoulder at a group of such girls. Gaston barely gave them a glance, but it was enough to send them into fits of giggles.

LeFou was right. Gaston could have the pick of any of the girls in the village—or the next village. But that wasn't the point. He didn't want any of those girls. “A great hunter doesn't waste his time on rabbits,” he finally said. His words echoed through the tavern, causing the girls' flirtatious smiles to fade on their faces.

Just then, the door to the tavern flew open. Maurice stood in the doorway. His eyes were wild and his clothing was torn. He grabbed on to the doorjamb as a cough racked his body. “Help!” he said when the coughing had subsided. “Somebody help me! We have to go... not a minute to lose...”

As he spoke, Maurice moved into the tavern, seeking out the warmth of the fire that roared in the hearth. Seeing how disheveled the man was, the tavern keeper tried to calm him. “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said. “Slow down, Maurice.”

Maurice shook his head. “He's got Belle... locked in a dungeon!”

Gaston sat up straighter, his interest piqued.

“Who's got her?” the tavern keeper asked.

“A beast!” Maurice answered. “A horrible, monstrous beast!”

Shocked by the man's words, the whole inn went silent—for a moment. And then Jean the potter held up his mug. “What are you putting in this stuff?” he asked, breaking the silence.

The tavern keeper shook his head. “Don't look at me,” he retorted. “He just got here.”

Down at the other end of the counter, a vagrant looked up. The man was even more disheveled than Maurice and his eyes were cloudy, his cheeks weathered. He glanced at Maurice and nodded, as though he and Maurice were in on it together. “What they don't tell you is there used to be a castle and we don't remember any of it!” he said.

Instantly, the tavern filled with laughter.

“No!” Maurice protested. “He could be right! My daughter's life is in danger, why do you laugh? This isn't a joke! His castle is hidden in the woods. It's already winter there!”

“Winter in June?” Jean said, laughing. “Crazy old Maurice.”

“Please listen!” Maurice begged, looking around the room at the dispassionate faces. “The Beast is real. Will no one help me?”

Sitting in his chair, Gaston stayed silent. Belle's father was an odd man. He always had been. But as the man continued to beg, an idea began to form in the back of Gaston's mind. An idea that could get him exactly what he wanted and make him look like the hero—again.

Quickly, Gaston got to his feet. “I'll help you, Maurice,” he said grandly.

“You will?” LeFou asked, confused by his friend's sudden generosity.

Gaston turned and winked at LeFou and mouthed, Just watch. Then he addressed the room. “Everyone! Stop making fun of this man at once!” Instantly, the laughter died. He nodded. He really was the most respected man in town.

Maurice rushed over and fell to his knees. “Thank you,” he said gratefully. “Thank you.”

“Don't thank me, Maurice,” Gaston said, pulling the old man to his feet. “Lead us to the Beast.”

Still mumbling his thanks, Maurice headed out of the tavern. Gaston and LeFou exchanged looks as they followed him. The other patrons, seeing their beloved Gaston on a mission, followed, as well. Soon there was a parade making its way through the village. The commotion woke still others, who eagerly joined in, despite not knowing what was going on.

“I see what you're doing,” LeFou said in a whisper as they walked.

Gaston nodded. He had known LeFou would figure out his plan. He always did. Now Gaston just had to make sure Maurice didn't figure it out before it could all unfold. If Gaston was right—and he usually was—he had just found a way to make Belle marry him...

Inside the Beast's castle, things were a bit calmer than they were back in the village... but not by much. Ever since Belle's arrival, the staff had been in a tizzy. It wasn't very often they had a guest in the castle. In fact, they hadn't had a guest in the castle since that fateful night. Determined to make Belle feel at home, every member of the household was doing some part to make everything perfect, starting with dinner.

The kitchen staff hurried about excitedly. Headed by Mrs. Potts—a no-nonsense teapot with a heart of gold—they were putting together an elaborate meal for Belle and their master.

Sitting atop her tea service trolley, Mrs. Potts watched with pleasure as plates and serving ware that had long since gone unused came out of their drawers and cupboards. Beside her, her son, Chip, hopped up and down with excitement. “Mama,” the little teacup said, “there's a girl in the castle!”

“Yes, Chip,” Mrs. Potts said gently. “We know.”

“Is she pretty? Is she nice?” Chip asked. “What kind of tea does she like? Herbal? Oolong? Chamomile?”

“We'll find out soon enough,” Mrs. Potts said. “Now slow down before you break your handle!”

At that moment, Lumiere and Cogsworth entered. The candelabrum quickly made his way over to Cuisinier, the large stove—complete with cooktop, range, vent hood, and ovens—in the middle of the kitchen. “This is your night,” Lumiere said seriously. “We are counting on you, Monsieur Cuisinier.”

The stove puffed up proudly. “Finally!” he said. His voice sounded rusty, as though it had not been used in quite some time. “A chance to cook again. Do you know what it's been like pleasing a beast's palate? ‘Stag tartare with the antlers'on every single day! Who eats chicken for dessert, I ask you? Who?” As he stopped to take a breath, Cuisinier's sides heaved with indignation.

Knowing it was best to appease the rather temperamental stove, Lumiere nodded sympathetically. “Tonight, you make a soufflé!”

“LUMIERE!”

The Beast's roar echoed in the kitchen—it seemed the master was on his way. Instantly, Lumiere's flames dimmed. Cogsworth shook. They both knew the Beast was not pleased.

“Just... let me do the talking,” Lumiere said to the majordomo. While Cogsworth was very good at running a household—and telling time—he was terrible at knowing the right thing to say. He had been known, on more than one occasion, to try to escape blame at any cost. It would be best for all those involved if Lumiere was the one to deal with the Beast. At least, he hoped it would be.

A moment later, the doors to the kitchen burst open and the Beast appeared. His chest was heaving and his blue eyes were stormy as he took in the assembled staff. He sniffed the air, which was filled with the delicious smells of cooking, and his eyes grew even stormier. “You are making her dinner?” he growled.

“We thought you might appreciate the company,” Lumiere replied in his most politic voice.

“Master,” Cogsworth said, trying to cover his own wheels and pins, “I can assure you that I had no part in this hopeless plan. Preparing a dinner, designing a gown for her, giving her a suite in the East Wing—”

“You gave her a bedroom?” The Beast's shout had enough force to blow out Lumiere's candles.

Cogsworth backpedaled. “I... I... well,” he stammered. “You said... um... that the whole castle was a prison, so what difference would a bed make...”

Seeing his friend struggle, Lumiere jumped in. “That is true, master,” he pointed out. “And if the girl is the one who can break the spell, maybe you can start by using dinner to charm her.” He turned and threw his friend a bone. “Good plan, Cogsworth.”

The Beast narrowed his eyes. Then he began to pace back and forth. Finally, he looked at Lumiere and Cogsworth. “The idea is ridiculous,” he said. “Charm the prisoner?”

“You must try, master,” Lumiere said. He took a deep breath. He knew that what he was about to say was not something the master wanted to hear. But nevertheless, it needed to be said. “With every passing day, we become less human.”

Behind him, the staff piped up, adding their own encouragement. He heard someone say “You can do it,” and another member of the staff added, “Please.” In their voices, Lumiere heard the same desperation he felt. Their master's fate was their fate—yet only the Beast could change it.

“She's the daughter of a common thief,” the Beast pointed out, his staff's pleas falling on deaf ears. “What kind of person do you think that makes her?”

Mrs. Potts, who had been silent up until that point, finally spoke up. “Oh, you can't judge people by who their father is, now can you?”

She didn't need to say more; her loaded statement was clear enough. All around her, the staff cringed, prepared for the master to retaliate. But to their surprise, he didn't. He paused for a moment, his eyes locked on Mrs. Potts. She knew, more than many, just how deep a wound the master's father had left on him.

Finally, with a resigned grunt, the Beast turned and left the kitchen. Lumiere, Cogsworth, and Mrs. Potts exchanged glances. And then they rushed after him, knowing he couldn't be left to his own devices to ask the girl to dinner.




第7章



加斯顿还是不敢相信，他居然被拒绝了。被冷漠无情、直截了当、完完全全地拒绝了。他没法摆脱内心深处的糟糕情绪。即使坐在他身边的来福一直在说他是多么优秀，他也还是无法挣脱那种悲伤。

“想象一下，来福，”加斯顿喝了一大口酒说。他在来福面前挥了挥手。“在一座乡村小屋里，火上烤着我刚打来的飞禽猛兽。我的妻子在给我按摩着劳累的双脚，而可爱的孩子们正围着我们跑来跑去。”

“哦！火上烤的什么呢？”来福说道，他永远都是那个被吸引的、心甘情愿的听众。“真正能描绘出画面的是那些小细节。”

加斯顿给这个打扰到他独白的小个子男人甩了个脸色。“但贝儿说了什么？”他问道，他已经在脑子里描绘出一幅相当清晰的画面了。“‘我永远都不会嫁给你的，加斯顿。'”处于愤怒中的加斯顿狠狠地摔下了自己的酒杯。

“还有其他女孩呢，”来福指出。他回过头对着身后的一群女孩点了点头。加斯顿勉强看了她们一眼，但这已经足够让她们咯咯直笑了。

来福是对的。加斯顿可以选择这个镇上或其他镇上的任何一位女孩。但这不是关键。这些女孩他一个都不想要。“一位伟大的猎人是不会在兔子身上浪费时间的，”最后他说道。他的声音在小酒馆里回荡着，这让那些女孩脸上调情的媚笑瞬间消失了。

就在这时，酒馆的门被吹开了。莫里斯站在门口。他的眼神疯狂，衣衫破烂。一阵咳嗽袭来，他只好抓住门框，“救命！”咳嗽平息下来后，他说道，“有没有人能帮我！我们现在就得出发……不能再耽误一分一秒……”

莫里斯说着话，走进酒馆，在壁炉燃烧的熊熊烈火中寻求着温暖。酒馆的老板看到这个男人如此衣冠不整，便试着让他冷静下来。“哇哦，哇哦，哇哦，”他说，“慢点，莫里斯。”

莫里斯摇着头说：“他把贝儿……锁在地牢里了。”

加斯顿坐直了身体，他的兴趣被激发了。

“谁抓了她？”酒馆老板问。

“一只野兽！”莫里斯回答说，“一只恐怖的、巨大的野兽！”

整间酒馆的人都被他的话震惊到了，一时间全都一言不发。这时，陶工让举起了他的杯子。“你在这里面放了什么？”他问道，随即打破了沉默。

酒馆的老板摇了摇头。“别看着我，”他反驳道，“他才到这儿。”

在柜台的另一头，一位流浪者抬起了头。他甚至比莫里斯还衣冠不整，他的眼里满是愁苦，脸上饱经沧桑。他看了一眼莫里斯，点点头，好像跟莫里斯共同经历过一样。他说：“他们没告诉过你的是，那里过去有座城堡，但我们一点儿也不记得了。”

酒馆里的人立刻哄堂大笑起来。

“不要笑！”莫里斯抗议说，“他可能是对的！我女儿有生命危险，你们为什么要笑？这不是个笑话！他的城堡就藏在森林里。那里现在已经是冬天了！”

“冬天在六月？”让笑着说，“老疯子莫里斯。”

“求你们听我说！”莫里斯环视着周围冷漠的脸，乞求道，“真的有野兽。没人愿意帮我吗？”

加斯顿坐在椅子上，一言不发。贝儿的父亲是个古怪的人。他一直都是。但当这个男人继续乞求的时候，一个主意开始在加斯顿脑海深处形成。这个主意可以让他得到他想要的，可以让他再次成为英雄。

加斯顿很快站了起来。“我来帮你，莫里斯。”他气势如虹地说道。

“你会帮他？”来福问道，他对他朋友突然表现得如此慷慨感到困惑。

加斯顿转过身对着来福眨了眨眼，做了个嘴型说：就看着吧。然后他开始发表讲话。“所有人！立刻停止取笑他！”瞬间，笑声消失了。他点点头。他确实是这个镇上最受尊重的人。

莫里斯冲过去，跪了下来。“谢谢你，”他感激地说，“谢谢你。”

“不用谢我，莫里斯，”加斯顿把这个老男人拉到他脚边说，“带我们到野兽那去。”

还在咕哝着谢谢的莫里斯朝酒馆外面走去。加斯顿和来福跟着他，互相交换了一下眼神。其他客人看着他们爱戴的加斯顿有所行动，也跟了过去。很快就形成了一支队伍，在镇子里行进。这一骚动惊醒了一些人，他们踊跃地加入进来，尽管他们根本不知道发生了什么事。

“我知道你想干什么了。”他们一边走，来福一边悄悄地说道。

加斯顿点点头。他早就知道来福会明白他的计划。他向来如此。现在加斯顿只需确认在事情暴露之前莫里斯没有明白这个计划就行。如果加斯顿是正确的——他通常是——那他找到了一个能够让贝儿嫁给他的方法……

在野兽的城堡里面，一切都显得要比镇上平静一些……但也不是特别平静。自从贝儿到了这儿，所有人员都陷入了焦虑。城堡里不常有客人。实际上，打从那个命中注定的夜晚起，这里就再也没有过客人了。为了让贝儿感觉像在家里一样，城堡里的每一位成员都在尽自己的一份力让一切都是完美的，就从晚餐开始。

厨房的成员们兴奋地忙碌着。茶壶太太——一个一本正经而且心地善良的茶壶——带领着他们，齐心协力为贝儿还有他们的主人准备着丰盛的晚餐。

茶壶太太坐在她那服务推车的顶上，高兴地看到那些很长时间没有被使用的盘子还有餐具从他们的抽屉和柜子里出来了。她的儿子阿奇在她身边兴奋地蹦上蹦下。“妈妈，”这个小茶杯说，“城堡里有个女孩！”

“是的，阿奇，”茶壶太太温柔地说，“我们知道。”

“她漂亮吗？她善良吗？”阿奇问道，“她喜欢喝哪种茶？花草茶？乌龙茶？甘菊茶？”

“我们很快就会知道了，”茶壶太太说，“现在慢点，小心摔了你的杯子把手。”

这时，卢米亚和葛士华进来了。烛台很快跑到屈西尼耶那儿，这个位于厨房中间的大火炉——灶台、炉灶、通气罩、烤炉，样样齐全。“今晚该你大展身手了，”卢米亚认真地说，“我们都指望你了，屈西尼耶先生。”

那火炉骄傲地鼓起胸膛。“终于！”他说。他的声音听起来有点像生锈了，似乎已经有相当长的一段时间没有用过了。“有再次烹饪的机会了，你知道满足一只野兽的味蕾是什么样的吗？每天都是‘鞑靼鹿肉配鹿角'！谁吃鸡肉配点心，我问你？谁？”屈西尼耶停下来喘气，他的两侧因为愤慨而上下起伏着。

卢米亚知道最好安抚一下这个脾气相当暴躁的火炉，他同情地点点头说：“今晚，你可以做点心。”

“卢！米！亚！”

野兽的咆哮声在厨房里回响起来——主人似乎过来了。卢米亚的火焰立刻暗淡下来。葛士华心绪不宁。他们都知道野兽不高兴了。

“就……让我来解释。”卢米亚对主管说。虽然葛士华很擅长出卖大家——还有报时——但他真的很不擅长斟酌什么时候该说什么话。他不止一次地被大家发现，他会为逃脱责备而不惜一切代价。如果卢米亚是那个应付野兽的人，对所有参与进来的人员来说是再好不过的。至少，他希望会是这样。

片刻之后，厨房的门被猛地打开，野兽出现了。他看到聚在一起的仆人们后，他的胸部上下起伏着，他蓝色的眼睛里布满狂风暴雨。他嗅到空气里面充斥着食物诱人的香气，眼里的暴风雨更加猛烈了。“你们还给她做晚餐？”他吼道。

“我们以为您会乐意有人陪伴。”卢米亚用他最精明的声音回答道。

“主人，”葛士华说，他想尽力掩饰自己的过失。“我可以向您保证，这个没有希望的计划跟我一点关系也没有。准备晚餐，给她设计晚礼服，给她在东角楼安排套间——”

“你们给了她一张床？”野兽吼叫的力量太大，大到将卢米亚的蜡烛吹熄了。

葛士华开始后退。“我……我……对了，”他结结巴巴地说，“你说的……呃……整座城堡都是监狱，所以一张床又有什么区别……”

卢米亚看到他的朋友挣扎着解释，于是加入了谈话。“这是事实，主人，”他指出，“而且如果她就是那个可以解开魔咒的女孩，也许您可以从跟她一起吃晚餐开始来吸引她。”他转过身，对他的朋友表示赞同。“真是个好计划啊，葛士华。”

野兽眯起眼睛，然后，他开始来回踱步。最后他看着卢米亚和葛士华。“这个主意太荒谬了，”他说，“吸引一名囚犯？”

“您得试一下，主人。”卢米亚说。他深吸了一口气，他知道他将要说的会是主人不愿意听到的，但还是得说。“每过去一天，我们就变得越不像人类。”

他后面的侍从们开始插嘴，加了一些他们自己的鼓励。他听见有人说：“你可以的。”另一个侍从补充说：“求求你。”卢米亚在他们的声音里，听出了他感受到的同样的绝望。主人的命运就是他们的命运——然而只有野兽才能改变它。

“她是一个小偷的女儿，”野兽指出，他对仆人们的恳求充耳不闻，“你觉得她又会是一个什么样的人？”

一直沉默的茶壶太太这一刻终于说话了。“哦，您不能根据一个人的父亲而判断一个人，就像现在的您，是吗？”

她不需要说更多，她的陈述已经够清楚了。她身边的所有侍从都感到局促不安，准备好了承受野兽的回击。但让他们吃惊的是，他没有。他停顿了一瞬间，紧紧地盯着茶壶太太。她比许多人更清楚，野兽的父亲给他留下的伤疤有多深。

终于，野兽放弃似地咕哝了一声，转身离开厨房。卢米亚、葛士华还有茶壶太太交换了眼色。然后，他们冲过去跟上了他，他们知道不能让他一个人去邀请那位女孩共进晚餐。




Chapter 8



The beast stood in front of the door to the bedroom that now, against his wishes, belonged to Belle. Beside him, his key staff waited, ready to help if necessary. He glared at them, and then, raising one big paw, he knocked. Twice.

“You will join me for dinner!” he said, not waiting for a response from Belle. “That's not a request!”

On her serving trolley, Mrs. Potts gave a small cough. “Gently, master,” she advised. “Remember, the girl lost her father and her freedom in one day.”

“Yes,” Lumiere agreed. “The poor thing is probably in there scared to death.”

The Beast sighed. He was getting rather tired of the sudden onslaught of advice. Still, he knocked again.

This time, there came an answer. “Just a minute.” Belle's voice was muffled through the thick door.

“You see!” Lumiere said happily. “There she is! Now, master, remember, be gentle...”

“Kind...” added Mrs. Potts.

“Charming!” Plumette chirped.

“And when she opens the door,” Lumiere finished, “give her a dashing, debonair smile. Come, come—show me the smile.”

Show him the smile? the Beast repeated to himself. Had Lumiere lost his mind? He hadn't smiled in years. There had been no reason to. He started to point that out, but a look from Mrs. Potts stopped him. Reluctantly, he tensed the muscles in his face, pulling his lips back over his teeth.

In unison, his staff took a horrified step back.

“Eh, less teeth,” Lumiere suggested.

The Beast didn't need a mirror to know that his first attempt at a smile had resulted in the most hideous grin anyone had ever seen. He tried again.

“More teeth?” Plumette said.

The Beast sighed. Still hideous, he supposed. Once more, he adjusted his smile.

“Different teeth?” Cogsworth advised.

“How about no teeth?” Mrs. Potts added.

The Beast flashed a warning look. He had had enough. The staff wanted him to ask Belle to dinner. He would ask her to dinner. He would not, however, spend any more time trying to smile. Knocking once more, he tried again: “Will you join me for dinner?”

This time, Belle's response was much swifter. “You've taken me prisoner and now you're asking me to dine with you?” Her voice sounded closer now, as though she were right on the other side of the door. “Are you mad?”

As Belle's words registered with the Beast, his expression grew dark. His paws clenched at his sides and his lips pulled up in a snarl.

“Calm yourself, master,” Mrs. Potts said in her most reassuring tone. She knew the Beast was only moments away from losing his temper.

“But she is infuriating,” the Beast replied through clenched teeth. “Difficult.”

Mrs. Potts tried not to smile at the irony of her master's calling Belle difficult. She attempted to reason with him instead. “So, you be easy,” she said.

Taking a deep breath, the Beast prepared to try once more. He managed to speak in a tone that was mostly nice. “It would give me great pleasure if you would join me for dinner.”

Belle's response was immediate. “It would give me great pleasure,” she said through the door, “if you would go away.”

That was the final straw. The Beast's eyebrows twitched. His tail thrashed. His claws flashed, and then, as the staff backed away, he lifted his paw and banged on the door with all his strength. The hallway shook.

“I told you to come to dinner!” he snarled, all nicety gone.

Belle did not back down. She banged on the other side of the door. “And I told you no! I'd starve before I ever ate a meal with you!”

“Be my guest,” the Beast shouted back. “Go ahead and starve!” Turning, he glared at his staff. They were the ones who had gotten him into this mess in the first place. “If she doesn't eat with me, then she doesn't eat at all!”

“Master, no!” Lumiere protested. “Show her the real you.”

“This is the real me,” the Beast said. Without another word, he headed toward his rooms. Behind him, he could hear the staff muttering to themselves, their voices disappointed. But he didn't care. What had they expected to happen? For Belle to swoon at the idea of eating dinner with him? A beast? They were fools if they thought that would happen. And he had been a fool to try.

Pushing open the door to the West Wing, he stalked over to a small table by the window. On top of it were a hand mirror and a glass jar, which held a single red rose that hung, enchanted, in its center. Picking up the mirror, the Beast gave a single command. “Show me the girl!”

Magic whirled and the mirror's glass slowly shifted and swirled until it revealed Belle. She sat, her back against the door of her room and a look of dread on her face.

Slowly, he put the mirror down. Belle was scared because of him, because of the beast he was—the beast he might very well always be. His eyes locked on the enchanted rose and he sighed, watching as another petal fell to the table. It was only a matter of time now before the last petal fell, and when that happened... The Beast shuddered and lowered his head. When that happened, all hope would be lost. And if Belle's reaction was any indication, he had just blown one of his few chances.

I have to get out of here, Belle thought as she pushed herself to her feet. The Beast was a monster. His behavior just then had proven that beyond a doubt. If she didn't get away now, she would most likely be stuck with him forever. She shuddered at the horrifying thought.

Walking over to the window, she looked out. After she had been left alone with a narcoleptic wardrobe as her only guardian, she had wasted no time in putting an escape plan into action. Ripping apart the hideous dress Garderobe had made her, she had used the fabric to create a makeshift rope. It now hung out the window, the end dangling about twenty feet from the ground. It wasn't perfect, but it would do.

She had just taken a deep breath and picked up the rope when... Knock! Knock! Knock!

“I told you to go away!” she shouted over her shoulder.

To her surprise, it was not the Beast's deep and grumbling voice that answered. Instead, the voice that replied was gentle, kind, and polished. “Don't worry, dear,” it said. “It's not the master. It's Mrs. Potts.” A moment later, the door swung open and a serving trolley rolled inside. Placed on top were a beautifully painted teapot and a teacup with the same design on its side. The pot, Belle had to assume, was Mrs. Potts.

Quickly, Belle tried to block the rope that hung behind her. But Mrs. Potts had spotted the escape route the moment she had entered the room. It hadn't surprised her. Belle seemed like a clever girl, and the master had given her no reason to feel welcome. Still, Mrs. Potts wasn't going to let the girl just leave—not if she could help it. And having lived with a stubborn individual for quite some time, she knew that sometimes the best way to make people do what they didn't want to do was to give them the chance to do it on their own terms.

“It's a very long journey, my lamb,” Mrs. Potts said sweetly. “Let me fix you up before you go. I have found in my experience that most troubles seem less troubling after a bracing cup o' tea. Isn't that right, Madame de Garderobe?” Mrs. Potts turned and addressed the armoire, who was still fast asleep. “Madame! Wake up!”

With a jolt, Garderobe awoke. “What?” she asked, sounding sleepy and confused. “I fell asleep again?”

“Madame used to sleep eight hours a day,” the small teacup piped up. “Now she sleeps twenty-three.”

“That'll do, Chip,” Mrs. Potts warned. “It's not polite to discuss a lady's habits.”

But Chip, as Belle now knew him, had given her pause. And since she had gotten no answers from Garderobe earlier, she decided to try again. “What happened here?” she asked. “Is this an enchantment? A curse?” That could be the only logical explanation for the castle's oddities, in Belle's opinion. She had read many a story about such things, but she had never thought they could be real.

“She guessed it, Mama,” Chip said, lisping in his little voice through the chip in the front of his cup. “She's smart.”

As he spoke, his mother hopped over and filled him with tea. Then she nudged him toward Belle. “Slowly now, Chip,” she warned. “Don't spill tea. Or secrets.”

Belle smiled despite herself as she picked up Chip. He was so obviously a little boy, yet somehow he was trapped in the shape of a cup. How sad it must be, Belle thought, to not have the ability to do little-boy things.

As if sensing what she was thinking, Chip asked, “Want to see me do a trick?” Belle nodded, and Chip took a deep breath. Then he started to blow bubbles. The tea splish-splashed inside his cup, making Belle laugh. The sound echoed nicely through the room, and Mrs. Potts smiled.

“That was a very brave thing you did for your father, dear,” she remarked.

“We all think so,” Garderobe said, nodding in agreement.

Belle's smile faded at the mention of her father. “I'm so worried about him,” she said softly. “He's never been alone.”

“Cheer up, my poppet,” Mrs. Potts said, trying to get back some of the earlier levity. “Things will turn out in the end. You'll see. You'll feel a lot better after dinner.”

Belle looked at the teapot and cocked her head. “But he said, ‘If she doesn't eat with me, she doesn't eat at all.' ” She had dropped her voice and tried to make it sound as scary and mean as possible. Mrs. Potts held in a sigh. The master really had made a bad impression on the poor girl.

“People say a lot of things in anger,” she said. “It is our choice whether or not to listen.” As she spoke, she turned the serving trolley toward the door and began to leave. Turning to look back at Belle, Mrs. Potts smiled. “Coming, poppety?”

Belle watched as the teapot disappeared out the door. Her stomach rumbled. Fine, she thought, I'll go have dinner. But just this one meal. Then I am leaving... once and for all.

The kitchen staff was ready. Lumiere had seen to it as soon as Mrs. Potts had told him she was going to speak with Belle. He knew it was only a matter of time before the kind teapot convinced Belle to come down for a quick bite.

But Lumiere had no intention of this being any small, quick bite. This meal was going to be one Belle would remember forever. It was going to involve the tastiest of horsd'oeuvres, the most delicious of entrees, the most delightful of drinks, and, of course, the most decadent of desserts. By the time Belle put her fork down, she would never want to leave. At least, that was what Lumiere hoped.

Bursting into the kitchen, he clasped two of his candles together. “They're coming!” he said excitedly. “Final checks, everyone, tout de suite!” With pleasure, he watched as every member of the kitchen staff sprang into action. They all knew as well as he how important this dinner was.

All of them, that is, except apparently Cogsworth.

“No, you don't!” the clock said, shuffling into the middle of the fray. He folded his two little arms across his gears. “If the master finds out you violated his orders and fed her, he will blame me.”

Lumiere turned and stared at his friend. Then he sighed. How could Cogsworth be thinking of himself at a time like this? Making his way over, he nodded. “Yes,” he said, his tone teasing but his intent serious. “I will make sure of it. But did you see her stand up to him? I am telling you, this girl is the one! They must fall in love if we are to be human again, and they can't fall in love if she stays in her room.”

“You know she will never love him,” Cogsworth said softly.

“A broken clock is right two times a day, my friend,” Lumiere replied, refusing to let the stodgy majordomo get him down, “and this is not one of those times. We must try.”

Turning away from Cogsworth, he moved over to Cuisinier. Pots and pans bubbled and steamed on the stove, filling the air with a tantalizing smell. Behind him, Lumiere could feel Cogsworth's eyes on him, and he knew that the majordomo was struggling. Lumiere didn't blame him. He was right. The master would think this was all Cogsworth's doing if he found out. But they had no other choice. It wasn't every day a girl happened upon the enchanted castle—and a girl with the strength to stand up to the master, at that. This dinner was going to happen—with or with-out Cogsworth's blessing.

Finally, the clock sighed. Lumiere waited.

“At least keep it down,” Cogsworth said, his voice soft.

A smile spread across Lumiere's face. “Of course, of course,” he said. “But what is dinner without a little... music?”

“Music?” Cogsworth cried, his voice no longer quiet. He began shaking his head.

But it was too late. Lumiere was already guiding a harpsichord into the dining room. “Maestro Cadenza,” he said as he set him up in a corner of the room, “your wife is upstairs sleeping more and more each day. She is counting on you to help the master and this girl fall in love.”

With a flourish, the harpsichord played a scale, grimacing when one of the notes fell flat. “Then I shall play through the pain,” he said bravely.

At that moment, Mrs. Potts led Belle into the dining room. Lumiere saw the uneasiness in her eyes, and his resolve to make her comfortable grew stronger. He gave the staff one last knowing look, and then, with a flourish, he leapt onto the table.

“Ma chère, mademoiselle,” he began as a beam of moonlight streamed through the window. “It is with deepest pride and greatest pleasure that we welcome you tonight. We invite you to relax”—he nodded and the chair behind Belle moved in so that she sat, with a little squeak of surprise, and was pushed in to the table—“while we proudly present... your dinner.”

At first Belle sat with her hands on her lap as Lumiere guided her, course by course, through her meal. But as she listened to him describe the food and watched as the enchanted silverware and dishware made a show and dance, she began to relax. Her hands unclenched the napkin she was holding and her foot tapped to the rhythm of the harpsichord. By the time Lumiere referred to the “gray stuff” as delicious, Belle was smiling. She looked around at the plates and plates of food that seemed to multiply before her very eyes, her stomach growling nearly as loudly as the harpsichord was playing.

While Lumiere and the other staff continued to entertain her, Belle proceeded to eat to her heart's content. She tasted beef ragout and cheese soufflé. She dipped a freshly baked baguette in foie gras and sighed with pleasure as the food melted on her tongue. Each dish presented was better than the last, and every time Belle thought she wouldn't be able to eat a bite more, a platter presented itself and she found room.

Throughout it all, the music played, as wonderful as the food itself. By the time the meal was over, Belle was enchanted. It was hard not to be when all the servants seemed so happy to have her there, so pleased to be working. It occurred to her that with a master like the Beast, they might have been lonely and perhaps even a bit bored. While at the beginning of the meal she might have thought it silly to feel bad for a talking candelabrum, clock, or teapot, by the end of the meal she had ceased to see any of them as mere objects.

Pushing herself away from the table, Belle thanked everyone and said her good nights. Then she followed Mrs. Potts out of the room. After the warmth and frivolity of the meal, the rest of the castle now seemed colder and darker.

“I don't understand why you're all being so kind to me,” Belle said, giving voice to a thought that had been in the back of her mind since she had met Lumiere, Cogsworth, and Mrs. Potts.

Riding atop her serving cart, Mrs. Potts smiled gently. “You deserve nothing less, my love,” she said in a sweet motherly tone.

“But you're as trapped here as I am,” Belle pointed out. “Don't you ever want to escape?”

Mrs. Potts didn't respond right away. “The master's not as terrible as he appears,” she finally said. “Somewhere deep in his soul there's a prince of a fellow, just waiting to be set free.”

Belle cocked her head; the words prince and free sounded like pieces to the puzzle she was trying hard to put together. “Lumiere mentioned something about the West Wing...” she went on, hoping to get a bit more information out of the kind teapot.

But Mrs. Potts wasn't falling for it. “Oh, never you mind about that,” she said as they reached the bottom of the stairs that led up to Belle's room. “Now off to bed, before the sun starts peeking through the trees. Can I get you anything else, dearie?”

“No, you've already done so much,” Belle said sincerely. “Thank you. Good night.”

“Nighty-night,” Mrs. Potts replied as her serving cart turned and headed back toward the kitchen.

Belle watched, her hand on the railing, until the trolley and Mrs. Potts had disappeared from view. Then she glanced up at the stairs in front of her. She began to climb, her mind whirling. She knew that was her chance to get back to her room and make her escape, yet something was stopping her. She paused on the stairs' landing. If she went to the left, she would get back to her room and, perhaps, freedom. But if she went right... She gazed up the set of stairs that must lead to the West Wing.

Her mind made up, Belle took a deep breath. Then she turned right. She still had a little time before sunrise. She would just take a quick peek in the West Wing. After all, what harm could come from a quick look?




第8章



野兽站在房门前，尽管他不情愿，但这个房间现在已经属于贝儿了。在他身边，他的几个主要侍从等待着，准备在需要的时候帮他一把。他盯着他们，然后举起一只大爪子。他敲了两下。

“你来跟我一起吃晚餐！”他说，根本不等贝儿回答，“这可不是在请求你！”

服务推车上的茶壶太太轻咳了一声。“温柔点儿，主人，”她建议道，“记住，这女孩在一天之内失去了她的父亲和自由。”

“是的，”卢米亚赞同道，“那可怜的孩子可能快被吓死了。”

野兽叹了口气。他有点厌烦这些突如其来的建议。尽管如此，他还是再次敲了敲门。

这次，里面有了回应。“等一下。”贝儿的声音透过厚实的门听上去有些模糊不清。

“你看！”卢米亚高兴地说，“她回应了！现在，主人，记着，要温柔……”

“要友善……”茶壶太太补充道。

“散发魅力！”普路美尖声叫道。

“当她打开门时，”卢米亚总结说，“给她一个饱满的、文雅的微笑。快，快，笑给我看一下。”

笑给他看？野兽在心里重复了一遍。卢米亚疯了吗？他已经很多年没笑过了。没有什么理由能让他笑。他准备指出这一点，但是茶壶太太的一个眼色制止了他。他不情愿地收紧脸上的肌肉，把嘴唇拉到了牙齿后面。

他的侍从们不约而同地像受到惊吓般后退了一步。

“呃，牙齿露得太多了。”卢米亚建议道。

野兽不照镜子也知道，自己第一次试着微笑的结果是一个任何人都没见过的最丑陋的咧嘴笑。他又尝试了一次。

“再多露点牙齿可以吗？”普路美说。

野兽叹了口气。他猜，还是很丑。再来一次，他调整着自己的微笑。

“露别的牙齿？”葛士华建议说。

“不露牙齿怎么样？”茶壶太太加了句。

野兽露出了警告的神情。他受够了。侍从们想让他请贝儿吃晚餐。他就来问她是否共进晚餐。但是，他决不会再多花时间来尝试微笑了。他又敲响了门，再次尝试道：“你愿意和我共进晚餐吗？”

这次，贝儿回复得快多了。“你囚禁了我，现在又来邀请我跟你共进晚餐？”她的声音听起来近了些，似乎她就在门的另一侧。“你疯了？”

野兽听着贝儿的一字一句，脸色阴郁了起来。他的爪子在身体两侧紧紧地攥着，嘴巴也拉成了咆哮的状态。

“冷静下来，主人。”茶壶太太用她最能安慰人的语调说道。她知道野兽马上就要发脾气了。

“但她太气人了，”野兽咬牙切齿地回答说，“难相处。”

茶壶太太尽量不去嘲笑野兽说贝儿难相处的讽刺话，而是尝试着给他讲道理。“那你就做好相处的那个吧。”她说。

野兽深吸了一口气，准备再试一次。他尽力让自己用最友善的语调说：“如果您能与我共进晚餐，那将是我莫大的荣幸。”

贝儿立即回复了他。“这也将是我莫大的荣幸，”她隔着门说，“如果你离开的话。”

那是压倒骆驼的最后一根稻草。野兽的眉毛抽搐起来，尾巴开始扑来扑去。他亮出爪子，侍从们立刻后退，他举起爪子用尽力气重重地捶门。整个走廊都在震动。

“我让你去吃晚餐！”他咆哮着，所有的友善都消失殆尽。

贝儿没有让步。她捶着另一边的门说道：“我也告诉过你我不去！我宁愿饿死也不跟你一起吃饭。”

“随便你，”野兽吼叫着回击道，“不出来就饿死你吧！”他转身瞪着他的侍从们。从一开始就是这些人令他陷入这种糟糕的境地的。“如果她不跟我吃，那就什么都别给她吃！”

“主人，别这样！”卢米亚抗议道，“给她展现出最真实的你。”

“这就是最真实的我。”野兽说。他不再多说，向着自己的房间走去。他可以听到身后的侍从们互相咕哝着，他们的声音里尽是失望。但他并不在意。他们期待发生什么？贝儿会心甘情愿地与他共进晚餐？跟一只野兽？如果他们以为这会发生，那他们就是傻瓜。而他也像个傻瓜一样尝试了。

他推开西角楼的门，迈步到窗边的小桌子旁。桌子上有一面带手柄的镜子和一个玻璃瓶，瓶子里装着一枝玫瑰。被施了魔法的玫瑰悬空在玻璃瓶的正中间。野兽拿起镜子，下令道：“给我看那个女孩！”

魔法启动了，镜子的玻璃慢慢变化，旋转，直到贝儿的影像出现了。她正背对着房门坐着，面带恐惧。

他慢慢放下镜子。贝儿被他吓到了，因为他是野兽——他很可能永远都将是野兽。他盯着那枝被施了魔法的玫瑰，叹了口气，只见又一片花瓣落到了桌上。距离最后一片花瓣落下只是时间问题了，一旦发生……野兽颤抖着低下头。一旦发生，任何希望都没有了。如果贝儿的反应是某种征兆的话，那他刚刚已经把自己微乎其微的机会扼杀了。

我得离开这儿，贝儿一边想一边努力地站了起来。野兽就是怪物。他刚才的行为已经证明这是毫无疑问的。如果她现在不逃走，那她很可能会被永远困住，和他待在一起。她因为这个恐怖的想法而全身战栗。

她走到窗边，看向外面。在剩下她一人并且只有一个嗜睡的衣柜作为唯一的看守之后，她就争分夺秒来实施逃跑计划。她把衣柜夫人给她做的难看的裙子撕成布条，用它们做成了临时的绳索。它现在就挂在窗外，尾端离地面约有20英尺。这不太完美，但也凑合。

她深吸一口气，拿起绳索，就在这时，咚！咚！咚！响起了敲门声。

“我告诉过你走开！”她回头喊道。

让她吃惊的是，回答她的不是野兽低沉且浑厚的声音，而是一个温柔、友善、优美的声音。“不要担心，亲爱的，”她说，“我不是主人，我是茶壶太太。”片刻之后，门转开了，进来一辆服务推车。上面放着一个漆得很漂亮的茶壶，旁边是一个跟她同样设计的茶杯。贝儿断定，这个壶就是茶壶太太。

贝儿立刻挡住挂在她身后的绳子。但茶壶太太在进门时就发现了这条逃跑路线。这并不让她感到吃惊。贝儿看起来是个聪明的女孩，况且主人没能让她感觉到宾至如归。尽管如此，茶壶太太不会让这个女孩就这样离开——如果她能解开魔法，就不能让她离开。在跟一个固执的家伙生活了相当长的一段时间后，她知道有时想让做他们不想做的事，最好的办法就是给他们机会按照自己的想法去做。

“这可是一段很长的路，乖孩子，”茶壶太太温柔地说，“在你走之前，让我帮你安排一下。就我的经验来看，大多数麻烦在喝上一杯提神茶之后就会变得不那么麻烦。不是吗，衣柜夫人？”茶壶太太转身对衣柜说，而衣柜夫人还在熟睡。“夫人！醒醒！”

衣柜夫人晃了一下，醒了过来。“什么？”她问道，她的声音听起来既困倦又困惑。“我又睡着了吗？”

“夫人过去每天睡8个小时，”小茶杯蹦蹦跳跳地说，“现在要睡23个小时。”

“好了，阿奇，”茶壶太太提醒说，“谈论一位女士的嗜好可不礼貌哦。”

但是贝儿新认识的阿奇让她停顿了一瞬间。既然她之前没能从衣柜夫人那里得到答案，她决定再试试。“这里发生过什么？”她问道，“是魔法吗？还是诅咒？”在贝儿看来，这可能是对城堡里的诸多怪事所能做出的唯一符合逻辑的解释了。她读过许多类似的故事，但是从未想过它们可能是真实的。

“她猜到了，妈妈，”阿奇说，他小小的声音因为杯子前面的缺口有点口齿不清。“她真聪明。”

他说话时，他妈妈跳到了他身边，给他倒满了茶。然后她把他推向贝儿。“慢点，阿奇，”她警告道，“别漏了茶或秘密。”

贝儿拿起阿奇时不由自主地笑了。他显然是个小男孩，不知怎么的被困住，成了一个杯子。贝儿想：没有能力去做一个小男孩想做的事，这该多么悲伤啊。

阿奇似乎感受到她在想什么，他问道：“想看我表演杂技吗？”贝儿点点头，阿奇深吸了一口气，开始吹泡泡。茶就在他的杯子里水花四溅，让贝儿开怀大笑。笑声在房间里清脆地回响着，茶壶太太也笑了。

“你为你父亲做的那件事真是勇敢啊，亲爱的。”她评论道。

“我们都这么认为。”衣柜夫人说，点头表示同意。

一提到父亲，贝儿的笑容消失了。“我很担心他，”她轻轻地说，“他从来没有一个人过。”

“高兴点，乖孩子，”茶壶太太说，想为刚才轻率的言语做一点挽回。“事情最终都会水落石出。你等着瞧。你吃过晚饭后会感觉好很多的。”

贝儿看着茶壶，歪着头。“但是他说‘如果她不跟我吃，那就什么都别给她吃！'”她压低了声音，尽量让它听起来恐怖又刻薄。茶壶太太叹了口气。主人果然给这可怜的女孩留了个坏印象。

“人在生气的时候会说很多气话，”她说，“而听与不听是我们的选择。”她边说边把服务推车转向门口，准备离开。茶壶太太转身看着贝儿，微笑着说：“要来吗，乖孩子？”

贝儿看着茶壶夫人消失在门外。她的肚子咕咕直叫。她想：好吧，我去吃晚餐。但就吃这一顿，之后我就离开……永远离开。

厨房的仆人们已经准备妥当。当茶壶太太告诉卢米亚，她要去和贝儿聊聊的时候，他就料到了结果。他知道善良的茶壶说服贝儿下来吃个便饭只是时间上的问题。

但是卢米亚没打算让这顿饭吃得简单而迅速。这顿饭将会是让贝儿永生难忘的一餐。这顿饭将会有最美味的餐前点心、最可口的主菜、最好喝的饮品，当然，还有最让人欲罢不能的甜点。只要贝儿拿起叉子，她就再也不想离开。至少，这是卢米亚所希望的。

他冲进厨房，把两支蜡烛紧紧地握在一起。“他们来了！”他激动地说，“最后确认，每个人，立刻！”他高兴地看到厨房里的每位成员都立刻开始行动。他们都跟他一样清楚这顿晚餐有多重要。

他们所有人都是如此，显然葛士华除外。

“不，你们停下！”挂钟说，慢慢移到战场中间。他把自己的两只小胳膊交叉在齿轮前。“如果主人发现你们违背他的命令给她吃东西，他会责备我的。”

卢米亚转身盯着他的朋友，然后叹了口气。葛士华怎么能在这个关键时刻还只想着他自己呢？他走过去，点了点头。“是的，”他说，他的语气戏谑但是目的严肃，“我保证不会被发现的。但是你看到她反抗他了吗？我现在告诉你，她就是那个女孩！我们要想再变回人类，他们就必须相爱。她要是待在房里不出来，他们就不可能爱上对方。”

“你知道她永远都不会爱上他的。”葛士华轻声说。

“一个坏钟一天之内有两次是对的，我的朋友，”卢米亚回答说，他不会因为这个古板的总管而情绪低落。“这次非同寻常。我们必须试一试。”

他转身离开葛士华，去了屈西尼耶那儿。火炉上的罐子和锅冒着气泡，蒸汽缭绕，空气里全是诱人的香气。卢米亚可以感觉到他身后的葛士华正盯着他，他知道总管正在做着心理斗争。卢米亚不怪他。他是对的。主人要是发现了，会认为全是葛士华干的。但他们别无选择。不是每天都会有女孩闯入这座被施了魔法的城堡——也不是每个女孩都有勇气像那样反抗主人。这顿晚餐一定要进行下去——葛士华赞成也好，反对也罢。

最后，挂钟叹了口气。卢米亚等待着。

“至少小点儿声。”葛士华说道，他的声音很轻。

卢米亚脸上漾开了笑容。“当然，当然，”他说，“但是晚餐怎么可能没有一点……音乐？”

“音乐？”葛士华叫着，他的声音不再轻柔。他开始摇头。

但为时已晚，卢米亚已经领着一架钢琴进餐厅了。“卡登扎大师，”他一边把他安置在房间的一角，一边说，“您的妻子在楼上，她每天睡的时间越来越多。她正指望着您来帮助主人和这个女孩相爱呢。”

钢琴炫耀似的弹奏了一个音阶，当有一个琴键走调时，他做了个鬼脸。“那我就忍受着痛苦弹奏吧。”他勇敢地说。

这时，茶壶太太带着贝儿进了餐厅。卢米亚看出了她眼里的不安，他想让她在这儿感到舒适的决心变得更强烈了。他最后给了所有人一个会意的眼神，然后，他炫耀般地跳上了桌子。

“亲爱的小姐。”当一束月光透过窗子倾泻进来时，他开始说道，“今晚让我们以无上的骄傲与莫大的荣幸欢迎您的到来。我们请您放松。”——他点了点头，贝儿身后的椅子便上前让她坐下，一点意外的咯吱声后，坐在椅子上的贝儿被推到了餐桌前——“那么让我们骄傲地呈现——您的晚餐。”

刚开始，在卢米亚一样一样地给她介绍时，贝儿把手紧贴着大腿坐着。但当她听着他描绘食物，看着被施了魔法的银器和盘子表演、跳跃，她开始放松了。她的手不再紧紧地攥着餐巾，她的脚随着钢琴的节奏打着拍子。当卢米亚说“灰色的东西”很好吃时，贝儿笑了。她看着周围一盘一盘的食物似乎就在她眼前不断增加，她肚子咆哮的声音快要和钢琴演奏的声音一样大了。

当卢米亚还有其他成员继续表演时，贝儿尽情地吃着。她尝了尝炖牛肉和舒芙蕾奶酪。她用刚烤出来的长棍面包沾了沾鹅肝酱，当食物在她舌头上融化时，她满足地感叹着。呈现的每道菜都比上一道更好，每当贝儿觉得自己一口也吃不下的时候，一个大盘子递过来，她的胃就又有了空间。

整个过程中，音乐演奏得就像食物一样精彩无比。晚餐结束时，贝儿完全被吸引了。所有的仆人似乎都对她的到来感到如此高兴，并十分乐意工作，这很难不被吸引。她突然想到，有一位像野兽这样的主人，他们也许很孤独，或许还有点无聊。晚餐开始时，她曾觉得为一些会说话的烛台、挂钟或茶壶感到难过会很愚蠢，可到结束时，她再也不把他们任何一个仅仅看作物件了。

贝儿推离桌子，感谢了每一个人并向他们道了晚安。然后，她跟着茶壶太太出了房间。在享用过热情而轻松的晚餐之后，城堡的其他地方似乎更冰冷、更黑暗了。

“我不知道你们为什么对我这么好。”贝儿说出了自从她遇见卢米亚、葛士华还有茶壶太太之后就一直存在于脑海深处的想法。

茶壶太太坐在她的服务推车上，温柔地笑了。“你值得这些，亲爱的。”她用一种母亲般亲切的语气说道。

“但是你们和我一样被困在这儿，”贝儿指出，“你们难道不想逃走吗？”

茶壶太太没有立刻回答。“主人并不像他表现出来的那么糟糕。”终于她说道，“他灵魂深处有一位王子，就等着被释放。”

贝儿扬起了头；王子、释放，这些词听起来像拼图的碎片一样，她努力想把它们拼凑在一起。“卢米亚提过西角楼的一些事情……”她继续说，希望能从这善良的茶壶太太这里再多得到一点信息。

但是茶壶太太没有接着她的话说下去。“哦，不要管那些，”当他们走到通往贝儿房间的楼梯底部时，她说，“趁太阳还没穿过树林照进来，现在上床睡觉吧。还有其他什么我能为你做的吗，小宝贝？”

“没有了，你已经做了很多了，”贝儿真诚地说，“谢谢你。晚安。”

“晚安咯!”茶壶太太一边回答，一边转动她的服务推车，回厨房去了。

贝儿把手搭在楼梯扶手上，看着推车和茶壶太太，直到他们消失在视线里。接着，她抬头看了一眼面前的楼梯。她开始爬，她的脑子在不停地转着。她知道现在是她回到房间然后逃跑的时机，但某些事阻止了她。她在楼梯平台那停住了。如果往左，她就可以回到房间，也许，就自由了。但如果往右……她抬头盯着那些必定是通往西角楼的阶梯。

贝儿做出了决定，她深吸一口气，接着右转了。在太阳升起之前，她还有一点时间。她就只是迅速地看一眼西角楼。毕竟，很快地看一眼又会有什么危害呢？




Chapter 9



Belle was beginning to think she had made a very big mistake. While her wing of the castle wasn't exactly bright and colorful, it was a breath of fresh air in comparison with the West Wing. As she walked down the long corridor, her eyes widened. The place felt lonely. And it looked downright depressing. The walls were scratched and bare, though it was clear from the empty picture hooks that still hung that hadn't always been the case. The rug beneath her feet was faded and worn, torn in spots by the Beast's long claws. Even the air was heavier somehow.

Belle was on the verge of turning around when she saw light at the end of the hall. A door had been left slightly ajar and through it, Belle could just make out what looked to be a huge suite. Curiosity overtaking her fear, Belle walked forward and slowly pushed open the door.

Instantly, she wished she hadn't. If the hallway had been unnerving, this room was ten times more so. Everywhere she looked she could see evidence of the Beast's temper. Curtains hung in shreds from their rods. Vases that must once have been beautiful lay shattered on the ground. On the huge four-poster bed, a gray coverlet lay, faded and covered in dust, clearly long since used. As her eyes drifted over the room, she saw the reason why. Tucked in a corner was a sort of giant nest made from torn bits of fabric, feathers, and antlers that had been shoved together. Belle felt a rush of foreboding at the sight of such a wild and animalistic area in the castle.

She turned and shouted as she found herself staring at a pair of bright blue eyes. For one long, tense moment she thought someone was staring right back at her—until she realized that the eyes belonged to a boy captured in what was clearly a royal portrait. Her heart thudding, Belle leaned forward. The boy's face had been slashed beyond recognition, that part of the canvas in pieces. But the eyes had been left untouched. Belle leaned still closer. They looked so familiar....

Her breath caught in her throat as Belle realized that they reminded her of the Beast's eyes. Mrs. Potts's words came back to her. A prince of a fellow, she had said. This must have been the prince she was referring to. She glanced again at the portrait, looking for clues to the past. There were two other people in the portrait—a handsome king and beautiful queen. And though the woman's image—which included kind eyes full of laughter and love—was still pristine, the king's cold, distant stare had been slashed, as well. Belle wondered what the boy in the portrait must have been like, what anyone would have been like, growing up with parents such as those, inside these castle walls.

As Belle dragged her eyes from the portrait and tamped down the odd feeling of melancholy that once again formed in the pit of her stomach, her attention was drawn to the far end of the room. Huge doors had been left open, revealing a large stone balcony on the other side. But it was what was in front of the doors that caught her interest. Amid the chaos and destruction of the room, the table would have stood out just based on the fact it was still upright. But it especially caught her eye because of the glass jar that sat on its surface.

The jar was made of delicate glass, blown so thin it seemed as though it could break with the slightest of touches. Intricate patterns had been etched into the jar's side, looking like frost on a windowpane. And inside, floating as if by magic, was a beautiful red rose. It glowed, the color rivaling that of the most beautiful sunset Belle had ever seen.

As if in a trance, Belle made her way to the table. Slowly, she reached her hand toward the jar. Belle's fingers tingled as she moved them closer to the smooth glass, unable to resist the sudden rush of desire to lift the bell jar and touch the rose's silky petals. Her fingers inched closer... closer still... and closer...

“What are you doing here?” The Beast's voice roared over Belle, shocking her out of her trancelike state. He appeared from the shadows, his blue eyes blazing, his paws clenched with barely controlled rage. He looked at the glowing rose and the fire in his eyes grew wilder. “What did you do to it?”

She quickly backed away from the table. “No—not—nothing,” Belle stuttered, her heart thudding in her chest.

The Beast kept coming toward her. “Do you realize what you could have done?” he snarled. “You could have damned us all!” Lashing out, the Beast's claws tore into one of the thin columns that accented the balcony doors. There was a terrible ripping sound and the column began to crumble, pieces shattering and falling close to the glass bell jar holding the rose.

Panic filled the Beast's eyes. Not looking back at Belle, he threw his body over the rose, desperate to protect it. “Get out!” he roared over his shoulder.

Belle didn't need to be told twice. Turning, she fled back the way she had come. She ran through the room and out the open door. Then she raced down the long hallway and the even longer stairs. She barely registered the shocked looks of Lumiere and Cogsworth as she passed them on the landing, and when they asked where she was going, she didn't stop to speak to them. “Getting out of here!” she cried over her shoulder and kept running.

Because that was exactly what she was going to do—get out. It was what she should have done already. But she had been distracted by Lumiere and his dinner entertainment, and then the castle mystery had lured her in further. But she was done with all that. She was going to get out of this place, with its talking dishware and enchanted candles and clocks, and get back to her father. No matter what.

Unfortunately, the castle didn't want to see Belle leave just yet. Hitting the bottom of the grand staircase, she ran straight toward the front door. To her dismay, the door seemed to see her coming, and before she could reach it, the bolt slid shut. Chapeau, the tall coatrack, slid in front of the door a moment later, blocking Belle's exit.

Belle's pace slowed. What was she going to do now? She didn't know the castle well enough to go running through it blindly trying to find another exit. Then, just as she was about to give up hope, she heard the sound of a dog barking. Turning, she saw Froufrou, the dog turned piano stool, who had run of the castle. He barked wildly as he gave chase and for a brief moment, Belle was worried he was going to pounce on her.

But to her surprise, he ran right past her and scooted through a smaller door that was built into the much larger main door. Belle nearly cried out. Her way out hadn't been blocked. Once again picking up her pace, she shimmied through the smaller door, but not before grabbing her cloak from a befuddled Chapeau. Behind her, Belle heard Mrs. Potts's tea tray rolling across the floor and Lumiere shouting. Still, she kept running.

It didn't take Belle long to find Philippe. The big animal had made himself quite comfortable in one of the stable's roomy stalls. Hearing Belle's footsteps on the cobblestones, he looked up mid-mouthful of hay and cocked his head as if to ask, What are you doing here?

Throwing the saddle over his back, Belle didn't answer his questioning look. She pulled him out of the stall instead and quickly mounted. Then she gave his sides a kick. Philippe didn't hesitate. He broke into a canter and headed toward the castle's gate.

Moments later, they were safely through the gate and back in the woods that surrounded the castle.

But it didn't take long for Belle to realize she had traded one terrifying situation for another. As Philippe cantered along, she caught glimpses of shadows out of the corners of her eyes. They gradually grew larger and more clear, and by the time Belle heard the first howl, she already knew that she and Philippe were being followed by a pack of wolves.

Urging Philippe on, Belle tried not to panic. Philippe was a big horse with heavy hooves and he was fast when he needed to be. If they could just get close enough to the village, she was sure the wolves would be frightened away. As long as they didn't run into any obstacles before then, they should be okay.

And then Philippe ran right out onto a frozen pond.

Beneath his hooves, the ice groaned. Belle leaned over and saw cracks begin to appear. Small at first, they grew larger as the horse slipped and slid across the frozen surface. Shouting encouragement, Belle tried to calm Philippe, who was growing more and more panicked as the ice began to give out beneath him and the wolves closed in from behind. Belle felt the horse's powerful haunches bunch beneath him and she grabbed a fistful of his mane. Then... he leapt.

Belle's breath caught in her throat as they hung, suspended in the air for a moment, before Philippe's front hooves landed on the pond's edge. A moment later, his back hooves followed. But the cry of relief Belle wanted to let out caught in her throat as the first of the wolves, seeing a chance, attacked.

One wolf's large jaws snapped as it went after Philippe's back leg. A moment later, another wolf joined in. Philippe kicked out and bucked wildly, trying to defend himself. On his back, Belle clung to his mane desperately. But Philippe was just too strong and powerful. As his hind legs once again flew into the air, she was knocked out of the saddle and went flying into a nearby snowbank.

Getting to her feet, Belle looked around wildly for something she could use to defend herself. Spotting a thick branch, she grabbed it and waved it in the air in front of her.

The wolves, seeing a new and potentially easier target, closed in. Belle's arm shot out and she managed to hit one on the nose. Another came at her and she swung the branch, slamming it into that wolf's side. Despite her efforts, the wolves kept coming. Belle backed up, her heart pounding and fear flooding over her. Hearing a howl from above, she saw the biggest wolf yet standing on a ledge above her, ready to pounce. It stared at her with cold, hungry eyes.

Belle braced, ready to defend herself until the end.

Then she heard a yelp and a thud, and there was a flurry of movement behind her.

Turning, she was shocked to see the Beast. He had leapt into the middle of the pack of wolves. Several of them had backed away and looked to be licking wounds. The largest of the wolves—the alpha—was still on his feet, hackles raised, teeth bared. The Beast's back was to Belle and she could see where the wolves had bitten him. One after another, the smaller of the wolves attacked. Each time, the Beast managed to pick them up and hurl them away. But Belle could tell that the Beast was growing tired. The wounds on his back were bleeding and his head was hanging lower and lower. She wasn't sure how much fight he had left in him.

Then the alpha attacked.

The big gray wolf leapt up onto the Beast's back in one fluid motion. The alpha's mouth opened as he went for the Beast's neck. Roaring, the Beast dropped the two smaller wolves he had been holding in his paws and reached over his shoulder. Just as the alpha's jaws were about to close, the Beast ripped the creature off his back. The alpha's back legs dangled in the air as the Beast, for one long moment, just held him in front of his face, their eyes locked. And then the Beast, with the last of his energy, hurled the alpha away from him. The wolf flew through the air and slammed, with a crack, against a large stone.

Seeing their leader knocked unconscious, the rest of the wolves took off in a panic.

The Beast waited until the wolves' yelps had all but gone before letting out a whimper of pain. His shoulders, which had been tensed and high, slumped. And then he collapsed in the snow. Where his wounds touched the ground, the bright white powder turned red.

Belle stood, unable to move. She was as rooted to the ground as the trees around her. Looking down to where the Beast lay, she knew this was her chance to run. There was no way he could follow her or even try to stop her. Not in his condition. As she watched, he whimpered again and tried to clean one of the wounds on his arm. His blue eyes met hers for just the briefest of moments. But it was long enough for Belle to see the pain and vulnerability in them and for her to make a decision: she wasn't going to leave him there, hurt in the snow. She couldn't. Not after what he had just done for her.

Racing over, she knelt down beside him, pulling off her cloak and laying it over him. “You have to help me,” she whispered gently. “You have to stand....” Putting her body under his shoulder, she pushed up, letting the Beast lean on her like a crutch. He roared in pain and grew heavier as the sensation overtook him. Belle shivered. She needed to get the Beast back to the castle—before it was too late.




第9章



贝儿慢慢开始觉得自己犯了一个非常大的错误。尽管安排她住的城堡一隅不算明亮华美，但比起西角楼，那里至少令人耳目一新。她走下长长的走廊，双眼睁得更大了。这个地方孤零零的，而且看起来相当压抑。墙上有抓痕，空荡荡的，不过，从墙上悬着的画钩可以明显看出这儿并非一直以来就是这个样子的。她脚下的地毯褪了色，磨损了，有的地方还被野兽长长的爪子给抓破了。不知怎么的，就连这里的空气都更加凝重些。

在贝儿就要转身离开的那个瞬间，她看见了大厅尽头的光亮。门微微敞开着。透过门，贝儿刚好可以看出里面是个巨大的套房。好奇心战胜了恐惧，贝儿走上前，慢慢地推开了门。

她立刻后悔自己推开了门。如果说走廊让人紧张不安，那么这个房间有过之而无不及。目之所及，全是野兽发脾气后留下的证据。窗帘就像一块块的碎布条挂在杆上，那些一看就很漂亮的花瓶被打碎散落在地。那张巨大的四柱床上铺着灰色的被单，褪了色还积着灰，显然很久没用过了。环视房间之后，她明白了这一切的原因。房间的角落里放着一个巨大的巢，由一些撕碎的布条、羽毛还有鹿角乱堆而成。在城堡里看到这样一个狂野的地方，贝儿心里涌起了一种不祥的预感。

她转过身，惊叫了起来，因为她发现自己盯上一双明亮的蓝色眼睛。在很长一段充满紧张感的时间里，她一直以为有人在身后正盯着她——直到她发现那双眼睛不过是画里的一个男孩的眼睛，这显然是一张皇室的画像。贝儿的心猛烈地跳动着，她向前靠过去。男孩的脸已经很难辨认，因为那部分的画布已经成了碎片。但是那双眼睛的部分还完好无缺。贝儿靠得更近了。它们看起来那么熟悉……

贝儿想起了野兽的眼睛，不由得屏住呼吸。茶壶太太的话回响在耳畔。她说过：一位王子的样子。这一定就是她提到的那位王子了。贝儿再次扫视画像，找寻关于过去的线索。画像里还有另外两个人——一位英俊的国王和一位漂亮的王后。虽然那位眼里满是笑意与爱意的王后的画像还是原来的样子，但国王那目光冷峻而疏远的画像却已辨认不清了。贝儿想象着画像里的男孩会是什么样子，一个成长在这样的父母身边、在这样的城堡高墙之内的人会是什么样子。

贝儿将视线从画像上移开，平复了一下内心深处再次出现的那种没由来的哀伤，她的注意力被吸引到房间的远端。大门敞开着，露出另一侧的一个大型石刻阳台。但引起她兴趣的是门前的东西。在房间的一片狼藉之中，有一张桌子显得尤为特别，只因为它仍然直直地立着。但这张桌子特别吸引她的原因在于上面放置的那个玻璃瓶。

瓶子由精致的玻璃制成，被吹制得极薄，似乎轻轻一碰就会破碎。瓶子外侧刻着繁复的图案，看起来像窗户玻璃上结的霜。而里面是一枝美丽的红玫瑰，玫瑰漂浮着，似乎被施了魔法。它绚丽夺目，那颜色比贝儿见过的最美的夕阳还要美。

像着了迷一般，贝儿朝着桌子走去。她慢慢地将手伸向瓶子。贝儿的手指靠近光滑的玻璃，感到有些刺痛。但她抑制不住突然袭来的欲望，想要举起玻璃钟罩，触摸玫瑰丝滑的花瓣。她的手指一寸一寸地靠近……靠近……再靠近……

“你在做什么？”野兽对着贝儿咆哮道，咆哮声惊得她从着迷般的状态中回过神来。他从阴影中现身，蓝色的眼睛目光灼灼，他的爪子因几乎控制不住的怒气而紧握着。他看了看鲜艳的玫瑰，眼里的火烧得更旺了。“你对它做了什么？”

她立马远离桌子。“没——没做——没做什么。”贝儿结结巴巴地说，她的心脏在胸腔里怦怦直跳。

野兽不断逼近她。“你知道会有什么后果吗？”他咆哮道，“你会害死我们所有人！”野兽的爪子挥出去，穿透了一根靠近阳台门的细柱。伴随着可怕的开裂声，柱子开始破碎，碎片四处散落，落到了靠近罩着玫瑰的玻璃钟罩那儿。

野兽眼里满是惊慌。他不再看着贝儿，飞身过去护住了玫瑰，竭尽全力地保护着它。“滚出去！”他回过头吼道。

贝儿不需要被吼第二遍。她转过身，从来时的路逃了回去。她跑过房间，跑出了那敞开的门。接着，她跑下长长的走廊，以及更长的楼梯。在楼梯平台那儿路过卢米亚和葛士华时，她无心留意他们惊讶的表情。他们问她要去哪里，她也没有停下来和他们说话。“离开这儿！”她回头叫道，继续往前跑。

因为那正是她将要做的——离开。她早就应该离开的。但是卢米亚还有他款待的晚宴让她分了心，接着城堡的神秘把她引诱得更远了。但是她跟那些都没有关系了。她要离开这个地方，离开这些会说话的餐具、被施了魔法的蜡烛和挂钟，回到她父亲身边。无论如何也要离开。

不幸的是，城堡还不想看到贝儿离开。她冲到主楼梯的底部，直直地奔向前门。让她沮丧的是，门似乎看见她来了，在她到达之前就闩上了。沙波，那个高高的衣帽架，片刻间便滑到门前，挡住了贝儿的出路。

贝儿减慢了步子。现在她应该怎么做？她对这座城堡还不够了解，没法在里面盲目地奔跑寻找另一个出口。就在她快要放弃希望的时候，她听到了狗吠的声音。她转身看见了花花，那只被变成钢琴凳的小狗，它已经跑遍了整座城堡。它一边疯狂地叫着，一边追逐着。有那么一瞬间，贝儿担心它就要扑到她身上了。

但让她吃惊的是，它直接绕过了她，迅速穿过了一扇略小一些的门，那门就安装在大得多的主门里。贝儿几乎叫了出来，她出去的路没有被堵住。她再次加快速度，从那扇小门闪身而出，在那之前还从迷糊的沙波那儿抓上了她的斗篷。在她身后，贝儿听见茶壶太太的推车在地板上滚动着，卢米亚在叫喊着。但她还是不停地奔跑着。

贝儿没有花多长时间就找到了菲力。这个大家伙正相当舒服地待在马厩的一个宽敞的隔间里。听见贝儿踩在鹅卵石上的脚步声，半张嘴都塞满干草的它抬头看，歪着头似乎在问：你来这干什么？

贝儿把缰绳甩到它背上，没有回应它满是疑问的表情，反而把它拉出了隔间，然后迅速上马。接着，她踢了一下马的两侧。菲力没有迟疑，朝着城堡大门踏步而去。

片刻之后，他们安全地出了城堡大门，回到了包围着城堡的森林当中。

但贝儿很快意识到她不过是从一个可怕的处境到了另一个而已。在菲力向前慢跑时，贝儿从视线的余光里瞥见了一些影子。它们逐渐变得更大，更清晰。贝儿听到第一声嗥叫时，就已经意识到有一群狼正跟着她和菲力。

贝儿催促着菲力前进，尽量不让自己惊慌。菲力是一匹有着重重的蹄子的大型马，而且它在需要的时候可以跑得很快。她相信只要他们离镇子足够近，这些狼就会被吓跑。只要他们在那之前没有遇到任何障碍，他们应该就会没事。

就在这时，菲力径直跑进了一个结冰的池塘。

它蹄子下的冰块发出咯吱声。贝儿俯下身，看见冰上开始出现裂缝。裂缝刚开始很小，随着马儿在冰面上滑来滑去，它们变得越来越大。菲力脚下的冰开始承受不住了，后面的狼群也在不断地逼近，它变得越来越恐慌。贝儿大声鼓励，试着让它镇定下来。贝儿感觉到马儿有力的腰部在下方隆起，她紧紧地抓住一把鬃毛。接着……它纵身一跃。

贝儿屏住了呼吸，他们腾空了。有一瞬间，他们就悬在空中，接着菲力的前蹄落在池塘的边缘。它的后蹄也立刻跟了上来。但是，当贝儿刚要松一口气时却又屏住了呼吸，狼群中跑在最前面的那只看到了机会，发起了攻击。

那只狼追着菲力的后腿，它巨大的下颚猛咬过来。紧接着，另一只狼加入攻击。菲力又是乱踢，又是狂跳，试图保护自己。它背上的贝儿竭尽全力地抓住它的鬃毛。但菲力实在太强壮有力了。当它的后腿再次踢到半空中时，贝儿被甩下马鞍，飞落到了旁边的雪堆上。

贝儿站起来，疯狂地环视四周，想找点东西来保护自己。她看到了一根粗树枝，就抓了起来，在面前挥舞着。

狼群看见了一个可能更容易攻击的新目标，于是逼近她。贝儿挥动胳膊，设法击中了其中一只的鼻子。另一只狼朝着她冲上来，她挥着树枝，击中了狼的身体。尽管她奋力回击，但狼群还是继续地涌上前来。贝儿不断后退，她的心脏猛烈地撞击着，恐惧感淹没了她。她听见头顶一声嗥叫，只见最大的一只狼正站在她上方的岩脊上准备扑过来。这只狼盯着她，眼神冰冷而饥渴。

贝儿绷紧身体，准备抵抗到底。

这时，她听到一声嚎叫以及砰的落地声，感到身后一阵风吹草动。

她转过身，看到了野兽，十分震惊。他已跳入狼群当中了。有一些狼已经退后，看上去正舔着伤口。最大的头狼依然站立着，竖起颈毛，露出牙齿。野兽背对贝儿，她可以看见狼群咬到了他身上哪些地方。一轮又一轮下来，进攻的狼越来越少。野兽每次都设法举起它们，扔得老远。但贝儿可以看出野兽越来越疲惫。他背上的伤口正在流血，他的头也越来越低。她不知道他还能战斗多久。

就在这时，头狼进攻了。

这只大灰狼以一个流畅的动作跳上了野兽的背。头狼对准野兽的脖子张开了嘴。野兽咆哮着，将爪子上正抓着的两只个头小点的狼扔出去后，把爪子伸向肩膀。正当头狼的下颌就要合上的时候，野兽将这只牲畜从自己的背上扯了下来。在很长一段时间里，野兽只是将头狼举到面前，头狼的后腿就在空中晃荡，他们死死地盯着对方。接着，野兽用尽最后的力气将头狼甩了出去。头狼飞到空中，接着砰的一声，撞在了一块大石头上。

其他狼看见首领被摔晕了，惊慌地逃走了。

野兽等到狼群的叫声全部消失后才发出了一声疼痛的呜咽。他原本紧绷而高耸着的肩膀垂了下来。接着，他倒在了雪地上。他的伤口接触到的那些地方，亮白的雪花变成了红色。

贝儿直直站着，一动不动。她跟周围的树木一样，好像脚下生了根。她低头看向野兽躺着的地方，知道这是自己逃跑的机会。他没法跟着她，更不可能设法阻止她。以他现在的状况，绝不可能。她看着他再次呜咽着试图清理胳膊上的伤口。他蓝色的眼睛对上她的目光，只是短暂的一瞬间，但足够贝儿看清那双眼里的痛苦与脆弱，足够让她做出决定：她不会把他留在那儿，伤痕累累，躺在雪地里。他刚为她做了这些，她不能。

她跑过去，跪倒在他身旁，拉下斗篷盖在了他的身上。“你得帮帮我，”她柔声说，“你得站起来……”她钻到野兽的肩膀下，用力向上撑，让野兽靠着她，像拄着拐杖那样。他痛苦地咆哮着，痛感袭来时，他变得更重了。贝儿全身颤抖着。她需要把野兽送回城堡去——不然就来不及了。




Chapter 10



“Listen! Wolves! We must be close to the haunted castle!”

Sitting in the back of Gaston's carriage, Gaston and LeFou were startled by Maurice's shout. The three men had been making their way through the forest for quite some time. The rest of the crowd had turned back, happy to return to the warmth of the tavern, once Gaston made it clear he was going into the woods.

“Maurice, enough is enough,” Gaston said, turning to look at the older man. The carriage ride had made his wild white hair even more disheveled and his eyes were whipping back and forth as he gazed around the forest desperately. “We have to turn back,” Gaston added, not sure Maurice had even heard a word he said.

But apparently he had, because he quickly shook his head. “No! Look!” Maurice pointed up ahead. “That is the tree!” Maurice exclaimed. “I'm sure of it. Of course, it was downed by lightning at the time, but now it's been restored to an upright position. By magic, it seems...”

Leaning over, LeFou tapped Gaston on the shoulder. “You really want to marry into this family?” he whispered, rolling his eyes.

Gaston knew the smaller man was teasing him, but LeFou had a point. Enough was enough. He had let Maurice lead them out there with the sole intention of blackmailing him into giving Gaston Belle's hand in marriage. But if they couldn't find Belle, what was the point? “I'm done playing this game of yours,” Gaston snapped, stopping the carriage. “Where is Belle?”

   “The Beast took her!” Maurice said again.

Gaston's eyes narrowed. He was trying very hard not to lose his temper, but the old man was making it difficult. “There are no such things as beasts, or talking teacups, or... whatever.” As he spoke, his voice grew louder and his hands began to clench and unclench at his sides. “But there are wolves, frostbite, and starvation.”

Scrambling off the carriage, LeFou raced over to his friend's side. “Deep breaths, Gaston,” he said. “Deep breaths.”

Gaston's jaw clenched, and for a moment, it seemed a very good possibility that he was going to hit something. But then he took a deep breath, like LeFou had suggested. And another. “So,” he started again when he was calmer, “why don't we just turn around and go back to Villeneuve? Belle's probably at home cooking up a lovely dinner....”

“You think I've made all this up?” Maurice asked, seemingly unaware how close Gaston was to breaking. He looked up at the large man in confusion. “If you didn't believe me, why did you offer to help?”

“Because I want to marry your daughter,” Gaston said, with no attempt to hide his plan any longer. “Now let's go home.”

“I told you! She's not at home, she's with the—”

Rage flooded over Gaston and he erupted. “If you say ‘beast' one more time, I will feed you to the wolves!” he screamed, all his composure gone. He stalked over to Maurice and raised his fists.

LeFou watched his friend go dark. He knew he had to do something. “Stop!” he cried, frantically trying to think of what to say next. Suddenly, LeFou knew exactly what to do. “Think happy thoughts,” he said soothingly. “Go back to the war. Blood, explosions, more blood.” As LeFou spoke, the red faded from Gaston's cheeks and his hands began to unclench. His eyes clouded over as he got lost in the memories of his glory days.

By the time LeFou finished speaking, Gaston was back in a good head space. “Please, forgive me,” he said. “That's no way to talk to my future father-in-law, now is it?” He smiled at the old man. But the smile didn't reach Gaston's eyes.

That wasn't lost on Maurice. And neither was the fact that Gaston clearly had a dark side. “Captain,” he said, backing up a step, “now that I've seen your true face, you'll never marry my daughter.”

LeFou gulped. I wouldn't have said that if I were you, he thought. Gaston might take it badly and if that happens...

Gaston pulled back and hit Maurice. Hard. The old man sagged to the ground, unconscious.

You might just end up getting hit, LeFou finished his thought. He opened his mouth to try to once again calm his friend down, but it was too late. Gaston had given in to his rage, and there was no way pulling him out of it. Not now, at least.

“If Maurice won't give me his blessing,” Gaston said as he picked up the unconscious man and carried him over to a tree, “then he is in my way.” He pulled a rope out of the carriage and tied Maurice's hands. He gave the knot a tug, checking to make sure it was secure. “Once the wolves are finished with him, Belle will have no one to take care of her but me.” With an evil laugh, Gaston climbed back into the carriage.

LeFou understood his friend was upset. Gaston hated when he didn't get his way. But leaving the old man out there to be eaten by wolves? The punishment seemed a bit severe. “For the sake of exhausting our options,” he said nervously, “do we maybe want to consider a plan B?”

Gaston shot him a look. LeFou gulped and quickly got in the carriage, trying to ignore the pit in his stomach.

It looked like they were sticking to plan A.

Belle had never had a patient who was as beastly as, well, the Beast. Granted, she had only ever tended her father's odd scratch or cut, but at least he had the common courtesy to be polite. Ever since she had gotten the Beast back to the castle, he had been nothing but cranky. And Belle was growing rather tired of it. He hadn't been the one who'd had to walk back through the snowy woods in thin shoes. Nor had he been the one who spent that entire journey fearing for his own life. The Beast had been unconscious through it all. It had been Belle who had anxiously looked over her shoulder at any little sound. It had been Belle who'd worried that, with each passing minute, the Beast grew weaker and closer to death.

She hadn't realized just how tense she had been until she and Philippe arrived back at the castle gates and Mrs. Potts appeared at the front door, the staff in tow to help. Then, and only then, had Belle let out a huge breath and allowed herself to start shaking. And once she started, it  had taken a long time—and a very hot bath—to stop.

The Beast now lay in his old bed, with members of the household staff gathered around to see if they might be of service. A pitcher of hot water and a bowl had been placed beside the bed. Pouring some of the water into the bowl, Belle added a pinch of salt before dipping a clean cloth into the mixture. She rang out the cloth and then, ever so gently, dabbed it on a gash on the Beast's arm.

He roared, as though she had cut him anew. “That hurts!” he snarled, baring his fangs and trying to pull his arm out of reach.

“If you held still, it wouldn't hurt as much,” Belle retorted, grabbing his arm and yanking it back.

“If you hadn't run away,” the Beast said, his jaw clenched, “this wouldn't have happened.”

“Well if you hadn't frightened me, I wouldn't have run away.”

Watching the pair bicker, Mrs. Potts raised an eyebrow. Then she looked over at Lumiere, who hovered nervously by the door. They exchanged knowing glances but remained silent, both curious to see where this new sense of familiarity would lead.

“Well...” the Beast went on, determined to get in the last word, “you shouldn't have been in the West Wing.”

Belle wasn't going to back down. “Well... you should learn to control your temper.”

The Beast's mouth opened, then shut. Then opened again. And shut again. Finally, he let out a small sigh. She had him there.

Smiling, Belle looked back down at the wound she was cleaning. The smile faded. Despite the bickering banter, she was honestly worried about the Beast. The wound was worse than she had initially thought. “Try and get some rest,” she said, gently giving it one last dab with the towel. Standing up, she watched as the Beast's eyes slowly closed and his breath grew even. When she was sure he was asleep, and momentarily pain-free, she turned to leave the room. To her surprise, Mrs. Potts and Lumiere were waiting by the door. She had completely forgotten they were there.

“Thank you, Miss,” Mrs. Potts said, smiling gratefully up at Belle from where she sat perched on the serving tray.

Lumiere bowed. “We are eternally grateful,” he added.

Belle nodded, surprised by the deep concern and worry she saw in their eyes. From everything she knew of the Beast, he wasn't a particularly kind master. “Why do you care so much about him?” The question was out of her mouth before she could think to stop herself.

“We've looked after him all his life,” Mrs. Potts replied matter-of-factly.

“But he has cursed you somehow,” Belle said. She wanted to understand why they had such loyalty. It just seemed so... strange. When neither the teapot nor the candelabrum responded, she pressed on. “Why? You did nothing.”

The Beast's cry from when she'd almost touched the glowing rose echoed in her ears: You could have damned us all! The castle was clearly under some sort of spell. And she couldn't imagine any of the castle's staff was responsible for their state.

“You're quite right there, dear,” Mrs. Potts said. “You see, when the master lost his mother, and his cruel father took that sweet, innocent lad and twisted him up to be just like him... we did nothing.” As if she had been waiting to tell their story for a long time, the words poured from Mrs. Potts. She painted a sad picture of a young boy who loved his mother with all his heart. Back then, Mrs. Potts told Belle, the castle had been a different place. It had been full of laughter and love, sunshine and innocence.

And then the boy's mother, had grown ill. Belle's eyes grew wide as Mrs. Potts explained that the boy had stayed by his mother's bedside day and night, watching as she withered away. He had begged the doctors to help her but they just shook their heads and offered up false promises.

The poor boy, Belle thought. I never knew my mother, and I still feel the hole in my heart from where she should be. She couldn't imagine what it must have been like for the Beast. To have known such love—and lost it.

As if sensing her thoughts, Mrs. Potts went on with her sad tale. After the boy's mother had passed, nothing was ever the same again. The father was a cold, heartless man who tore the sunshine from his son and buried it deep down. As time had passed, all traces of happiness were taken from the castle, replaced with darkness and a sense of heartlessness—even before the curse.

Mrs. Potts's voice trailed off as, on his bed, the Beast moaned in pain. The three watched, their breath held, until he once again settled. As she turned back to Mrs. Potts and Lumiere, Belle's eyes fell on the glass jar and the rose that was slowly fading inside, the crimson petals gathered beneath it.

“What happens when the last petal falls?” she asked, afraid she already knew the answer.

“The master remains a beast forever,” Lumiere replied. “And the rest of us become...”

“Antiques,” Mrs. Potts finished.

“Knickknacks,” Lumiere added.

“I want to help you,” Belle said, surprising herself and the others. “There must be some way to lift the curse.”

There was a heavy pause as the staff exchanged looks. Then Cogsworth spoke. “Well, there is one—”

“It's not for you to worry about, lamb,” Mrs. Potts said, stopping Cogsworth. “We've made our bed and we must lie in it.” Her statement clear, Mrs. Potts ushered the rest of the staff out of the room.

Belle watched them go. When she was alone with the Beast, she walked over to where he lay. She was surprised to see his eyes were open. He had heard everything. And the pain and shame Belle saw when their eyes met broke her heart. Before she could say anything, he closed his eyes and turned his back to her.

Sighing, Belle retreated and left him to sleep. But as she shut the door, she took one last look at the rose. As she watched, another petal fell. She wished there was something she could do to help the poor souls trapped there. But it all seemed a lost cause, as hopeless as turning back the hands of time.




第10章



“听着！狼群！我们必须到那个诡异的城堡去！”

坐在马车后面的加斯顿和来福对莫里斯的叫喊感到十分震惊。他们三个已经在森林里走了相当长的时间了。其他人一听说加斯顿要去森林里，纷纷调头，高高兴兴地回温暖的酒馆了。

“莫里斯，该适可而止了。”加斯顿转身看着眼前的老人说。一路车马颠簸让他本就凌乱的白发变得更加凌乱了，他的眼睛来回扫视，拼命地环顾森林。“我们该回去了。”加斯顿补充道，也不知道莫里斯有没有听进去。

但很明显他没听进去，因为他很快就摇了摇头。“不！快看！”莫里斯指着前面说。“就是那棵树！”莫里斯叫道。“我确定。当然，它那时候被闪电劈倒了，但是现在又恢复了直立的状态。似乎有魔法……”

来福身体前倾，拍了拍他的肩膀。“你真的想跟这家人做亲戚？”他翻着白眼低语道。

加斯顿知道这个小个子男人在取笑他，但是来福说得有道理。该适可而止了。他让莫里斯把他们带到这里，只有一个目的，那就是胁迫莫里斯把贝儿嫁给他。但如果他们找不到贝儿，那还有什么意义？“我不会跟你这样闹下去了。”加斯顿大喝一声，停下了马车。“贝儿在哪？”

“野兽抓了她！”莫里斯又说了一遍。

加斯顿的眼睛眯了起来。他已经在尽力克制自己的脾气了，但是这个老头儿让他忍无可忍。“根本就没有什么野兽，什么会说话的杯子，什么……管他什么。”他说话的声音越来越大，放在两侧的手攥紧又松开，“但是有狼群，有冻伤，还有饥饿。”

来福从马车上爬下来，跑到他朋友身边。“深呼吸，加斯顿，”他说，“深呼吸。”

加斯顿咬紧牙关，有一瞬间他似乎很有可能就要狠狠地击打什么了。但接着，像来福建议的那样，他深吸了一口气。再来一次。“所以，”他平静多了，继续说道，“我们何不调头回维勒讷沃？贝儿说不定正在家做美味的晚餐呢……”

“你认为这些都是我编造的？”莫里斯问道，似乎没有意识到加斯顿就快要爆发了。他抬起头，困惑地看着这个高大的男人。“你如果不相信我，为什么还要帮我？”

“因为我想娶你的女儿，”加斯顿说道，不再掩饰自己的企图。“现在我们回家吧。”

“我告诉过你！她不在家，她和那个——”

加斯顿火冒三丈，彻底爆发了。“你要是再提一次‘野兽'，我就把你拿去喂狼！”他大声喊叫，先前的冷静荡然无存。他大步走向莫里斯，举起了他的拳头。

来福看到他的朋友变得阴暗了，他知道自己得做点儿什么。“住手！”他叫道，疯狂地思索着接下来要说什么。突然间，来福知道该怎么做了。“想想高兴的事，”他安慰道，“想想战争时期。鲜血，爆炸，更多鲜血。”在来福说话的时候，加斯顿脸上的怒气慢慢消退，手也开始松开。他沉醉在对自己光辉岁月的回忆之中，眼神迷离。

在来福说完的那一刻，加斯顿又变回了伪善的那一面。“请见谅，”他说，“那可不是跟我未来的岳父说话的方式，现在这样呢？”他对着面前的老男人微笑。但是加斯顿的眼里却毫无笑意。

莫里斯都看在眼里，当然包括加斯顿有阴暗面的事实。“上校，”他退了一步说，“既然我已经看清了你的真面目，那你就永远别想娶到我的女儿。”

来福倒吸了一口凉气。他想：我要是你，我绝不会那样说，加斯顿可能会很难接受，如果那样的话……

加斯顿一把将莫里斯拉过来，狠狠地揍了他。这位老人倒在地上，昏了过去。

你就很可能会被揍，来福结束了自己的心理活动。他张嘴想要试着再次劝说他的朋友冷静下来，但是已经来不及了。加斯顿愤怒不已，没有办法能把他从怒火中拉出来。至少，现在没有。

“如果莫里斯不肯祝福我，”加斯顿边说边一把抓起这个失去意识的男人，扛到了一棵树边上。“那他就挡了我的路。”他从马车上拿出一根绳子，然后绑住了莫里斯的手。他用力扣紧了绳结，确保是牢靠的。“一旦狼群解决了他，贝儿除了我之外就无依无靠了。”一脸坏笑的加斯顿爬回了马车。

来福明白他的朋友心烦意乱。加斯顿讨厌有人阻挡他的路。但是把一位老人留在那儿喂狼？这个惩罚似乎有点严酷。“为了我们留条后路，”来福紧张地说，“我们或许可以考虑一下B计划？”

加斯顿狠狠地瞪了他一眼。来福倒吸了一口凉气，然后立刻上了马车，尽量忽视内心深处的不安。

看起来他们是要坚持A计划了。

贝儿从来没有照顾过一位像野兽似的病人，好吧，他就是野兽。诚然，她只照顾过自己的父亲，在他无故擦伤或割伤的时候，但是父亲起码懂得礼貌待人。从贝儿要送野兽回城堡的那一刻起，野兽表现得除了暴躁，还是暴躁。贝儿越来越觉得受够了，又不是他穿着单薄的鞋子穿过积雪的森林往回走，也不是他一路上为他的性命担惊受怕。这一切发生时，野兽早就失去了意识。一直都是贝儿在有任何一丁点声音时就紧张地回头查看，是贝儿一直担心着每过去一分钟野兽便会变得越来越虚弱，越来越接近死亡。

直到她和菲力抵达城堡大门，看见茶壶太太出现在前门，其他侍从紧随其后过来帮忙的那一刻，她才意识到自己整个人有多紧绷。这时，也只有这时，贝儿才大大地舒了一口气，身体开始不停打战。一旦开始颤抖，过了很长时间——而且洗了个滚烫的热水澡之后——才停止。

野兽现在正躺在他的旧床上，侍从们正围在旁边看有没有什么可以效劳的。床边放着一壶热水和一个大碗。贝儿在碗里倒了些热水，加了一小撮盐，然后把一块干净的布放在里面浸了浸。她拧干布，轻柔地擦拭着野兽臂膀上的伤口。

他咆哮起来，好像她又给他割了一个伤口似的。“这样很疼！”他吼道，他露出了獠牙，试着把自己的胳膊抬到贝儿够不到的地方。

“如果你不乱动，就不会那么疼。”贝儿反击道，抓住他的胳膊，拉了回来。

“如果你没逃跑，”野兽咬紧牙关说，“我就不会受伤。”

“那如果你没吓唬我，我就不会逃跑。”

茶壶太太看着他俩斗嘴，扬起了一边的眉毛。接着她看向卢米亚，他正在门边紧张地徘徊。他们交换了一下会意的眼神，但仍保持沉默，他们都很好奇，想知道这新萌生的亲密感会如何发展。

“嗯……”野兽决心取得最后的发言权，继续说，“你不该来西角楼。”

贝儿并未退让：“那……你应该学着控制你的脾气。”

野兽的嘴张了又闭，闭了又张。最后，他微微地叹了口气。她让他无话可说了。

贝儿笑了，她低头看向自己正在清理的伤口。笑容渐渐消失了。尽管在斗嘴，但她真的在担心野兽。伤口比她起初想象的还要严重。“试着休息一下。”她说，轻柔地用毛巾擦拭完最后一下。她站起来，看着野兽的眼睛慢慢合上，呼吸也变得均匀。确认他睡着了且短时间内不会疼痛后，她便转身离开房间。让她吃惊的是，茶壶太太和卢米亚还在门边等着。她已经完全忘记他们一直在那儿了。

“谢谢你，小姐。”茶壶太太坐在服务推车上抬头看着贝儿，感激地笑着说。

卢米亚鞠了一躬。“我们会永远感激你的。”他补充道。

贝儿点了点头，惊讶于在他们眼里看到了深深的关心与担忧。从她了解到的关于野兽的所有事来看，野兽并不是一位特别仁慈的主人。“你们为什么会这么关心他？”她忍不住脱口而出。

“我们照顾了他的一生。”茶壶太太实事求是地回答道。

“但他诅咒了你们。”贝儿说。她想要了解为什么他们如此忠诚。这看起来太……奇怪了。不管是茶壶还是烛台都没有回应，她接着问：“为什么？你们又没有做什么。”

她的耳边回响起了野兽在她就要触碰到那枝鲜艳玫瑰时的叫喊：你会害死我们所有人！很明显城堡遭受了某种诅咒。而且她认为并非城堡中的哪一位侍从造成了现在的局面。

“你说得很对，亲爱的，”茶壶太太说，“你看，主人失去了他的母亲，而他残忍的父亲带走了那个善良单纯的男孩，把他的性格扭曲成那样……我们什么也没做。”长久以来，茶壶太太一直在等着把他们的故事说出来，这些话从她嘴里一泄而出。她描述了一幅关于一个全心全意爱着母亲的小男孩的悲惨画面。茶壶太太告诉贝儿，那个时候的城堡并不是这样的，那里充满着欢笑与爱、阳光与纯洁。

然而男孩的母亲生病了。贝儿的眼睛随着茶壶太太的讲述睁得越来越大。茶壶太太说，男孩日日夜夜守在母亲身旁，看着她日渐虚弱。他求医生们救她，但他们只是摇摇头，给出一些虚假的承诺。

可怜的男孩，贝儿心想，我从不记得我的母亲，尚且觉得心中那个原本属于她的地方有个未填补的洞。她想不出对于野兽来说那会是什么样的感觉，感受了那样的爱——却又失去了。

茶壶太太似乎感应到了她的想法，继续诉说那悲惨的故事。男孩的母亲逝世后，一切都变得不一样了。男孩的父亲是个冷酷无情的人，他摧毁他儿子生命中的阳光，并深深地将其埋葬。随着时间的流逝，城堡中所有的快乐都消失得无影无踪，取而代之的是阴暗以及冷酷感——即使那时还没有被诅咒。

野兽在他的床上痛苦地呻吟起来，茶壶太太的声音减弱了。他们三个屏住呼吸看着野兽，直到他再次睡着。当贝儿转回去面向茶壶太太和卢米亚时，她的视线落在了玻璃瓶上，里面的玫瑰正在慢慢凋零，绯红的花瓣积聚在下面。

“最后一片花瓣落下时，会发生什么？”她问道，恐怕她已经知道答案了。

“主人将永远成为野兽，”卢米亚回答说，“而我们其他人会变成……”

“古董。”茶壶太太把话说完。

“小摆设。”卢米亚补充说。

“我想要帮助你们，”贝儿说，这话令她自己和其他人都大吃一惊。“肯定有什么方法可以解除诅咒。”

侍从们交换眼神，踌躇片刻，氛围沉重。然后，葛士华说道：“那倒是有一个——”

“这不是你应该担心的，小宝贝，”茶壶太太说道，制止了葛士华。“我们这是自作自受。”她的陈述清晰有力。茶壶太太将其他侍从都带出了房间。

贝儿看着他们一一离开。当只剩下她和野兽时，她走到他躺着的地方。她惊讶地发现他的眼睛睁开着。他都听到了。他们视线交汇时，贝儿看到了他的苦痛与羞愧，这让她心都碎了。她还没来得及说什么，他就闭上眼睛，转身背对着她。

贝儿叹着气退了出去，好让他睡觉。但在关上门时，她又看了一眼玫瑰。就在她看向玫瑰的时候，又一片花瓣落下了。她希望自己能做些什么来帮助那些被困在这里的可怜的灵魂。但似乎注定要失败，就像让时间倒流一样毫无希望。




Chapter 11



Belle decided that as long as she was in the castle, she would use her time productively, which for starters meant helping the Beast recover.

Adjusting her dress around her legs, Belle settled into the chair beside the Beast's bed. The Beast's eyes were closed, which gave Belle the chance to assess his wounds. Gazing at him, Belle felt a surge of sadness for the creature. He already had so many invisible scars after growing up without a mother to protect him from a cruel father. It seemed unfair that he now had physical ones to match.

Belle sighed. It would do the Beast no good for her to sit there feeling sorry for him. Looking around for something she could do to entertain herself while he slept, Belle wasn't surprised to find very little in the way of entertainment. There were no books on the bedside table. The art was all torn and even the furniture was worse for wear. It looks like I'll just have to make my own entertainment, Belle thought.

Softly, she recited some of her favorite lines from one of her favorite works, A Midsummer Night's Dream. “Love can transpose to form and dignity. Love looks not with the eyes but with the mind.”

To her surprise, the Beast's deep voice joined hers and they finished the verse in unison. “And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind.”

Belle looked over, eyes wide. The Beast had apparently not been sleeping. He was gazing back at her, an amused expression on his hairy face.

“You know Shakespeare?” Belle asked. She knew her voice was filled with disbelief and she blushed. After what Mrs. Potts had told her, she now knew the Beast had once been a human boy. A human prince. Still, she couldn't quite wrap her head around the fact that the creature lying on the bed before her seemed to have more class than a great majority of those who lived in her village.

The Beast shrugged. “I had an expensive education,” he replied.

There was an awkward pause. “Actually, Romeo and Juliet is my favorite play,” Belle finally offered.

“Why is that not a surprise?” the Beast replied, a hint of a smile in his eyes.

“Sorry?” Belle said, feigning offense.

“All that heartache and pining and—” The Beast shuddered dramatically. “There are so many better things to read.”

“Like what?” Belle said, raising an eyebrow.

The Beast smiled. Then he began to push himself up.

“Oh, no you don't!” Belle said, reaching out to stop him.

But even wounded, the Beast was far stronger than Belle. He brushed her off and got out of the bed. Then, without a word, he slowly made his way out of the room. Belle had no choice but to follow.

By the time they made it down the West Wing's long hallway, turned several corners, and climbed one smaller staircase, Belle was nearly bubbling over with curiosity. The Beast had not said a word or given a hint as to where they were going. He just walked slowly, pausing every now and then to catch his breath.

Finally, they came to a stop in front of a pair of grand doors, which soared at least two stories high and were intricately carved with reliefs depicting various scenes. Standing next to the Beast, Belle tried to make out some of the larger ones, but before she could, the Beast pushed open the doors. “There are a couple of things in here you can start with,” he said.

Belle gasped.

In front of her was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. It was a library. But this was not just any library. This had to be the biggest, grandest library in all of France. The ceiling soared above her, shelves full of books going all the way to the very top. A massive fireplace dominated one wall, and even on the mantel, books were displayed. On another wall, a large window let in plenty of light to read by, but even still, candles were lit throughout the chamber. Despite its immense size, the room was comfortable, cozy. Belle looked around at the multitude of deep cushioned chairs and imagined how peaceful it would be to curl up in one with a book in hand.

“Are you all right?” the Beast asked, his voice laced with genuine concern.

“It's wonderful,” Belle said.

“Well then it is yours. You can be master here.” He bowed and turned to leave.

Belle's voice stopped him. Her neck was craned back as she looked to the shelves at the very top of the room. “Have you really read every one of these books?”

“Not all of them,” the Beast replied. “Some are in Greek.”

Belle's mouth dropped open. “Was that a joke?” she said, beginning to smile. “Are you making jokes now?”

The Beast tried not to smile as he replied, “Maybe...”

Without another word, the Beast turned and left the room. Belle remained where she was, shaking her head as he made his exit. What had just happened?

As the days passed, Belle found more and more reason to ask herself that same question. Instead of what had happened, however, it quickly became what was happening? Because there was no denying it — something had changed between Belle and the Beast. She wasn't sure if it had started when he rescued her in the woods or when she had turned around and rescued him. Or perhaps it had been the afternoon he shared the library with her and she first saw the softer side of him. It might have even started somewhere in between all that—when Mrs. Potts had told her the story of the Beast's youth. When it had happened didn't matter. What mattered, what Belle could not deny, was the simple truth that there was a spark of something between them that hadn't been there before. Something that made the days at the castle feel less like a prison sentence and more—well, more like fun.

And the Beast had become less like her captor and more of a friend.

Belle no longer snuck down to the kitchen to get her meals. Instead, she and the Beast shared the dining room table—he at one end, she at the other. Sometimes they would each bring a book and read at the table in companionable silence. At other meals, they would talk about the books, sharing their favorite parts or what they would have changed. So caught up in their mutual love of reading was she that Belle stopped noticing when the Beast slurped his soup straight from the bowl and ignored the silverware entirely. Sometimes she even went so far as to sip the soup the same way, to make the Beast feel more comfortable.

Meals and books were not the only things they shared. When the weather permitted, Belle would join the Beast outside as he showed her around the grounds, or they would walk Philippe. And even when the weather wasn't perfect, they found ways to enjoy themselves outside the castle walls. Snowy days led to snowball fights; sunny days led to picnics.

Belle even encouraged the Beast to help her and the castle staff clean up the castle—the two of them scrubbing the floors until the old gleaming marble shone through, wiping the years of grime off the windows until they saw sparkling sunlight. They transformed the West Wing, removing the shattered columns and debris and replacing the torn bits of fabric with cozy blankets to make a proper bed for the Beast.

With each moment and adventure they shared, Belle grew more and more comfortable around the Beast. She no longer shuddered if he accidently brushed her with his paw. Nor did her smile fade when his flashed, revealing sharp fangs.

In fact, Belle realized with a start at lunch one afternoon, she didn't even really see those parts of him anymore. She saw the kindness in his eyes when he looked at her. She heard the intelligence in his voice when they debated literature. And she saw the pride he had in his home when he looked around.

I'm seeing the man inside the Beast, she wrote one afternoon in a diary. I'm seeing what Mrs. Potts and Lumiere and Cogsworth and all the others have seen all along. It just took me some time.... Closing the pages, Belle stood up and went to the window of her elegant room. Outside, the last of the day's light was fading. A nearly full moon was beginning to peek over the horizon, illuminating the snowy gardens below in a pale, ethereal light. Looking out, Belle was struck once again by the beauty of the castle.

Spotting the Beast making his way toward the colonnade, book in hand, Belle turned and grabbed her own book from the bedside table. Making her way downstairs and outside, she went to join him.

“What are you reading?” she asked when she had entered the colonnade.

The Beast looked up, startled to see her. He dropped the book to his side. “Nothing,” he said, trying to hide it from Belle.

It was too late. Belle had already seen the title. “Guinevere and Lancelot,” she observed.

The Beast shrugged. “King Arthur and the round table,” he clarified. “Swords, fighting...” His attempt to focus on the more action-packed parts of the book was not lost on Belle.

“Still... it's a romance,” she pointed out, trying not to smile as the Beast shrugged and looked sheepish.

“Felt like a change,” he finally said.

For a moment, the pair just stood there in somewhat awkward silence. Despite all the time they had been spending together, this felt different to Belle. Maybe it was the moonlight. Maybe it was the Beast's admission of change. Maybe it was just a shift in the air. Whatever the reason, Belle felt a sudden compulsion to say something she had not said before. “I never thanked you for saving my life,” she finally said softly.

“I never thanked you for not leaving me to die,” he responded without hesitation, as though he, too, had been wanting to say the words for a long while but had never found the right time.

The air crackled between them as they stood, eyes locked, their words lingering in the air. Just when Belle was sure it couldn't get any more tense, they heard shouts followed by laughter coming from inside the castle. The servants, it seemed, were having a nice fete. The noise broke the tension and both Belle and the Beast smiled in relief.

“Well... they know how to have a good time,” Belle said.

The Beast nodded. “Sometimes, when I take my dinner, I listen to their laughter and pretend I am eating with them.”

“You should!” Belle said, impressed he would admit such a thing. “They'd love that.”

“No, I've tried,” he replied. “When I enter a room, laughter dies.”

Belle's mouth opened and shut. That was exactly how she felt whenever she went into town. She said as much to the Beast. Then she added, “The villagers say that I'm a funny girl, but I don't think they mean it as a compliment.”

“I'm sorry,” the Beast said, his tone genuine. “Your village sounds terrible.”

“Almost as lonely as your castle,” Belle said.

Once again the Beast nodded, not offended by her statement. Over the past few days, Belle's presence—and the life she breathed into the castle—had shown him just how lonely a place the castle had been. “It wasn't always like this,” he said. He paused as an idea came to him, then gave her a smile. “What do you say we run away?”

Belle cocked her head, surprised by the suggestion. That was the last thing she had expected to hear come out of the Beast's mouth. Intrigued, she nodded and followed as he led her out of the colonnade and back into the castle. And despite the many questions she had forming in the back of her mind, she remained quiet as he led her down now familiar hallways and up a flight of stairs to the library.

With purpose, the Beast walked over to a simple desk that was tucked against one of the library's walls. Pulling a key out of his pocket, he unlocked one of the cabinets.

Belle peered over his shoulder. Resting on a pillow made of rich velvet was the most beautiful book Belle had ever seen. The leather cover was lined with gold leaf and glimmered despite the thick layer of dust on top. It seemed magical to Belle and she longed to reach out and touch it.

“The Enchantress gave me this,” the Beast said. “Another of her many curses.” He slowly opened it, the spine cracking with lack of use. There was no writing, no title page or dedication. Instead, the first page opened to reveal an antique world atlas. Unlike ordinary atlases, this one did not show countries or capitals. It just showed land and sea. Belle looked up at the Beast, a questioning look in her eye. “A book that truly allows you to escape,” he answered.

Stepping forward, Belle's eyes grew still wider as she saw the art come to life. Waves lapped against beaches. Green trees swayed in invisible winds. A soft golden dust seemed to rise from the pages and swirl slowly over the landmasses on the map. “How amazing,” she breathed, her heart pounding in her chest.

The Beast did not seem as impressed. “It was the Enchantress's cruelest trick of all,” he said softly. “The outside world has no place for a monster like me. But it can for you.” Slowly, he reached out and took Belle's hand in his. Then he gently moved it to the book. “Think of the place you've most wanted to see. First see it in your mind's eye. Now feel it in your heart.”

Belle closed her eyes. She didn't need to think of a place she wanted to see. She knew it instinctively. Reaching out her fingers, Belle placed them on the page. Instantly, the room around them began to spin and the library walls seemed to fade away.

When Belle opened her eyes, she was no longer looking at the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. The snow-covered peaceful gardens had vanished and the stars had faded. They were standing in a small dusty apartment with a view of glittering lights shining from a city skyline.

The Beast gazed out the window and saw the wooden blade of a windmill move past. “Where did you take us?”

“Paris,” Belle said, her whisper barely audible over the sound of the Montmartre windmill's blades rushing by.

“Oh, I love Paris,” the Beast exclaimed. “What would you like to see first? Notre Dame? The Champs-Élysées?”

But Belle was absorbed in her own thoughts, looking around the little dim room they were standing in. She had thought about this particular apartment for so many years, had pictured it in her mind's eye. But she had never dared dream she would see it for real. Her eyes brimmed with tears. “It's so much smaller than I imagined,” she said after a moment, blinking back the tears.

They had been transported to the dusty attic where Belle had lived with her father and mother so many years before. It looked abandoned, a small crib and broken easel the only reminders that the place had once been a home. As Belle walked forward, the sadness she had felt earlier returned with a vengeance. For some reason, she had imagined that the enchanted book would reveal her childhood home as it had been, not as it was now. But what she was looking at was clearly an empty shell of a place. No one had lived there for years—not since Maurice had moved himself and Belle to the country.

Beside her, the Beast kept silent, letting her have the moment and the memories. But as she picked up a rattle that had been caught in the corner of the crib, he finally spoke. “What happened to your mother?” he asked softly.

“That's the only story Papa could never bring himself to tell,” Belle said, clutching the rattle in her hand. The wood was old, but the detail was still exquisite. It was a perfectly carved rose. “And I knew well enough not to ask.”

As she spoke, the Beast's eyes traveled to the corner of the room. He moved to pick up a black mask that resembled a bird's beak, his expression pained. That mask meant only one thing: it was what doctors used to prevent catching their patients' dreadful disease. Belle followed his gaze, and as she saw the mask, tears brimmed anew in her eyes. The plague. That was what had taken her mother. That was what had sent her father fleeing for the safety of the country.

All these years, she had resented him for keeping her trapped in Villeneuve. But now she knew what he must have endured. She could picture her mother insisting he take Belle away, insisting they leave her there before they, too, were infected. She could not imagine how it must have felt to watch his beloved slowly die and not be able to save her. Belle's knuckles turned white as her grip on the rose-shaped rattle tightened.

“I am sorry I ever called your father a thief,” the Beast said.

Lost in her thoughts, Belle was surprised by the Beast's deep voice. She turned her face up to him. He was staring down at her, concern etched in his features. Wiping the tears from her eyes, Belle took one last look around the room. She had seen enough. She put the rattle in the pocket of her apron, not wanting to part with it.

Reaching out, she took the Beast's hand. “Let's go home,” she said. “To the castle.”

The Beast nodded, and together, they placed their hands once more on the pages of the enchanted book, closed their eyes... and pictured home.




第11章



贝儿决定，既然已经在城堡了，那就有效地利用时间，就从帮助野兽恢复健康开始吧。

贝儿整理了一下腿边的裙摆，坐进了野兽床边的椅子里。野兽的眼睛闭着，这让贝儿有机会可以检查他的伤口。贝儿注视着他，心中涌出一阵悲伤。成长在一位残酷的父亲身边而没有母亲的保护已经给他留下了许多心灵上的伤疤。现在身体上也留下了，这似乎太不公平了。

贝儿叹了口气。但她坐在那儿为野兽叹息对他也不会有什么帮助。她环顾四周，想在他睡着的时候做点什么供自己消遣。贝儿能找到的消遣方式寥寥无几，但她对这点并不吃惊。床头桌上没有书，所有的艺术品都打碎了，甚至连家具也都破旧不堪。贝儿心想：看起来我得自己给自己制造点乐子了。

她轻声背诵起一些她最喜欢的句子，出自她最喜欢的书之一 ——《仲夏夜之梦》。“爱可以被转化成美满和庄严。爱情不用眼睛来辨别，而用心灵来判断。”

让她吃惊的是，野兽低沉的声音加入进来，他们一起背诵完了这首小诗。“因此画上的丘比特才总是蒙着眼。”

贝儿看过去，眼睛睁大了。野兽显然并不是一直在睡觉。他也注视着她，毛茸茸的脸上露出了愉悦的表情。

“你知道莎士比亚？”贝儿问道。她知道自己的声音里满是难以置信，也知道自己脸红了。在茶壶太太告诉她那些话之后，她明白野兽曾经是一个人类男孩，一位人类王子。但她还是不太能接受这个事实，那就是躺在她身前的床上的这个怪物接受的教育比住在镇上的大多数人都多。

野兽耸了耸肩。“我接受过贵族式教育。”他回答说。

一阵尴尬的沉默后，贝儿终于开口说道：“事实上，《罗密欧与朱丽叶》是我最喜欢的剧本。”

“果然不出所料。”野兽回答说，眼里有一丝笑意。

“什么？”贝儿假装被冒犯了。

“所有那些痛彻心扉与苦苦思念，还有——”野兽夸张地战栗着，“还有许多更好的故事可以读啊。”

“比如说？”贝儿抬起一边眉毛说道。

野兽笑了。然后他开始从床上爬起来。

“哦，别，你别动！”贝儿边说边伸过手来阻止他。

但即使受了伤，野兽也比贝儿强壮得多。他没有理睬她，下了床。接着，一言不发地慢慢走出了房间。贝儿别无他法只好跟着。

他们穿过西角楼长长的走廊，转了几个弯，爬了一段略显狭窄的楼梯，这让贝儿的好奇心几乎要达到顶点了。关于他们要去哪里，野兽既没有说一个字，也没给出任何提示。他只是慢慢地走着，时不时地停下来喘口气。

最后，他们停在了两扇宏伟的大门前，那门至少有两层楼高，门上还精致地雕刻着描绘不同场景的浮雕。贝儿站在野兽边，试着在脑海里搜索出比这还大的门，但还不等她想出来，野兽就推开了门。“你可以从这里的几个故事开始。”他说。

贝儿倒吸了一口凉气。

在她面前的是她见过的最美的事物——一座图书馆。但这不是随随便便的一座图书馆。这应该是全法国规模最大、最豪华的图书馆。天花板在她上方高高悬起，摆满书籍的架子一直延伸到最顶部。一个巨大的壁炉占据了一面墙，就连壁炉架上也摆放着书。另一面墙上有一扇巨大的窗户，可以为阅读提供充足的采光，即使这样，整个房间也都亮着蜡烛。房间尽管规模庞大，但也舒适惬意。贝儿环视着数量众多的配有厚厚褥垫的椅子，想象着如果手里捧着一本书蜷缩在上面该有多么舒心。

“你还好吗？”野兽问道，声音里带着真诚的关心。

“这太棒了。”贝儿答道。

“那么它归你了。你可以在这儿随心所欲。”他鞠了一躬，然后转身离开。

贝儿叫住了他。她伸长脖子，看向房间最顶部的架子。“你真的看过这里的每一本书吗？”

“没有全看过，”野兽回答说，“有一些是用希腊语写的。”

贝儿惊讶得合不上嘴。“那是说笑的吗？”她开始笑着说，“你现在在开玩笑？”

野兽回答的时候尽力克制着笑意：“也许……”

野兽没有多说，转身离开了房间。贝儿待在原来的地方，在他离开时还摇着头不敢相信：刚刚发生了什么？

日子一天天过去，贝儿找到了越来越多的理由来问自己同一个问题。不过问题不是发生了什么，而是很快变成了正在发生什么。因为无法否认的是，贝儿与野兽之间某些东西已经有所改变。她不确定是从他在森林里救她的时候开始的，还是在她返回去救他的时候开始的。或者也许是在那个他和她分享图书馆的下午，她第一次看到了他柔软的一面。甚至也许是在所有这些事情之间的某个瞬间开始的——例如在茶壶太太给她讲野兽小时候的故事的时候。什么时候发生的并不重要，重要的是，贝儿不能否认这个简单的事实，那就是他们之间产生了之前不存在的某种火花。这让她在城堡的日子感觉不太像是坐牢，反而更像——呃，更像是有趣的经历了。

而且野兽已变得越来越不像是囚禁她的人，反而更像是个朋友。

贝儿不再偷偷潜入厨房吃饭。相反，她和野兽共用一个餐桌——他坐在一端，而她坐在另一端。有时，他们会各自带上一本书，在桌边和谐的静默中阅读。还有些时候，他们会谈论这些书，分享自己最喜欢的部分或者本该有所改动的地方。贝儿陷入了他们对读书的共同热爱之中，以至于野兽直接用碗喝汤而完全忽视餐具时，她也不再介意。有时她甚至会用同样的方式喝汤，为了让野兽心里感觉更舒服一些。

他们一起分享的不仅仅是食物与书籍。天气好的时候，贝儿会和野兽一起去外面，他带着她四处看看，或者他们会牵着菲力散步。即使在天气不是特别好的时候，他们也会到城堡外自己找乐子。雪天就去打雪仗；晴天就去野餐。

贝儿甚至还鼓动野兽帮助她和侍从们一起打扫城堡——他们两个会用力地擦洗地板，直到年久却剔透的大理石闪闪发亮；会把窗户上的陈年污垢擦去，直到能看见耀眼的阳光。他们改造了西角楼，移走了已经粉碎的栏杆和碎片，将撕裂的碎布换成了舒适的毯子，让野兽有了一张像样的床。

他们每分享一个时刻，每经历一次冒险，贝儿在野兽身边就越发感到自在。当他的爪子不小心挥过时，她不再害怕得发抖。当他露出尖锐的獠牙时，她也还是笑容依旧。

事实上，贝儿意识到从某次午餐开始，她就再也没见过他的那些样子了。当他看着她时，她在他的眼里看到的是善意。当他们讨论文学时，她在他的声音里听到的是智慧。当他环视四周时，她看到的是他对自己家感到的自豪。

我感受到了藏在野兽身体里那个人的真实本性，某个下午她在日记里写到。我找到了茶壶太太、卢米亚、葛士华还有其他所有人一直以来说的那个人。我只是花了些时间……贝儿合上本子，站起来走到她典雅房间的窗边。窗外，白天的最后一抹光辉正在散去。一轮近乎圆满的月亮从地平线上透出一缕光，淡薄而缥缈的光笼罩着底下白雪皑皑的花园。贝儿望出去，再一次被城堡的美丽所震撼。

贝儿发现野兽正拿着书穿过柱廊，便转身从床头桌上拿起了自己的那本书，走下楼到了外面，跟他一起。

“你在读什么？”她进入柱廊时问道。

野兽抬起头，吃惊地看着她。他将书扔到一边。“没什么。”他说，试着把书藏起来不让贝儿发现。

但为时已晚，贝儿已经看到了书名。“是《格温娜维尔与兰斯洛特》。”她说道。

野兽耸了耸肩。“亚瑟王还有圆桌会议，”他解释说，“剑，打斗……”他试图把注意力转向书中令人激动的部分，但这对贝儿来说并没有什么用。

“即使这样……这还是一个浪漫故事，”她指出，尽量不去笑话耸起肩膀局促不安的野兽。

“我感觉似乎有什么改变了。”他终于说道。

有一瞬间，他俩就站在那儿，陷入了某种尴尬的沉默中。尽管一直以来他们都是一起度过的，但贝儿还是感觉这次有点不同。也许是因为月光，也许是因为野兽承认了改变，也许只是因为空气的流动。不管是什么原因，贝儿突然有一种冲动想要说出以前从没说过的话。“我还没感谢你救了我的命。”终于她柔声说道。

“我也还没感谢你没有将我留在那儿，让我死掉。”他毫不犹豫地回答，似乎他也等了很久，一直想要说出这些话却没找到合适的时机。

他们站在那儿，注视着彼此，说出的话语萦绕在空气中，擦出了火花。正当贝儿感觉气氛不能更紧张的时候，他们听到城堡内传来呼喊声，紧接着还有欢笑声。侍从们似乎正在进行愉快的庆祝。吵闹声打破了紧张的氛围，贝儿和野兽都如释重负地笑了。

“看来……他们知道如何享受生活。”贝儿说。

野兽点点头说道：“有几次，吃晚餐的时候，我会听着他们的笑声，假装在和他们共进晚餐。”

“你应该和他们一起！”贝儿说，她感到十分动容，他竟然会承认这样一件事。“他们会很乐意的。”

“不会，我试过了，”他回答说，“我一进入房间，笑声就停止了。”

贝儿张开嘴又合上。那正是她每次走到镇上时的感受。她也向野兽倾诉了很多。然后，她补充道：“镇民们说我是一个有趣的女孩，但我觉得他们不是在赞美我。”

“我为你难过，”野兽语气真诚地说，“你的镇子听起来很糟糕。”

“几乎跟你在城堡里一样孤独。”贝儿说。

野兽再次点头，并没有觉得她的话对他有所冒犯。在过去的几天里，贝儿的出现——还有她给这座城堡带来的生机——让他明白了这座城堡曾经是一个多么孤独的地方。“也不总是这个样子，”他说。他突然想到一个主意，稍作停顿后，他对着她一笑：“你觉得我们逃跑怎么样？”

贝儿扬起了头，对这个建议感到很吃惊。她从未想过野兽会说出这样的话来。好奇心作祟，她点了点头，然后跟着他走出柱廊，回到城堡。尽管她脑海深处已经产生了诸多疑问，但她还是一直保持安静，由他带领着走下现已熟悉的走廊，然后爬了一段楼梯来到图书馆。

野兽目的明确地走到一张简单的桌子前，桌子就贴着图书馆的其中一面墙。野兽从口袋里掏出一把钥匙，然后打开了其中一个柜子。

贝儿越过他的肩膀瞥了一眼。昂贵的天鹅绒枕头上搁置着一本贝儿所见过的最漂亮的书。皮革的封面点缀着金叶，尽管上面积着厚厚的一层灰尘，但还是闪烁着微光。对贝儿来说，这书似乎充满魔力，她渴望能伸出手触摸一下。

“那位女巫给了我这个，”野兽说，“她许多魔咒里的另一个。”他慢慢打开书，书脊因为很少使用而破损了。里面没有文字、扉页或者赠言。相反，打开第一页就是古老的世界地图。与一般的地图不同，这里面没有显示国家或首都，只有陆地和海洋。贝儿抬头看着野兽，眼里满是疑问。“这是一本真正可以让你逃离的书。”他回答说。

贝儿走上前，看到这件艺术品有了生命，贝儿的眼睛睁得更大了。海浪拍打着沙滩，绿树在无形的风中摇曳，似乎有一团柔软的金色尘埃从书页上升起，慢慢盘旋着掠过地图上的陆地。“好神奇啊。”她说，她的心脏在胸腔里猛烈撞击着。

野兽似乎没有像贝儿一样被折服。“这是女巫所有小把戏里最残酷的，”他轻轻地说，“外面的世界没有给我这样的怪物容身之处，但是可以给你。”他慢慢伸出手，把贝儿的手拉进自己手里。接着，他温柔地把手放到书旁边。“想一个你最想去看的地方。先在你的脑海里想象它，然后在你的心里感受它。”

贝儿闭上眼睛。她根本不用去想她最想要看的地方。她本能地就知道是哪儿了。贝儿伸开她的手指，放在书页上。顷刻间，房间开始围着他们旋转，图书馆的墙似乎在消失。

当贝儿睁开眼睛时，她的眼前不再是那些从地板延伸到天花板的书架了。大雪覆盖下的宁静的花园已消失得无影无踪，星星也消失了。他们正站在一个布满灰尘的小公寓里，只见璀璨的灯光照亮了城市的天际线。

野兽透过窗户望去，看见一个风车的木质扇叶转过。“你把我们带到哪儿了？”

“巴黎。”贝儿说，她的低声细语在蒙巴特风车扇叶的飞速转动声下几乎听不太清。

“哦，我喜欢巴黎，”野兽大叫道，“你想要先去看什么？巴黎圣母院？香榭丽舍大街？”

但贝儿环视着他们所在的这个昏暗的小房间，陷入了沉思。她想这间特别的公寓很多年了，也已经在脑海里描绘了它的样子。但是她从来不敢奢望自己会见到真实的公寓。她眼眶里溢满了泪水。过了一会儿，她说：“这儿比我想象的要小得多。”她把泪水忍了回去。

他们被送到了这个满是灰尘的小阁楼里，这个在很多年前贝儿和爸爸妈妈一起生活的地方。这里看起来是被遗弃了，唯一能让人想起来这曾经是个家的东西就只有一张小小的婴儿床和一个坏了的画架。贝儿走上前，她先前感受到的悲伤再次急剧袭来。出于某种原因，她原本以为那本魔法书会把她带回她小时候的家，带她们回到过去，而不是现在这样。但是她看到的显然就只是这个地方的一个空壳。这里已经很多年没人住了——自从莫里斯带着贝儿搬到乡下就没有了。

她身旁的野兽保持着沉默，好让她感受这个时刻和那些回忆。但当她拿起放在婴儿床角落里的拨浪鼓时，他终于开口了。“你母亲怎么了？”他柔声问道。

“这是爸爸唯一不肯告诉我的事。”贝儿将拨浪鼓抓在手里说道。这个木制品已经非常陈旧了，但细节仍非常精致。这是一枝被雕刻得极好的玫瑰。“而我心里也十分明白不要去问。”

她说话时，野兽的视线扫到了房间的一个角落。他走过去捡起了一只看上去很像鸟嘴的黑色口罩，他的表情变得悲痛。这个口罩只意味着一件事：这是医生用来防止婴儿染上父母致命疾病的。贝儿追随着他的视线。当她看到口罩时，她的泪水再次打湿了眼眶。瘟疫，这就是夺走她母亲生命的东西。这就是让她父亲感觉在乡下安全的原因。

这些年来，她一直怨恨父亲把她困在维勒讷沃。但现在她明白了父亲经历过的事。她可以想象出母亲坚持让父亲带走自己，坚持让他们在被传染之前把她自己留在那儿。但她想象不出看着自己心爱的人慢慢死去却束手无策是怎样的感觉。贝儿紧紧地握着那个玫瑰形状的拨浪鼓，手指关节变得惨白。

“我很抱歉，我曾经称呼你父亲为小偷。”野兽说。

贝儿陷在自己的思绪里，被野兽低沉的声音吓了一跳。她把脸转过来朝向他。他正低头看着她，一副深切关心的模样。贝儿擦去眼里的泪水，最后环视了一圈房间。她已经看够了。她把拨浪鼓放在自己的围裙口袋里，再也不想和它分离。

她伸出手，牵住野兽的手。“我们回家吧，”她说，“回到城堡去。”

野兽点点头，然后他们一起将手再次放在那本魔法书的书页上，闭上眼睛……在脑海里描绘着家的样子。




Chapter 12



Gaston was growing restless. He had spent the past few weeks doing what he normally did—hunting, participating in eating contests, taking one of the local girls out for dinner. But he was wondering when Belle would finally return.

Maurice was no doubt long gone. He wasn't going to return to bother Gaston, and when Belle came back from wherever it was she had run off to, the path to their marriage would be clear. Yes, it was all going to work out just fine, Gaston thought as he made his way toward the tavern for his evening dose of adoration and grog. He just needed his future wife to hurry home.

And he needed LeFou to stop talking.

Gaston's constant companion was, once again, babbling on about Maurice—which was making it rather difficult for Gaston to completely put the moment in his past. “Wow, this is some storm,” the smaller man was saying. “At least we're not tied to a tree in the middle of nowhere, right? You know, it's not too late. We could just go get him....”

Gaston didn't respond.

LeFou pressed on. “It's just, every time I close my eyes, I picture Maurice stranded out there. And then when I open them, he's...”

His voice trailed off as Gaston swung open the doors to the tavern, revealing Maurice.

“Oh, that's funny, I was going to say ‘dead,'” LeFou finished, his voice squeaking.

Maurice was surrounded by the usual tavern goers, including Jean the potter and Pere Robert. Other than a red nose, he seemed no worse for the wear, and it was clear from the daggers the villagers were shooting at Gaston that he had felt well enough after his ordeal to tell them all about what had happened.

“Gaston,” Jean said, his voice serious, “did you try to kill Maurice?”

Gaston knew he had only a few options. He could fight, which was his usual answer. He could run, but that option was weak and made his skin crawl. So after a quick glance around the room, he decided to go with another option: deny, deny, deny. Plastering a warm smile on his face, he walked quickly to Maurice, who had his arms crossed. “Oh, Maurice,” he began. “Thank heavens. I've spent the last five days trying to find you. Why did you run off into the forest in your condition?”

As his words bounced around the room, the villagers who had gathered shuffled, unsure of who to believe.

“What?” Maurice said in disbelief. Then he shook his head. “No! You tried to kill me! You left me for the wolves!”

Gaston put a hand to his chest as though Maurice's words had hurt him. “Wolves? What are you talking about?” he asked. He looked at the villagers and rolled his eyes as if to say, Are we really going back down this road again? Are you really going to believe him over me? He tried not to smile smugly when the majority of them returned his eye roll.

“The wolves near the Beast's castle,” Maurice answered, his voice rising and adding to his manic appearance.

“That's right,” Gaston said condescendingly. “There's a beast with a castle that somehow none of us have ever seen?”

Maurice hesitated. Looking around the room, he saw that everyone was waiting for his answer. “Well... yes,” he finally said.

Gaston had Maurice—and everyone else—just where he wanted him. Like when he cornered his prey on the hunt, he had Maurice on the defensive, as if Maurice knew his time was running out. Slowly, Gaston shook his head. “It's one thing to rave about your delusions,” he said. “It's another to accuse me of murder.”

To his surprise, it was Pere Robert, not Maurice, who spoke up. The priest stepped in front of Maurice defensively. Then he looked at the gathered crowd. “Listen to me, all of you,” he pleaded. “This is Maurice, our neighbor. Our friend. He is a good man.”

Gaston tried not to smile. He could not have set the situation up for the final blow better if he had tried. “Are you suggesting that I am not?” he said, sounding hurt. “Did I not save this village from the savagery of the Portuguese marauders? Am I not the only reason you people are gathered here this evening and not buried up on the hillside?”

His words, like an arrow shot from his bow, struck home. The villagers mumbled to each other, their growing doubt in Maurice clear.

“Maurice,” Jean the potter said, turning to look at the old man, “do you have any proof of what you're saying?”

“Ask Agathe!” he replied, frantically trying to keep the room with him. “She rescued me!” Turning, he pointed to the far dark corner of the tavern where the old beggar woman had been watching everything silently. Feeling everyone's eyes on her, Agathe cowered and pulled her tattered hood tighter around her face.

Gaston raised an eyebrow. “You'd hang your accusation on the testimony of a filthy beggar woman?” he said.

Realizing that might not have been the best of moves, Maurice looked around. He needed to change tactics. Spotting Gaston's ever-present companion, Maurice let out a cry. “Monsieur LeFou! He was there. He saw it all!”

“Me?” LeFou said, gulping as the attention turned to him.

“You're right. Don't take my word for it,” Gaston said, once again thrilled by how the whole scene was playing out in his favor. He walked over and put his arm around his friend. “LeFou, my dearest companion, did you and I, Le Duo”—he used the nickname, his voice oozing false sincerity—“find any beasts or haunted castles on our search?”

LeFou's head swung back and forth. On his shoulder, Gaston's grip tightened. It was clear what answer he wanted to hear. But looking at Maurice, LeFou remembered how bad he had felt as they drove away, leaving him in the cold and dark. Gaston's grip tightened further. “It's a complicated question on a number of accounts, but... no?” he finally answered.

“And did I, your oldest friend and most loyal compatriot,” Gaston continued, laying it on thick, “try to kill the father of the only woman I've ever loved?”

“Well...” LeFou hedged. “ ‘Kill' is such a strong word. No. No, you didn't.”

That was all the crowd needed to hear. Instantly, the tide of good feeling shifted from Maurice to Gaston. As the old man's face fell, a smirk tugged at the corner of Gaston's mouth. He had won. “Maurice, it pains me to say this,” he said insincerely, “but you've become a danger to yourself and others. You need help, sir. A place to heal your troubled mind.” He walked over and put a large hand on Maurice's shoulder. Then he squeezed, hard. “Everything's going to be fine.” But while his words were nice, his tone was as cold as ice.

Maurice gulped. He knew, without a doubt, that nothing was going to be fine. Nothing at all.

Inside the castle, the Beast was having similar thoughts. Time was running out and he was not even remotely sure that things would be all right. And clearly he wasn't the only one. While he had hoped to get ready for that evening alone, an audience had gathered—an audience with an opinion.

“This is it, master,” Mrs. Potts said as she entered the West Wing. The Beast was in the large bathroom, immersed in a huge tub of soapy hot water. “Now or never.”

“The clock is ticking,” Cogsworth added.

“The rose has only four petals left,” Lumiere added. “Which means tonight... you must tell her how you feel.”

The Beast sighed. He knew that his staff was just trying to help. Nothing they were saying was a surprise. He knew time was running out. He knew that night was important. He knew Belle was his one chance—the castle's one chance. Hearing it out loud did nothing to ease his growing anxiety. And he did not care to admit how especially nervous he was about the upcoming evening.

He signaled the others to give him a moment of privacy and finished his bath. A curtain had been drawn in front of the tub. He stood and shook himself dry. Finally, he spoke. “She will never love me,” he said.

“Do not be discouraged,” Lumiere said to the shadow of the Beast behind the curtain. “She is the one.”

“There is no one,” the Beast retorted. He pulled back the curtain and stepped into the light provided by Lumiere's candles. “Look at me. She deserves so much more than a beast.”

To Lumiere's credit, he didn't cringe on seeing the Beast, who, at that particular moment, was looking rather, well, silly. His hair was sticking out in every direction from his shaking himself dry, and the towel he had wrapped around his waist only made his large shoulders seem wider and hairier. Lumiere cleared his throat and pressed on. “You care for her, don't you?”

The Beast nodded. He did care for Belle, more than he ever would have thought possible. The past few days and their trip to Paris had only solidified those feelings. But he was no fool. While he might have come to care for her, and she might have learned to be around him without cringing, that did not mean she loved him in return. He was a beast, after all. No matter how many baths he took, no matter the clothes he wore or if he managed to eat his soup with a spoon, that wasn't going to change—unless she did somehow love him as he was. But that was unlikely.

Lumiere saw the doubt and fear in his master's eyes but forged ahead, propelled by his nod. “Well then, woo her with beautiful music and romantic candlelight....”

“Yes,” Plumette added, “and when the moment's just right...”

The Beast cocked his head. “How will I know?”

Cogsworth, who until that point had been purposely keeping himself out of the conversation, cleared his throat. “In my experience,” he said, “you will feel slightly nauseous.”

Lumiere shot him a look, silencing the clock. “Don't worry, master,” he said, turning back to the Beast. “You'll do fine. The problem has been that until now, the girl could not see the real you.”

“No,” Mrs. Potts said, disagreeing. “The problem was... she could.”

Instantly, the room grew silent. Tension filled the air as the staff turned and looked at the teapot. Some, like Lumiere, hoped to see a glint of humor in her eye. Others, like Cogsworth, were unsurprised by her sudden announcement. Either way, everyone's attention finally turned to the Beast, whom they watched, with eyes wide, as Mrs. Potts went on.

“For years,” she said, “we have hoped against hope that this curse would make you a better man. But you have remained angry and selfish and cruel, and we are all running out of time. And there is one more thing your servants have been too afraid to tell you.”

“What?” the Beast asked. He was surprised to discover that he feared her answer. Was she going to tell him exactly how hated he was? Was she going to tell him how miserable they had been and for how long? Was it possible she was going to find a way to make him feel even worse than he already did?

“We love you,” Mrs. Potts said.

The Beast nearly staggered back with the weight of her words. Of all the things he had imagined she might say...

Mrs. Potts went on. “Until now, we have loved you in spite of how you were. But since that girl arrived, we love you because of it.” Around her, the servants nodded in agreement. “So stop being a coward and tell Belle how you feel. And if you don't, I promise you'll be drinking cold tea for the rest of your life.”

“In the dark,” Lumiere added.

“Covered in dust,” Plumette chimed in.

In silence, the staff looked up at the Beast and waited for his response.

And then the Beast smiled. It was a warm smile. It was a genuine smile. It was the smile of a beast who no longer felt alone. It was the smile of a man who finally felt hope.

Ever since they had returned from Paris, Belle had felt another serious shift in her relationship with the Beast. He had seen her at her most vulnerable and he had been a source of strength for her. Their conversations now went far beyond books. Their walks in the gardens were longer, neither wanting them to end. Belle found herself anticipating dinner, no longer just for the scrumptious food but for the company. If she'd had a friend to talk to, she probably would have admitted that her feelings for the Beast, as unlikely as it seemed, had become deeper than she had ever thought possible.

And now she was about to go spend an evening with him, dancing in the ballroom. She sighed. How had she gotten here?

Garderobe gave Belle's dress one last adjustment and then turned her around so she was facing the full-length mirror.

Belle gasped. She didn't even recognize the girl staring back at her with wide brown eyes. Her hair had been pulled back halfway, accenting her cheeks, which had been ever so lightly dusted with blush. And the dress was something out of Belle's wildest fantasies. It floated around her like a golden halo. With every movement she made, it shone, catching the light and casting it back into the room. Garderobe stretched out one of her drawers, and suddenly, a layer of gold dust magically fell from the ceiling, coating the dress and making it, if possible, still more beautiful. Plus, it was easy to move in, light as a feather.

Pleased with her work, Garderobe pushed Belle out the door.

Belle stood still for a long moment. Her heart pounded. It is just a night, she thought. Stop dilly-dallying and get down those stairs.

Taking a deep breath, Belle began the long walk down the hall toward the staircase. Reaching the top, she looked across to the top of the West Wing's stairs. To her surprise, the Beast was standing there—clad in his best formal wear, looking as nervous as she felt. Their eyes met. They walked toward each other, meeting on the center landing. Then he bowed his head and extended his arm, inviting her, without words, to join him. She didn't hesitate to take it.

Together, they descended the staircase. With each step, Belle's anxiety faded. It felt normal to be walking with the Beast. And when he started to lead her into the dining room, it was her decision to turn to the ballroom instead.

She sensed his hesitation as she led him to the middle of the dance floor. But as quickly as that hesitation had appeared, it disappeared as music magically began to play. The room had been scrubbed clean and lit with hundreds of candles so that everything glowed like the golden dress Belle wore. The stage was set.

And then they began to dance. They waltzed in perfect time, Belle's feet following the Beast's automatically. They moved in a series of steps and delicate spins, each partner in tune with the other. It was as though they had been dancing together for years, not minutes, and once again, Belle was struck by how comfortable she felt around the Beast. As Cadenza reached a crescendo in the music, the Beast lifted Belle so she floated at his side, and then swept her into a thrilling dip. When the music finally came to an end and the ballroom fell into silence, Belle felt a strange tug of sadness that it was over.

As if sensing this, the Beast did not release her hand. Instead, he led her out to the large terrace that circled the ballroom. A companionable silence fell over the pair as they both stared up at the starry sky. The air was crisp, as it always was around the enchanted castle, but not uncomfortable. Belle felt as though the Beast's arms were still wrapped around her, the warmth from the ballroom somehow finding its way outside.

“I haven't danced in years,” the Beast said, breaking the silence. “I'd almost forgotten the feeling.” He dragged his eyes from the stars and looked down at Belle. His gaze was full of warmth—and something else. He shifted nervously on his feet as though not sure whether to go on. Belle waited, trying to encourage him silently. Then he spoke again. “It's foolish, I suppose, for a creature like me to hope that one day he might earn your affection.”

Belle hesitated. It wasn't foolish. At least, moments earlier it hadn't seemed foolish. “I don't know...” she said softly.

Hope flared in the Beast's eyes. “Really?” he asked. “You think you could be happy here?”

“Can anybody be happy if they aren't free?” Belle asked softly.

The Beast blinked guiltily, knowing she was right.

An image of Maurice flashed through Belle's mind. “My father taught me to dance. Our house was always filled with music.”

“You must miss him,” the Beast said, the tone of her voice not lost on him.

Belle nodded. “Very much.”

Seeing the tears rise in Belle's eyes, the Beast felt his heart tighten. He hated to see her in pain, especially when he knew there was a way he could ease it. “Come with me,” he said, taking her hand.

Silently, he led her off the terrace and back through the ballroom. He didn't answer when she asked where they were going and didn't explain when he brought her into his room and lifted a small hand mirror up to her. All he said was “Show me Maurice.” Then he handed the mirror to Belle and waited.

The face of the mirror swirled magically, and within moments, Belle's reflection had been replaced by an image of Maurice. With growing horror, she watched her father being dragged through the village square. Terror was etched on his face and he was calling out to someone to help him.

“Papa!” she cried. “What are they doing to him?”

The Beast had hoped to make Belle happy by showing her Maurice. Her reaction was not what he had anticipated. He peered over her shoulder, and his eyes grew wide as he, too, saw what was happening to the old man. Pain for Belle, for what was happening to her father, overcame him. Then, as Belle continued to watch her father through the mirror, the Beast's gaze shifted to the rose jar.

Another petal dropped.

Mrs. Potts's words echoed in his head. The feeling of Belle's hand in his burned through him. He pictured his staff, their hopeful faces as he had finally gotten dressed for the evening. Then he looked back at Belle and saw the sorrow in her eyes. He knew this was a moment of choice. But he also knew there was no choice to be made. He had to start righting the wrongdoings that he could right.

“You must go to him,” he said, trying to keep his own pain from his voice.

Belle looked up. “What did you say?” she asked, shocked.

“You are no longer a prisoner here,” he went on. “No time to waste.”

Tears of gratitude and appreciation replaced her tears of sadness as Belle looked up at the Beast. There was so much she wanted to say. So much she needed to say. But she didn't know where to begin. She started to return the mirror, but he shook his head.

“Keep it with you,” he said, “so you will have a way to look back on me.”

“Thank you,” Belle said in a whisper. Thank you for everything, she added silently.

And then, before she could change her mind, Belle turned and ran.




第12章



加斯顿变得越来越焦躁不安。过去的几个星期里，他一直都在做自己平常做的事——打猎，参加竞食比赛，带当地的某个女孩出去吃晚餐。但他一直在想贝儿究竟什么时候回来。

毫无疑问，莫里斯已经早就离开这个世界了。他不会再回来烦扰加斯顿了。不管贝儿跑到哪里去，当她从那个地方回来时，他们的婚姻之路也就畅通无阻了。是的，这一切都将顺利发生，加斯顿一边想一边朝小酒馆走去，打算晚上喝几杯最爱的烈酒。他只需要他未来的妻子快点回家。

还有，他需要来福停止说话。

加斯顿的忠实伙伴正再一次就莫里斯的事喋喋不休——这让加斯顿想完全将那件事抛在脑后变得相当艰难。“哇哦，真是狂风暴雨啊，”这个小个子男人说，“至少我们没被绑在一棵长在荒无人烟之地的树上，对吧？你知道，现在还不算太晚。我们可以过去找到他……”

加斯顿没有回应。

来福继续说：“只是，每次我闭上眼睛，我就能想象出莫里斯被困在那儿的画面。然后当我睁开眼，他就……”

当加斯顿推开酒馆的门，看到莫里斯出现在里面时，来福的声音便弱了下去。

“哦，这真有意思，我正要说‘死了'。”来福把话说完。

莫里斯正被酒馆的常客围在中间，包括陶工让和神父罗伯特。除了鼻子红了些，他似乎没受什么伤。而且从镇民们射向加斯顿那刀子般的眼神可以清楚地看出，经过磨难的他在告诉了所有人发生过什么之后，现在已经感觉好多了。

“加斯顿，”让严肃地说，“你是不是企图杀了莫里斯？”

加斯顿知道他没几项选择。他可以选择打架，这是他一贯的回答方式；也可以选择逃跑，但是这个选择懦弱得让他起了鸡皮疙瘩。所以在迅速地扫视了酒馆一圈后，他决定实行另一项选择：否认，否认，再否认。他在脸上伪装出一个温暖的微笑，快步走向双臂交叉的莫里斯。“哦，莫里斯，”他开始演戏，“感谢上苍，我在过去五天中一直在找你。你为什么都这样了还要跑到森林里去呢？”

当他的话在房间里回响时，聚集的镇民们动摇了，不确定该相信谁。

“什么？”莫里斯难以置信地叫道。他摇着头说： “不！你想杀了我！你把我留在那儿喂狼！”

加斯顿将一只手放在胸口上，就好像莫里斯的话伤到了他。“狼？你在说什么呢？”他问道。他看了一眼镇民们，转了转眼珠似乎在说：你们真的又想重回这条路吗？你们真的要相信他而不是我？当大部分镇民回应他时，他尽力克制着不显露出得意的笑容。

“那些狼就在野兽的城堡附近。”莫里斯回答说，他提高了声音，表情也变得狂躁。

“那就对了，”加斯顿居高临下地说，“有一只住在城堡的野兽，但不知道怎么的我们从来没有人见过？”

莫里斯迟疑了。他环视了一圈，见所有人都在等待他的回答。“嗯……是的。”最后他说道。

加斯顿把莫里斯和其他所有人逼到了他设计好的处境中。就像他在狩猎时把猎物逼到角落那样，他让莫里斯处于守势，就像让莫里斯知道他已经没有时间反击了似的。加斯顿慢慢地摇着头。“胡言乱语地谈论你的妄想是一回事，”他说，“指控我谋杀就是另一回事了。”

让他吃惊的是，神父罗伯特，而不是莫里斯，开口了。这位神父上前一步，挡在莫里斯前面。然后他看着聚集的人群。“大家听我说，”他恳求道，“这是莫里斯，我们的邻居，我们的朋友。他是个好人。”

加斯顿尽量不笑出来。如果是他自己出面话，他可能还不能让这最后一击的效果更好。“你是在暗示我不是个好人？”他听起来像受伤了似的说，“我没有从葡萄牙侵略者的野蛮掠夺下拯救这个镇子吗？难道不是因为我，你们这些人才有机会在这个晚上聚在这儿，而不是被埋在山丘里？”

他的话像从弓里射出的箭一样击中要害。镇民们彼此间窃窃私语，确认了对莫里斯的不断放大的怀疑。

“莫里斯，”陶工让转身看着这位老人说，“你有证据证明你所说的吗？”

“问阿加特！”他回答道，极其想要让房间里的人站在他那边。“是她救了我！”他转身指着酒馆远处的一个昏暗角落，那位老乞妇正沉默地看着一切。阿加特感觉到所有人正看着她，便蜷缩起来，拉了拉兜帽把脸遮得更严实了。

加斯顿抬起一边眉毛。“你们要因为一个肮脏乞妇的证词而中止指控吗？”他说。

莫里斯意识到那可能不是最好的举动后，看了看四周。他需要改变策略。莫里斯看见了加斯顿形影不离的伙伴，发出了一声叫喊。“来福先生！他当时在场！他看见了所有事！”

“我？”来福说。当注意力转到他身上时，他倒吸了一口凉气。

“你说对了。别抢走我的台词，”加斯顿说，再次因为整场剧情正按照有利于自己的走向上演而狂喜。他走过去，一把搂住他的朋友。“来福，我最亲爱的伙伴，你和我，双雄”——他用了这个昵称，声音里渗透着虚假的真诚——“在我们寻找的过程中，发现了什么野兽或者诡异的城堡吗？”

来福摇了摇头。加斯顿搂着他的肩膀更紧了。他想听到什么答案是显而易见的。但来福看着莫里斯，他记得当他们驾车离开而把他留在寒冷与阴暗里时，自己感觉有多么糟糕。加斯顿搂得更紧了。“这是一个有很多计算的复杂问题，但……不是吧？”他终于说。

“而且我，跟你在一起最久的朋友和最忠诚的同胞，”加斯顿言过其实地继续说，“是否想要杀了我唯一爱过的女人的父亲？”

“呃……”来福没有正面回答，“‘杀'这个字用得有点过头。不，不。你没有。”

大家需要听到的就是这些。好感的朝向立刻从莫里斯这边转到了加斯顿那儿。当这位老人的脸沉下来后，加斯顿的嘴角扯出了一个得意的微笑。他赢了。“莫里斯，说这些让我很痛苦，”他言不由衷地说，“但是你已经危害到你自己还有其他人了。你需要帮助，先生，需要一个能治愈你混乱头脑的地方。”他走过去将一只大手放在莫里斯的肩上。接着，他重重地捏了一下。“一切都会好起来的。”尽管他的话语非常友好，他的语气却寒冷如冰。

莫里斯大口地喘着气。他知道，毫无疑问，事情没有转机了，没有了。

城堡里的野兽也有相似的想法。时间所剩无几，但还远不能确定一切都会没事。显然他不是唯一有这样想法的。当他打算独自一人为那个夜晚做准备的时候，一位观众凑了过来——一位有想法的观众。

“就是现在，主人。”茶壶太太走进西角楼时说道。野兽正泡在大浴室的一个装满肥皂热水的浴缸里。“机不可失，时不再来。”

“时间正在一分一秒地过去。”葛士华补充说。

“玫瑰花只剩四片花瓣了，”卢米亚补充道，“这意味着今晚……你必须告诉她你的想法。”

野兽叹了口气。他知道他的仆人们只是想帮忙。他们说什么都不算惊奇。他知道快没时间了。他知道这个夜晚很重要。他知道贝儿是他唯一的机会——整个城堡唯一的机会。但听到别人大声说出这些话，丝毫不能缓解他越来越紧张的情绪。而他也不愿意承认他对这即将到来的夜晚感到多么紧张。

他示意其他人给他一点私人的时间，让他先洗完澡。浴缸前面的帘子被拉上了。他站了起来，然后把自己甩干。最后，他说话了。“她绝不会爱上我的。”他说。

“不要灰心气馁，”卢米亚对着帘子后面野兽的影子说，“她就是那个女孩。”

“那个女孩根本就不存在。”野兽反驳道。他拉开帘子，走到了卢米亚的烛光下。“看看我。她值得拥有一个更好的人，而不是一只野兽。”

值得表扬卢米亚的是，他在看到这一刻的野兽时没有退缩，野兽现在看起来相当的……蠢。他把自己甩干后，他的毛发朝各个方向竖立着，而他围在自己腰上的毛巾让他巨大的肩膀看起来更宽阔、更毛茸茸的了。卢米亚清了清嗓子继续说：“你很喜欢她，不是吗？”

野兽点了点头。他确实喜欢贝儿，比他想象的还要喜欢。过去几天的相处还有他们的巴黎之行只是坚定了这些情感。但他不是傻瓜。虽然他渐渐喜欢上了她，但她也许只是学会了不再害怕跟他相处，并不意味着她也同样爱他。毕竟，他是一只野兽。不管洗多少次澡，不管他穿什么衣服或者即使他能用勺子喝汤，这也不会发生改变——除非她真的莫名其妙地像他爱她一样爱上了他。但这是不可能的。

卢米亚从他主人的眼里看出了疑虑与害怕，但他依然奋勇向前，不停点头鼓励主人。“那么，在美妙的音乐与浪漫的烛光氛围下向她表达爱意……”

“是的，”普路美补充说，“等到时机成熟……”

野兽扬着头问：“我怎么知道时机什么时候成熟？”

直到这时葛士华才故意地让自己参与到谈话中，他清了清嗓子。“以我的经验，”他说，“那个时候你会感觉到轻微的恶心。”

卢米亚瞪了他一眼，让挂钟闭上了嘴。“不用担心，主人，”他转回去对着野兽说，“你会做得很好的。现在的问题就是，那个女孩不能看见真实的你。”

“不，”茶壶太太反对说，“问题是……她能够。”

房间里立刻安静下来。侍从们都转而看向茶壶，气氛紧张起来。一些人，比如卢米亚，希望从她眼里看到一丝幽默。另一些，比如葛士华，则对她突然说的话并不感到诧异。不管怎样，随着茶壶太太的继续诉说，所有人的注意力最终还是转向睁大了眼睛的野兽。

“这些年，”她说，“我们一直期盼着这个诅咒能让你变成一个更好的人。但你还是一样的暴躁、自私与残忍，我们所有人都快没时间了。而且还有一件事是侍从们不敢告诉你的。”

“什么事？”野兽问。他很吃惊地发现自己害怕听到她的答案。她是真的要告诉他，他有多可恨吗？她是要告诉他，他们曾经多么悲惨，这样的悲惨又持续了多久吗？有没有可能是她要找个办法让他感觉比现在还要糟糕？

“我们爱你。”茶壶太太说。

她的话语分量太重，重到让野兽几乎要向后趔趄。在所有他想象到的她可能说出的事情当中……

茶壶太太继续说。“直到现在，不管你变成什么样，我们仍然都爱着你。但是自从那个女孩来到这儿，我们有了一个爱你的理由。”她身边的侍从们都点头表示同意。“所以不要再做一个懦夫，告诉贝儿你的感觉。如果你不说，我保证你余生喝到的茶都是冷的。”

“活在黑暗里。”卢米亚补充道。

“被尘土掩盖。”普路美附和说。

侍从们安静下来，抬头看向野兽，等着他的回应。

接着，野兽笑了。这是一个温暖的笑容，一个真诚的笑容。这是一只再也不会感到孤独的野兽的笑容。这是一个终于感受到希望的人的笑容。

自从他们从巴黎回来，贝儿就感觉她与野兽之间的关系发生了又一次重大转变。他目睹了她最脆弱的时刻，成为她力量的源泉。现在他们之间的话题远远不止书籍了。他们在花园里散步的时间越来越久，两个人都不想结束。贝儿发现自己期待着晚餐，不再仅仅是为了美味的食物，而是为了那一刻的陪伴。如果她能有个朋友倾诉的话，她可能会承认她对野兽的情感，不可思议地变得比她想象的更深了。

而现在她就要和他在舞厅里跳舞，共度一个夜晚。她叹了口气。她怎么会走到这一步的呢？

衣柜夫人最后调整了一下贝儿的裙子，然后让她转身，面对着那面全身镜。

贝儿倒吸了口气。她甚至没有认出那个睁大了棕色眼睛看着她的女孩是谁。她的头发被扎上去了一半，她的脸颊显露出来，上面竟然还浅浅地拂上了一抹腮红。而那条裙子，则超出了贝儿最大胆的幻想。裙子在她周围浮动，像一个金色的光环。她每动一下，裙子便会闪闪发光，集聚了光线又将光反射到房间里。衣柜夫人打开了其中一个抽屉，突然一层金色的粉末神奇地从天花板上飘下，附着在裙子上，如果还有可能的话，让这条裙子更加漂亮了。此外，裙子很容易穿进去，而且还像根羽毛一样轻。

衣柜夫人很满意自己的作品，她将贝儿推出了门外。

过了很久，贝儿仍然站着没动。她的心脏猛烈地撞击着。她想：这不过是一个夜晚。不要再磨磨蹭蹭，下楼吧。

贝儿深吸了一口气，开始穿过长长的大厅，走向主楼梯。到达楼梯最顶部时，她看向通往西角楼的楼梯顶部。她惊讶地看见野兽正站在那儿——他穿着他最好的礼服，看起来跟她一样紧张。他们目光交汇走向彼此，在楼梯平台的中央相遇。接着，他低下头伸出手，一言不发，邀请她和他一起走。她毫不犹豫地接受了邀请。

他们一起走下楼梯。每走一步，贝儿的不安便消散一分。和野兽走在一起让她感觉到很平常。当他开始带着她走向餐厅时，她决定转去舞厅。

当她引领着他到舞池中间时，她感受到了他的犹豫。但当音乐魔法般的开始演奏时，那犹豫转瞬即逝。房间已经被擦拭干净，燃着数以百计的蜡烛，让一切都像贝儿穿着的金色裙子一样绚丽夺目。舞台早已布置好了。

于是，他们开始跳舞。他们跳起华尔兹，踩准节奏，贝儿的脚自动跟上了野兽的步伐。他们时而迈出一连串流畅的步子，时而华丽地旋转，步调一致。似乎他们在一起跳舞已经好几年了，而不是才几分钟而已。贝儿再一次被那种在野兽身边感觉到的舒适感所震惊。当卡登扎演奏到音乐的高潮部分时，野兽举起贝儿，让她在自己身侧飞舞，接着一个横抱，最后在激动人心的下落中结尾。音乐结束了，舞厅也陷入了沉寂。贝儿感到一阵没由来的悲伤，这就结束了？

野兽似乎感受到了这一点，他没有放开她的手。相反，他把她带出了舞池，走到围绕着舞池的大型露台边。他们仰头看着满天星光，默契地沉默不语。清新的空气一如既往地萦绕着被施了魔法的城堡，却并没有任何不适。尽管野兽的手臂仍环绕着贝儿，但她还是感觉到舞厅里的温暖不知怎么的在不断流逝。

“我已经很多年没有跳舞了，”野兽打破了沉寂，“我几乎快忘记这感觉了。”他将视线从星星上拉回，低头看着贝儿。他的注视里满是温暖——还有一些其他的。他的脚紧张地动来动去，似乎不确定是否要继续说下去。贝儿等待着，试着无声地鼓励他。然后，他又开口了：“我想，对于一个像我这样的怪物来说，去期待有一天能得到你的青睐是很愚蠢的。”

贝儿犹豫了。这不愚蠢，至少，在片刻之前这似乎并不愚蠢。“我不知道……”她轻轻地说。

野兽的眼里闪烁着希望。“真的吗？”他问，“你觉得你在这里会快乐吗？”

“如果一个人没了自由还能快乐吗？”贝儿轻轻地问道。

野兽内疚地眨着眼，他知道她说得对。

贝儿的脑中闪过莫里斯的样子。“是我父亲教我跳的舞。我们的房子里总是萦绕着音乐。”

“你一定很想念他。”野兽说，忽视贝儿的语气。

贝儿点头道：“非常想念。”

野兽看着泪水在贝儿眼里蔓延，他感觉到自己的心紧绷着。他讨厌看到她痛苦，特别是当他知道自己有办法缓解的时候。“跟我来。”他抓住她的手说。

他沉默着把她带离露台，穿过舞厅。她问他们要去哪时，他没有回答。他把她带进自己的房间，举起一面小小的手镜，不做任何解释。他只说了一句：“让我看看莫里斯。”接着，他把镜子递给贝儿，然后等待着。

镜面神奇地旋转着，不一会儿，贝儿的倒影被莫里斯的影像所取代。贝儿惊恐地发现她的父亲正被拖着穿过镇子的广场。他的脸上写满了恐惧，他在不断呼喊着，希望有人来救救他。

“爸爸！”她叫道，“他们正对他做什么？”

野兽本想着给她看看莫里斯，让她高兴。但她的反应让他始料未及。他越过她的肩膀看过去。当看见这位老人的遭遇时，他的眼睛也瞪大了。对贝儿的心疼以及对她父亲所受遭遇的同情淹没了他。当贝儿继续透过镜子看着自己的父亲时，野兽转而注视着玫瑰玻璃钟罩。

又一片花瓣落下了。

茶壶太太的话在他脑子里回响。牵着贝儿手的感觉灼烧着他的全身。他想到了他的侍从们，想到了当他终于肯为今晚而着装打扮时他们充满希望的脸庞。接着，他回过头看着贝儿，看到了她眼里的悲伤。他知道他该做出选择了。但他也知道自己别无选择。他得把那些本该做对的错事纠正过来。

“你必须去找他。”他说，试着不让自己的声音流露出痛苦。

贝儿抬起头。“你说什么？”她震惊地问道。

“你不再是这里的囚犯了，”他继续说，“不能再浪费时间了。”

贝儿抬头看着他，她那悲伤的泪水被感激的泪水所取代。有太多的话她想要说，有太多的话她需要说，但她不知道从哪里开始。她想从还他镜子开始，但是他摇了摇头。

“拿着它，”他说，“这样你就可以回想起我。”

“谢谢你。”贝儿低声说。谢谢你做的一切，她在心里补充道。

接着，贝儿在改变主意之前，转身跑走了。




Chapter 13



The beast didn't go back downstairs. He couldn't bear the thought of seeing the expectant, hopeful faces of his staff. Instead, he walked out onto the West Wing balcony, not daring to glance at the bell jar to see how many petals were left on the enchanted rose. From there, he watched Belle race off on Philippe, heard the clanging of the castle gate as it shut behind her, listened until the sound of the horse's hooves faded into silence as it galloped through the woods. And still he did not move. Not even as the clear sky clouded over and the air grew uncomfortably chilly. He just stood there, the increasing wind whipping at his coat, his blue eyes troubled.

His last chance was gone—for good. While they might have just shared a magical evening, he knew somehow that Belle would never return.

After a while, he returned to his room, unclasping his beautiful coat and letting it fall to the ground. Behind him, he heard the unmistakable sound of Cogsworth's waddle.

“Well, master,” the majordomo said, his voice chipper, “I may have had my doubts, but everything is moving like clockwork.” He smiled at his own wordplay. “True love really does win the day!”

“I let her go,” the Beast said, his tone flat. What good was delaying the inevitable? It was a large castle, true, but news spread fast. It would be better just to get it out in the open and deal with the fallout.

Cogsworth's mouth dropped open. “You... what?”

As if on cue, Lumiere and Plumette entered the room. Mrs. Potts followed on her trolley. From the looks on their faces, the Beast could tell they had heard everything.

“Master...” Lumiere said, the flames on his candles growing dim. “How could you do that?”

“I had to,” the Beast replied simply.

“But why?” Lumiere and Cogsworth asked in unison. They were both looking at the Beast with confusion. His behavior was so odd. It was as though the Beast had suddenly become a different person.

“Because he loves her,” Mrs. Potts answered for the Beast.

Everyone turned to the teapot. Her voice was soft, her eyes sad as she looked at the Beast. His shoulders slumped, but he did not deny what Mrs. Potts had said. She was right. He did love Belle.

“Then why are we not human?” Lumiere asked, still confused.

Cogsworth, unfortunately, was no longer confused. Now he was mad. “Because she doesn't love him!” he snapped. “And now it's too late!”

“But she might still come back...?” Plumette suggested hopefully.

The Beast shook his head. “No. I've set her free.” He turned his back to the staff. “I'm sorry I couldn't do the same for all of you,” he said, meaning it with every fiber of his being.

Then, stepping out onto his balcony, he looked at the empty stable. Belle's leading Philippe out of the stable had been the hardest thing the Beast had ever had to witness. The pain he had felt in those first few years after the Enchantress had cursed him paled in comparison to the pain he had felt as Belle urged Philippe away. He had let his heart, which had been closed for so long, open, and the result? A deeper wound than he could bear. Because he knew the memory of Belle, like the curse, would now be with him forever.

He left the balcony and began to climb the castle's highest turret. The wind blew against him, threatening to whip him right off the stones, but still he climbed. The menacing gusts were a welcome distraction. But even that wasn't enough to keep images of Belle from flitting across his mind. Reaching the top of the turret, he peered through the woods, hoping for one last glimpse of her. But all he saw were trees. With a groan, he collapsed to the ground. There was no denying it any longer: she was gone for good. All he had left of her, all he would ever have of her, were memories that would fade over time, leaving him alone—and a beast—forever.

Belle urged Philippe on, her heels digging into his sides. She knew the horse was fading, but she needed to get back to Villeneuve. Her father was in danger.

At first, the woods were strange to her and all she could do was hope Philippe remembered where he was going. But soon she began to recognize familiar landmarks. A patch of blueberries here, a small pond there. As the moon rose higher in the sky, she finally burst out of the woods and into the clearing at the edge of the village. She made sure her most prized possessions—the magic mirror and a small satin pouch she'd taken from the castle—were still safely in her lap.

Then, hearing a commotion near the square, Belle steered Philippe in that direction. To her surprise, a crowd had gathered around a horse-drawn wagon, which looked like a small metal prison with its steel frame and tiny barred window. She spotted Gaston and LeFou standing nearby. Gaston looked smug, as always, while LeFou looked uncomfortable. She continued to scan the scene, and then her breath caught in her throat.

Maurice was slumped inside the wagon's cage.

As Belle watched, Pere Robert ran up to the man locking Maurice inside—Monsieur D'Arque, the head of the town asylum. “This man is hurt!” Pere Robert said. “Please! He needs a hospital, not an asylum!”

Ignoring him, D'Arque finished his task and headed up to the driver's perch. Gaston walked over and leaned against the wagon, seeming to whisper something to Maurice.

Belle had seen enough. That wagon wasn't going anywhere. Kicking Philippe forward, she made her way into the middle of the crowd. “Stop!” she cried.

Her voice cut through the crowd, silencing everyone instantly. The people turned in her direction, eyes wide. Her ball gown flowed around her, the gold glitter catching the moonlight and making the dress sparkle magically. She could hear the whispers of the villagers beginning like a slow wave. Some wondered where she had come from. Others wondered if it was really her. Others muttered “that dress” with envy and awe.

Ignoring them, Belle dismounted. She kept her head high, her eyes seeking support in the crowd of villagers. She didn't find much. Most of the villagers were eyeing her with open distrust now that their initial shock had faded. Still, there were a few friendly faces. Pere Robert was standing close by, his expression bewildered and a bit defeated. And Jean the potter was there, too, though he looked puzzled and helpless, as usual.

Pushing down the slew of unkind words she wanted to hurl at the villagers, Belle stepped in front of the wagon. “Stop this right now!” she ordered, causing the horses to startle. She ran to the back of the wagon and peered through the locked door. Her father lay on the floor, clutching his side in pain. “Open this door! He's hurt!”

Monsieur D'Arque climbed down from his perch. As he walked toward her, Belle couldn't help cringing. There was something dark and cruel in his eyes, and his pale skin reminded her of the monsters in some of her stories. “I'm afraid we can't do that, Miss,” he said. “But we'll take good care of him.” While his words were meant to sound reassuring, they came across as a threat.

“My father's not crazy!” Belle protested. She turned and looked around the crowd, hoping for help. No one stepped forward. Finally, she turned to the one man she thought might advocate for her. “Gaston... tell him!” she pleaded.

Gaston stepped out of the shadows where he had been waiting quietly. He had been worried that Belle had witnessed his part in Maurice's incarceration. He knew that if she had, any chance of marrying her would truly be over. But luck, as usual, was with him. She seemed completely unaware. Puffing out his chest, he put on his most sympathetic expression and walked to her. “Belle, you know how loyal I am to your family,” he said, laying on the sincerity, “but your father has been making some unbelievable claims.”

“It's true,” Jean said. “He's been raving about a beast in a castle.”

Belle looked back and forth between the two men. That was why Maurice was being hauled off to an asylum? She nearly laughed out loud in relief. “But I have just come from the castle,” she said quickly. “There is a beast!”

Reaching out, Gaston put a hand on her shoulder. Then he gave her a condescending smile. “We all admire your devotion to your father,” he said, “but you'd say anything to free him. Your word is hardly proof.”

Panic gripped Belle's heart. She needed something to show them that she wasn't making it up. But what? In the pocket of her dress, her hand closed around the mirror. “You want proof?” she asked. She pulled out the mirror and held it up to face the villagers. “Show me the Beast!”

Once again, the mirror face swirled magically. The reflection of the village faded away and was replaced by an image of the Beast. He sat slumped against the turret wall, the picture of dejection. “There is your proof!” Belle cried. Gaston's face grew pale with shock.

“Well, it is hard to argue with that,” LeFou said, turning to look at his friend.

“This is sorcery!” Gaston shouted, snatching the mirror from Belle's hand. He held it up for all the villagers to see. “Look at this beast. Look at his fangs! His claws!”

The villagers craned their necks, hoping to get a better look, then recoiled when they caught sight of the Beast. Watching their reactions, Belle bit her lip nervously. She hadn't thought things through when she pulled out the mirror. She had been so desperate to save her father that it hadn't occurred to her what actually seeing the Beast would do to the villagers. She hadn't thought that they would see only the Beast's appearance, not the man inside she had grown to care for. “No!” she cried out, trying to fix the situation. “Don't be afraid. He is gentle and kind.”

“She is clearly under a spell,” Gaston called out, shooting Belle a look. “If I didn't know better, I'd say she even cared for this monster.”

Belle felt his words like a slap across the face. After all he had done, he dared call the Beast a monster? “The Beast would never hurt anyone,” she said, turning and pleading with the villagers. They looked back at her, their expressions wary, and the unease in the pit of her stomach grew. She should have known better. The villagers loved their Gaston. He was their war hero, their unofficial leader. He was their one small claim to fame. And Belle? She was an odd girl who liked to read.

As Gaston continued to rile the villagers into a frenzy against the Beast, Belle backed away. She had lost all hope of turning the tide in her favor. Catching sight of her, Gaston shouted to three of his henchmen. “We can't have her running off to warn the Beast,” he said. “Lock her up.”

Before she could turn and run, one of the men grabbed Belle roughly by the arm. Belle kicked and shouted, but it was no use. As Gaston called for his horse, she was dragged and tossed into the wagon cell where her father was being held. Monsieur D'Arque moved to stand guard.

Throwing his leg over his big black stallion, Gaston turned once more to the villagers. Shouts of approval rang out as he lifted his hand to the night sky. “That creature will curse us all if we don't stop him!” he hollered, riling the villagers up further. “Well, I say we kill the Beast!”

The village erupted in bloodthirsty cries as Belle watched in horror behind the iron bars. Gaston was in his element. This was what he lived for—chaos and destruction, mindless violence. The Beast wasn't just a scary monster to him; he was an enemy, and this was battle. As Gaston led the mob from the village, he stoked their fears until they were burning as bright and hot as the torches some of the men carried. He painted a picture of a slobbering creature that lived in the dark and shadows. A beast with razor-sharp fangs and massive paws. A monster that roared and foamed. A living nightmare that needed to be destroyed. By the time the mob had disappeared into the woods, they were carrying weapons of all shapes and sizes. Some held shovels; others seized pitchforks. A few found axes and hefted them over their shoulders. And all of them—armed or not—looked ready to follow Gaston in his wild plan to kill the Beast.

Unable to do anything else, Belle stood still, her hands clutching the iron bars. The Beast, Mrs. Potts, Lumiere... everyone she had grown to love... they were in serious danger. And it was all her fault.




第13章



野兽没有回到楼下。一想到要看到他的侍从们满是期待与希望的脸，他就无法承受。相反地，他走了出去，站在西角楼的阳台上，没有胆量瞥一眼玻璃钟罩，去看看那枝被施了魔法的玫瑰还剩下多少片花瓣。他在那儿看着贝儿骑着菲力飞奔而去，听到城堡的大门在她身后关上时发出咔嚓声。他一直聆听着，直到在森林里疾驰的马蹄声渐渐消失归于平静。他还是一动不动，即使清澈的天空乌云密布，空气也渐渐冷到让人不适。他就站在那儿，不断增强的大风抽打着他的外套，他蓝色的双眼模糊了。

他失去了最后的机会——永久地失去了。尽管他们一起享受了一个充满魔力的夜晚，但不知怎么的，他知道贝儿永远不会回来了。

过了一会儿，他回到房间，解开他漂亮的外套，任凭衣服掉落在地。他听到身后摇摇摆摆的走路声，毫无疑问是葛士华。

“嗯，主人，”主管活泼的声音响起，“我之前可能还抱有些许怀疑，但一切都进行得很顺利。”他笑了笑自己的俏皮话。“真爱真的在今天取得了胜利！”

“我让她走了。”野兽语气平和地说道。这件事免不了人尽皆知，又有什么可延迟的呢？这个城堡确实很大，但消息传得也很快。就让消息公开后再处理，结果可能会更好一些。

葛士华惊讶得合不上嘴：“你……什么？”

好像是某种暗示似的，卢米亚和普路美走进了房间。推车上的茶壶太太也跟了进来。透过他们脸上的表情，野兽可以断定他们已经听说了一切。

“主人……”卢米亚说，他蜡烛上的火焰正逐渐暗淡。“您怎么能那样做？”

“我别无选择。”野兽简单地回答说。

“但为什么呢？”卢米亚和葛士华不约而同地问道。他们都疑惑不解地看着野兽。他的行为如此古怪，就好像他突然变了一个人似的。

“因为他爱她。”茶壶太太替野兽回答了。

所有人都转向茶壶。她的声音是轻柔的，她看着野兽时的眼神是悲伤的。他的肩膀垮了下去，但是他没有否认茶壶太太刚才说的话。她说得对，他确实爱贝儿。

“那我们怎么没变回人？”卢米亚问道，他依旧十分困惑。

不幸的是，葛士华已经明白了。现在他很愤怒。“因为她不爱他！”他急促地喊道，“现在已经来不及了！”

“但她可能还会回来……？”普路美满怀希望地提出。

野兽摇了摇头。“不会，我已经给她自由了。”他转身背对着他的侍从们。“很抱歉，我没能为你们所有人做出同样的付出。”他说的话是真心实意的道歉。

接着，他走出房间，站在阳台上，看向空空如也的马厩。对于野兽来说，在自己所有不得不面对的事情中最艰难的就是目睹贝儿把菲力牵出马厩。被女巫诅咒的头几年里感受到的痛苦，在与贝儿骑着菲力离开时感受到的一对比，顿时相形见绌。他打开了自己封闭了那么久的心扉，可结果呢？是一道让他难以忍受的更深的伤口。因为他有了关于贝儿的回忆，就像这诅咒一样，从现在起将会永远伴随着他。

他离开了阳台，开始爬向城堡最高的塔楼。大风吹在他身上，几乎要把他从石壁上刮走，但他依然攀爬着。这骇人的狂风极好地扰乱了他。可是即使这样，依旧不足以赶走不断浮现在他的脑海中的贝儿的样子。他爬到了塔楼的最高处，向森林眺望，期望能见她最后一眼。但是他所能看到的就只有树木。他长啸一声，任凭自己坠落在地。再也无法自欺欺人了：她已经永远地离开了。一切关于她的他所能留下的、他所能拥有的就只有回忆了。可随着时间的流逝，回忆也会慢慢消失，只留下他处于永远的孤独之中——永远地成为一只野兽。

贝儿催促着菲力前进，她的鞋跟重重地踢着它的身体两侧。她知道马儿越来越累，但她需要尽快回到维勒讷沃。她的父亲处于危险之中。

刚开始，她对周围的树木感到十分陌生，她所能做的就只有希望菲力记得它要走的路。但很快她开始认出了熟悉的地形标志。这儿有一小块蓝莓地，那儿有一小汪池塘。月亮在天空中升得更高了，贝儿终于冲出了森林，进入镇子边界的空地。她确认了一下她最珍贵的财产——那面魔镜和一个从城堡里带出来的绸缎制的小包裹——还依然安全地待在她的怀里。

接着，贝儿听见广场附近有一阵骚动，便驱策菲力向那个方向跑去。她惊讶地发现一群人正围着一辆四轮马车，马车看起来像一个小型的装有铁栏杆和小栅栏窗口的金属监狱。她看见加斯顿和来福正站在旁边。加斯顿还是一副自以为是的样子，而来福看起来却不大自在。她继续扫视现场，接着屏住了呼吸。

莫里斯正蜷缩在马车笼子里。

贝儿看着神父罗伯特跑向那个将莫里斯锁进去的人——那是镇上疯人院的院长达尔克先生。“这个人受伤了！”神父罗伯特说，“求求你们！他需要去医院，不是疯人院！”

达尔克忽视了他，在完成了自己的任务后，他走向车夫的位子。加斯顿走过去斜倚在马车上，似乎在对莫里斯低声说着什么。

贝儿看不下去了。那马车哪儿也不许去。她踢着菲力前进，冲进了人群中。“停下！”她叫道。

她的声音响彻人群，让所有人都立刻安静了下来。人们转身朝向她，睁大了双眼。她的晚礼服在身边浮动，金色的闪粉吸收了月光，让裙子闪耀着神奇的光芒。她听到镇民们的窃窃私语声像浪潮一般开始慢慢涌来。有一些人好奇她从哪里过来。另外有一些人则怀疑这是否真的是她。还有一些人又是嫉妒又是羡慕地咕哝着“那条裙子”。

贝儿没有理会他们。她跳下马，高昂着头，扫视人群，寻求着镇民的支持。她没有得到太多支持。由于最初的震惊已经渐渐消失，大部分镇民都带着明显不信任的眼神看着她。但是，依旧有一些友善的面孔。神父罗伯特站了过来，他表情困惑，还有一丝受挫。陶工让也站了过来，尽管他像平常一样看起来茫然无助。

贝儿忍住了想要甩给镇民们的大段严词厉语，走到了马车前面。“马上停下！”她命令道，这使马受到了惊吓。她跑到马车后面，透过锁住的门朝里望去。她的父亲正躺在地板上，痛苦地抱住自己的身体。“开门！他受伤了！”

达尔克先生从他的位子上爬了下来。他朝着她走来时，贝儿不由得害怕起来。他的眼里有某些阴暗且残忍的东西，而他惨白的皮肤让她想起了读过的故事里的一些怪物。“恐怕我们不能那样做，小姐，”他说，“但我们会好好照顾他的。”尽管他说这些话的目的是给人安慰，但说出来却像是一种威胁。

“我父亲没有疯！”贝儿反驳道。她转过身，环视人群，希望能得到帮助。没有人走上前。最后，她转向那个她认为可能会维护她的人。“加斯顿……告诉他！”她恳求道。

一直安静地等待在阴影里的加斯顿走了出来。他曾担心贝儿目睹了他在促成莫里斯被监禁时的推波助澜。他知道如果她看见了，那就真的没有任何娶她的机会了。但一如往常，幸运依然伴随着他。她似乎完全没有意识到。他挺起胸膛，伪装出一副最富有同情心的样子走向她。“贝儿，你知道我对你的家人是多么的忠诚，”他极其真诚地说，“但你父亲一直在说一些让人难以相信的言论。”

“这是事实，”让说，“他一直胡言乱语，说城堡里有一只野兽。”

贝儿在两人之间来回看着。这就是莫里斯要被拖到疯人院去的原因吗？她几乎要如释重负地大笑出来。“我刚才就是从城堡过来，”她迅速说，“那儿是有一只野兽。”

加斯顿伸出一只手放在她的肩膀上，然后给了她一个高傲的微笑。“我们都很钦佩你对你父亲的奉献，”他说，“但你会为了解救他而发表任何言论。你的话几乎不能用来作为证据。”

恐慌笼罩了贝儿的心。她需要一些东西来向他们证明这不是她编造的。但什么东西可以呢？她在自己裙子的口袋里摸到了那面镜子。“你想要证据？”她问道。她拿出镜子，将它朝向镇民们高高举起。“让我看看野兽！”

镜面再一次神奇地旋转。镇子的影像慢慢消失，取而代之的是野兽的形象。他靠着塔楼的墙蜷缩地坐着，一幅十分沮丧的画面。“这就是你要的证据！”贝儿叫道。加斯顿的脸因为震惊而变得苍白。

“好吧，这就很难辩驳了。”来福转身看着他的朋友说。

“这是巫术！”加斯顿叫喊着，从贝儿手里夺过了镜子。他将镜子高高举起，展示给所有镇民看。“看看这野兽。看看他的獠牙！他的爪子！”

镇民们伸长了脖子，希望能看得更清楚，他们一看到野兽的样子就畏缩了起来。贝儿看着他们的反应，紧张地咬着嘴唇。她拿出镜子那会儿没能将事情考虑清楚。她是如此急切地想要救出她的父亲，以至于没有想到让镇民们真正看到野兽会造成什么影响。她没想到他们只看到野兽的外貌，而看不到里面那个她渐渐喜欢上的人。“不！”她叫了出来，试着挽回局面。“不要害怕。他很温柔，很善良。”

“她显然是被诅咒了，”加斯顿瞪了贝儿一眼大声叫道，“如果我没猜错的话，我会觉得她甚至已经爱上这怪物了。”

贝儿觉得他的话就像一记耳光打在她的脸上。就他的所作所为而言，他还敢说野兽是一个怪物？“野兽绝不会伤害任何人的。”她说，转身恳求镇民们。他们也看着她，显得十分机警。她内心深处的不安感更加强烈了。她本该知道会是这种情况的。镇民们热爱着他们的加斯顿。他是他们的战争英雄，他们非正式的领袖。他在镇民中称得上小有名气。而贝儿呢？她只是一个喜欢看书的奇怪女孩。

当加斯顿继续煽动镇民，让他们对野兽产生怒火时，贝儿准备退后逃走。她已经对扭转局势而让人们支持她不抱任何希望了。加斯顿发现了她，朝他的三个追随者叫喊着。“我们不能让她跑去通知野兽，”他说，“把她锁起来。”

贝儿还来不及转身逃走，其中一个人就粗鲁地抓住了她的胳膊。贝儿踢着叫着，但并没有什么用。加斯顿将他的马唤过来时，她被拖着扔进了那个关着她父亲的马车里。达尔克先生走过来站岗。

加斯顿抬腿跨坐在他的黑色大公马上，再一次转身面对镇民们。当他朝着夜空举起手时，代表认可的呐喊声响彻云霄。“如果我们不去阻止这个怪物，他将会诅咒我们所有人！”他大声叫喊着，进一步煽动镇民们，“那么，让我们杀死野兽！”

铁栅栏后的贝儿惊恐地看着整个镇子爆发出嗜血的喊叫声。加斯顿显得颇为得意。这正是他所追求的——混乱与毁灭，鲁莽与暴力。野兽对他来说并不仅仅是一个可怕的怪物，而是一个敌人，这就是一场战争。当加斯顿引领着暴徒们走出镇子时，他不断煽动着他们的恐惧，让这恐惧像一些人手里举着的火把一样明亮而炙热。他描绘了一个活在黑暗与阴影中淌着涎水的怪物，一只长着锋利獠牙与巨大爪子的野兽，一只不断咆哮着唾沫四溅的野兽，一场逼真的需要被摧毁的噩梦。暴徒们进入森林，拿好了各种各样的武器。一些人拿着铁锹，另一些人抓着铁叉。有少数人发现了斧头，把它们扛在了肩上。他们所有人——不管带没带武器——看起来都准备好跟随加斯顿加入他那杀死野兽的疯狂计划中。

无能为力的贝儿只能静静地站着，双手紧紧地抓住铁栅栏。野兽，茶壶太太，卢米亚……所有那些她逐渐喜欢上的人……他们都陷入了严重的危机，而这全都是她造成的。




Chapter 14



Inside the beast's castle, the staff members felt as though they were already dead. Their one hope of salvation—Belle—had fled, and now the Beast was back to brooding, the rose was still wilting, and they had no chance of reversing the curse before it was too late.

As the night had grown darker, they had gathered in the foyer, taking solace in all they had left—each other. Mrs. Potts and Chip nuzzled together on the serving trolley while Plumette rested her head on Lumiere's shoulder. His flames had grown dim and his expression was as drawn and serious as that of Cogsworth, who stood off to the side.

“He has finally learned to love,” Lumiere said sadly, gazing toward the window that looked out on the turret where the Beast sat.

“A lot of good that does us if she doesn't love him in return,” Cogsworth pointed out. He crossed his arms and pouted.

Shaking her head, Mrs. Potts wheeled her cart closer to the grumpy clock. “No,” she said. “This is the first time I've had any real hope she would.”

Cogsworth opened his mouth to make a snippy retort but was stopped by Chip. The young teacup had turned toward the door and was listening intently to something. “Did you hear that, Mama? Is it her?” he asked, jumping down from the serving trolley and hopping over to the window.

The rest of the staff rushed to join Chip at the window. They strained against the windowpane, trying to hear whatever the young teacup had heard. In the distance, they saw light from torches flash through the trees.

Lumiere's flames erupted in excitement. “Could it be?” he asked, pushing through the other staff. It was hard to see outside through the frost that covered the window. He held up a flame, warming the window until the frost melted. Then he shouted, “Sacre bleu! Invaders!”

The others peered through the cleared window. Lumiere was right. It wasn't Belle coming through the woods, returning to the Beast. It was a mob! And from the looks of it, a very angry mob. The villagers pushed through the castle gate and made their way across the bridge up to the colonnade. Leading the charge was a tall, broad man on a black stallion. As the staff watched, he turned and addressed the mob.

“Take whatever treasures you want!” he cried. “But the Beast is mine!”

The staff collectively gasped in fear. What were they going to do?

Cogsworth knew exactly what he had to do. He had to warn the Beast. Leaving the others to form a small, sad barricade at the front door, Cogsworth headed to the turret. He hopped and wobbled his way up a dozen flights of stairs and down long halls before finally waddling out onto the balcony. Peering around, he tried to spot the Beast among the stone gargoyles that lined the balcony. He finally saw him perched near the far end. His head was down, his shoulders hunched.

Cogsworth cleared his throat. “Oh, pardon me, master,” he said nervously.

“Leave me in peace,” the Beast said, not bothering to look up.

“But the castle is under attack,” Cogsworth said urgently.

The Beast still did not look up, his face cloaked in darkness. When he spoke next, his voice rippled with pain. “It doesn't matter now,” he said sadly, finally raising his head. His piercing blue eyes were stormy and full of held-back tears. “Just let them come.”

Cogsworth had had enough. Gone was the calm, patient, loyal majordomo. He had spent too many years stuck in his clock body to have his master give up now. He had watched the Beast throw away his only chance at happiness and he had silently let him. But not anymore. Now he was going to speak his mind. “Why fight?” he snapped. “Why indeed! Why do any bloody thing at all?” Finishing, Cogsworth caught his breath and waited for the Beast to say something, anything, in return. But all he did was once again lower his head.

With a sigh, Cogsworth turned and began the long walk back to the foyer. It looked like the staff members were on their own.

“I have to warn the Beast....”

Belle looked around frantically. Her hands were clenched by her sides, and her eyes were wild as she desperately searched the small space for any means of escape. There wasn't one. The window was too tiny—and covered by bars—and the wagon had been locked from the outside.

“Warn him?” Maurice asked in confusion. He sat slumped in a corner. He looked worse than he had when he was a prisoner in the Beast's castle. His clothes were disheveled and his hair was sticking up in every direction. He had scrapes on his palms from falling on them, and exhaustion hung heavy on his shoulders. “How did you get away from him?” The last he had known, Belle was being held prisoner by the very beast she now wanted to protect.

Belle stopped pacing. She turned to her father and took his hands in hers. “He let me go, Papa,” she said. “He sent me back to you.”

“I don't understand.”

Reaching into the small pouch she had taken from the castle, Belle pulled out the rose-shaped rattle. Maurice recognized it instantly. His hands began to shake as Belle told him how the Beast had taken her to Montmartre and had shown her their old home. Maurice took the rattle and moved it from one hand to the other as the realization of what it meant, what Belle now knew, hit hard.

“Belle,” he began, “I had to leave your mother there. I had no choice, I had to save you—”

“I know, Papa. I understand.” Belle's kind eyes met Maurice's. “Will you help me now?”

Maurice struggled to hold back tears that threatened to spill out of his eyes. His daughter had always been so caring and so forgiving. He just hadn't known until now how much he had needed her forgiveness.

“But... it's dangerous,” Maurice said.

“Yes, it is,” Belle answered bravely. She waited for him to argue. But her father simply smiled and nodded. Then he clapped his hands.

“Well, then,” he said as he looked around the tiny wagon cell, “it looks like we need to find a way to get out of here so you can go save your beast.”

Belle smiled. “Thank you, Papa.” Then her smile faded. “But I've already checked. There's no way out.”

Maurice shook his head. If he had learned anything over the years, it was that there was always a way out. He peered through the small window at the lock on the wagon door. Its makeup didn't look unlike some of his music boxes.

“I think I might be able to pick the lock, if only I had—”

Maurice suddenly saw the hairpin Belle was holding up in front of him. There she was, anticipating his every need again. They shared a grin.

Then Maurice got to work picking the lock. When it finally clicked free, they slowly pushed the wagon door open.

“What are you waiting for?” Maurice whispered to his daughter. “Go!”

Giving him a grateful smile, Belle took off across the town square, not stopping to see if Monsiuer D'Arque had spotted her.

She made it to Philippe and hopped on the horse's back. Giving the big animal a strong kick, she pulled on the reins and steered them out of the village. Behind her she could hear D'Arque's angry shout and her father's happy cheer. Leaning forward, Belle urged Philippe on. They didn't have time to celebrate this minor victory. They needed to get back to the castle.

As they galloped through the thickening trees, Belle could only hope that they would get back in time. She didn't want to imagine what Gaston and his bloodthirsty mob might do when they came face to face with a beast larger than anything they had ever seen before. Then her thoughts turned to Mrs. Potts, Lumiere, Cogsworth, and little Chip. They would be defenseless against the mob.




第14章



在野兽的城堡里，侍从们都感觉自己像死了一样。能拯救他们的唯一希望——贝儿——已经逃走了，而野兽现在又回到了让人担忧的状态，玫瑰还在凋零，他们没有机会及时破解诅咒了。

夜色越来越浓，他们全都聚集到前厅，只能彼此寻求慰藉。茶壶太太和阿奇在服务推车上将鼻子紧贴在一起，而普路美则将头靠在卢米亚的肩上。卢米亚的火焰已经变得暗淡，他的表情憔悴而严肃，跟站在一边的葛士华一模一样。

“他总算学会了爱。”卢米亚悲伤地说。他看着窗户外面的塔楼，野兽就坐在里面。

“如果她没有同样也爱上他的话，那对我们可真是太好了。”葛士华指出。他双臂交叉，噘着嘴。

茶壶太太摇了摇头，滚动着推车靠近脾气暴躁的挂钟。“不，”她说，“这是我第一次真切地感受到了些许希望，她会回来的。”

葛士华张嘴准备给予一个傲慢的回击，但被阿奇制止了。小茶杯已经转身朝向门，正聚精会神地听着什么。“你听到了吗，妈妈？是她回来了吗？”他问道，从服务推车上跳下来，蹦到了窗户那儿。

其他侍从们也冲了过去，和阿奇一起站在窗户边。他们紧贴着窗户玻璃，想要听到小茶杯听到的声音。他们看到远处有火把在树丛中闪烁。

卢米亚的火焰激动地喷发出来。“可能是她吗？”他问道，推开了其他侍从。要透过窗子上结的霜看到外面是十分困难的事。他举起一边的火焰，给窗户加热直到霜被化掉。接着，他叫喊道：“天哪！有人入侵！”

其他人透过变明亮的窗户瞟了一眼。卢米亚说得对。那不是贝儿穿过森林回到野兽身边。那是一群暴徒！而且从他们的表情上看，是一群非常愤怒的暴徒。镇民们推开城堡的大门，穿过桥，走进了柱廊。带领这支冲锋队伍的是一个骑在黑色公马上的男人，他身材高大，肩宽背阔。侍从们看着他转过身，对暴徒们发表讲话。

“你们可以拿走一切想要的珠宝！”他叫道，“但野兽是我的！”

侍从们害怕得集体喘着粗气。他们要做什么？

葛士华明确他应该怎么做。他得去通知野兽。葛士华让其他人在前门组建了一个悲壮的小壁垒，自己则冲向了塔楼。他蹦蹦跳跳、摇摇摆摆地爬上无数级台阶，穿过长长的大厅，终于蹒跚地到了阳台。他张望着，想要在那些罗列在阳台的怪兽石雕中找到野兽。他终于看到了坐在远处尽头的野兽。他耷拉着头，肩膀缩成一团。

葛士华清了清他的喉咙。“哦，请原谅我，主人。”他紧张地说。

“让我一个人静静。”野兽头也没抬地说道。

“但是城堡正在遭受攻击。”葛士华急切地说道。

野兽依然没有抬起头，他的脸隐匿在黑暗当中。当他开口说接下来的话时，他的声音因为痛苦而轻微颤抖着。“现在都不重要了。”他终于抬起了头，悲伤地说道。他那深邃的蓝色眼睛里是狂风暴雨，充满隐忍的泪水。“就让他们来吧。”

葛士华受够了。那位冷静、耐心、忠诚的主管已不复存在。他被困在这挂钟里那么多年，却只等来了主人现在的放弃。他眼睁睁地看着野兽将自己唯一可以幸福的机会白白浪费，而他还只能默默地任他这样。但不能再这样下去了。现在他要把自己的想法全都说出来。“为什么要战斗？”他急促地叫喊着，“究竟为什么！为什么要做任何血腥的事情？”葛士华说完，屏住呼吸，等待着野兽说些什么，无论什么都好，来回应他。但他只是再一次地低下了头。

葛士华叹息一声，转身开始踏上回前厅的漫漫长路。看来要靠侍从们自己了。

“我得去通知野兽……”

贝儿疯狂地环视四周。她竭尽全力地想在这狭小的空间里寻找任何可以逃生的途径，她双手紧紧地攥在两侧，眼神变得狂乱。什么途径也没有。窗户太小了——而且还被栅栏阻挡着——马车也被人从外面锁住了。

“通知他？”莫里斯困惑地问道。他蜷缩着坐在一个角落。他看起来比在野兽的城堡里当囚犯那会儿更糟糕了。他的衣服凌乱不堪，头发乱糟糟，手掌上有许多刮伤，肩膀也像挂着千斤重担似的，显得疲惫不堪。“你是怎么从他那儿逃出来的？”他只知道贝儿当初是被那只她现在想要保护的野兽囚禁着。

贝儿不再踱步。她转身面对父亲，把他的手握在了她的手里。“他让我离开的，爸爸，”她说，“他把我送回来见你的。”

“我不明白。”

她将手伸进那个从城堡里带出来的小袋子，拿出了那个玫瑰形状的拨浪鼓。莫里斯立即认出了它。当贝儿告诉他野兽是如何带她去蒙马特看他们的旧房子时，莫里斯的手开始颤抖。莫里斯拿起了拨浪鼓，从一只手换到另一只手里反复看。他意识到这代表着什么，也意识到贝儿现在知道了什么，这让他受到了沉重的打击。

“贝儿，”他开口说，“我不得不将你母亲留在那儿。我别无选择，我得救你——”

“我知道，爸爸。我理解你。”贝儿充满善意的眼睛与莫里斯对视。“你现在会帮我吗？”

莫里斯努力忍住即将夺眶而出的眼泪。他的女儿总是如此体贴入微，如此善解人意。他只是不知道到现在为止，他已经多少次得到她的原谅了。

“但……这很危险。”莫里斯说。

“是，很危险。”贝儿勇敢地回答。她等着他的反对。但是她的父亲只是简单地笑了笑，然后点了点头。接着他拍拍手。

“好的，那么，”他一边环视着狭小的马车牢房一边说，“看起来我们需要找到一个办法从这儿出去，这样你就可以去救你的野兽了。”

贝儿笑了。“谢谢你，爸爸。”接着，她的笑容消失了。“但是我已经检查过了。没办法出去。”

莫里斯摇了摇头。如果说他这些年学会了些什么的话，那就是天无绝人之路。他透过小窗子看着那把马车门上的锁。锁的构造跟他的一些音乐盒没什么两样。

“我想我应该可以撬开锁，只要我有——”

莫里斯突然看到贝儿将她的发卡举到了他面前。她又做到了，再次预测出了他的需求。他们相视一笑。

接着，莫里斯就开始撬锁。咔嗒一声，锁终于开了，他们慢慢地推开马车门。

“你还在等什么？”莫里斯低声对女儿说，“快跑！”

贝儿对他感激一笑，然后飞快地跑过镇子的广场，都没有停下来看一看达尔克先生是否发现了她。

她成功地找到菲力，然后跳到了马背上，用力踢了一下这个大家伙，拉上缰绳，然后策马朝镇子外跑去。她听到身后达尔克气愤的叫喊声以及她父亲高兴的欢呼声。贝儿身体前倾，催促着菲力前进。他们根本没空庆祝这小小的胜利。他们需要回到城堡去。

当他们在茂盛的树林里穿梭时，贝儿只希望他们能够及时赶回城堡。她无法想象加斯顿和那些嗜血的暴徒们在面对一只比他们见过的所有动物还大得多的野兽时将会做些什么。接着，她想到了茶壶太太、卢米亚、葛士华还有小阿奇。他们在这些暴徒面前简直毫无反抗之力。




Chapter 15



“Attack!” Mrs. Potts's voice rang out through the foyer. On her command, the furniture around her came to life.

Despite Belle's fear, the staff members of the castle were far from defenseless. Or rather they were trying to be. As soon as they had seen the approaching mob, they had sprung into action. While Cogsworth had been trying, and failing, to get the master to stop wallowing and fight, Mrs. Potts, Lumiere, and Plumette had come up with a plan. It was simple—barricade the door—but it was a plan nonetheless.

They had tried to block the door, but when the villagers started breaking it down with a battering ram, they knew it was fruitless.

So they had decided to flee their post at the door and play to their strength, lying in wait, as still as real furniture, while the unsuspecting villagers poured in. Finally, Mrs. Potts yelled the signal, and the objects sprang into their surprise attack.

Chairs kicked. Plumette and the other dusters waved their feathers in villagers' faces until they started to sneeze. Candles shot their flames high into the air, blinding some and giving the backsides of several unsuspecting villagers quite the burn. As the furniture advanced, the mob shrieked in fear and the villagers tried to defend themselves. But the castle staff had the element of surprise.

Standing amid the chaos, Gaston tried to make sense of what was going on. He knew how to fight other men. He had done that plenty of times. He knew how to hunt animals. That, too, he had done. But a roomful of furniture that could walk and talk? That was something he had never encountered before.

“Gaston!”

Hearing LeFou's warning cry, Gaston turned to see a tall coatrack pulling back one of its “arms,” preparing to hit him. Gaston didn't think. He just acted. Grabbing LeFou by his collar, he held the little man up in front of him. The coatrack's punch landed squarely in LeFou's midsection.

LeFou grunted. A moment later, things got worse as a large harpsichord stood on its back legs and fell forward. Once again, Gaston used LeFou as a human shield. There was a muffled shout as the harpsichord fell onto LeFou.

“Sorry, old friend,” Gaston said, not bothering to help LeFou up, “but it's hero time.”

“But... we're Le Duo....” LeFou's voice grew weaker as the weight of the bookcase bore down on him. A moment later, he passed out.

Gaston took one last look at LeFou. Then he looked down at the mirror he still had clutched in his hand. He could see the Beast sitting on a turret somewhere high above the foyer. “Hero time,” he repeated under his breath. He turned and raced through the furniture. He ducked out of the way as a small teacup blasted by him on the back of a serving trolley. He moved to the side as a credenza tried to trip him, and he avoided falling over a small bench that barked at him like a dog.

Moments later, he was bounding up the grand staircase as the noise of battle faded behind him. He kept climbing. His battle was somewhere ahead; he knew it.

Then, as if to prove him right, Cogsworth appeared at the top of the stairs. The small clock was descending from one of the turrets, his expression glum.

“My, my, what are you doing all the way up here, clock?” Gaston said. “Is there a beast up there?”

Cogsworth gulped. He had just inadvertently given away the Beast's position. Before Cogsworth could do anything to stop him, Gaston swung his leg back and kicked Cogsworth down the stairs. As Cogsworth thudded away, Gaston once again set his sights on the top of the turret stairs. Now that he knew the Beast was somewhere up there, it was only a matter of time before he had another trophy to mount on his wall.

Far below the turret, the household furniture continued to push back the villagers. Mrs. Potts poured boiling tea out of her spout while Chip, riding Froufrou, drew a dozen annoyed villagers toward the kitchen, where Cuisinier was waiting, pots of grease also ready to be poured. As soon as Chip was safely past, Cuisinier dumped the grease on the floor. A moment later, the villagers entered the room and instantly began to slip and slide. They fell into a pile on the floor.

Unbeknownst to anyone, a new figure was making her way through the chaos: Agathe the beggar woman. Though she wore her usual rags, she looked different than she normally did in the village. Her face was clean and the hair underneath her hood was formed into soft curls. She walked calmly past the droves of fighting villagers and objects, and ascended the staircase that led to the Beast's lair.

Meanwhile, Chip headed back to the foyer. He arrived just in time to see villagers flooding out the front door, screaming in fright. He was about to let out a triumphant shout when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw his mother swinging on the chandelier. Hot water continued to pour from her spout, spraying the fleeing villagers.

Suddenly, she slipped and fell through the air.

Mrs. Potts yelled.

Chip gasped.

And then, just when it looked like Mrs. Potts was going to shatter against the hard ground, a hand reached out and snatched her from mid-air.

It was LeFou! The little man had saved her! They stared at each other, both surprised by the sudden turn of events. “I used to be on Gaston's side,” he said, shrugging apologetically. “But I'm just tired of being treated like an object, you know?”

“I do know, yes,” Mrs. Potts said, smiling. “Now, shall we get back to it?”

As Mrs. Potts hobbled off to help the others, LeFou, feeling lighter now that he had finally shaken off his abusive partner, peered around the foyer. Only a few villagers remained inside. Most had run away, and those who had stayed were being funneled out the front by a large talking candelabrum and his army of candles. LeFou watched as the front door slammed behind them. A moment later, the castle staff shouted triumphantly. The castle was saved!

And then Belle burst through the door.

The girl was breathing hard. Her brown hair fell about her face in waves, and her cheeks were red. But her eyes were cold and hard. Instantly, LeFou knew exactly who she was looking for. “He's upstairs,” he called. Turning, Belle gave him the slightest of nods. Then she raced toward the grand staircase. “Oh, and when you see him, let him know that Le Duo is over,” LeFou shouted at her back. “I'm Le Single now!”

Picking up the pace, Belle plunged down the long hallway and onto the walkway that led to the tower. Then she skidded to a stop.

The Beast and Gaston were on the balcony. Their backs were to her, so they didn't see her arrive.

“Hello, Beast. I am Gaston,” the hunter said smugly. “Belle sent me.” He was holding a large gun, the barrel pointed straight at the Beast. Gaston's finger tightened on the trigger. “Were you in love with her?” Gaston asked, his lip rising in a sneer. The Beast said nothing. Instead, he turned his back to Gaston. “Did you honestly think she'd want you?” the hunter taunted.

Still the Beast said nothing.

And then Gaston fired.

Belle cried out as the Beast dropped over the edge of the turret. “What have you done?” She ran over and tried to push past Gaston. The large man reached out and grabbed her arm. She struggled to free herself, but his grip was too strong.

Staring down at her, he asked, his voice full of disbelief, “You prefer that misshapen thing to me... when I offered you everything?” His fingers dug into her skin, turning it red. Belle cringed. Gone was the patriotic war hero. The man standing in front of her had finally revealed himself as the true monster he was. “When we return to the village, you will marry me. And the Beast's head will hang on our wall!”

“Never!” Belle shouted. Perhaps Gaston's hand slackened for just one moment. Or perhaps shock made him temporarily weaker. Or perhaps it was something more magical than any of that. But whatever the reason, Belle was able to yank her arm free. Pivoting on her heel, she grabbed the barrel of Gaston's gun. Then she kicked him in the shin and yanked the weapon from him.

Gaston wasn't about to let go of his gun, even if the person on the other end was his supposed future wife. He hung on to it as Belle swung it closer to the turret's edge. His feet slipped and slid as he struggled to find his footing on the cold surface. But the stones were slick from the snow that usually blanketed the castle, and some were even loose. Gaston cried out as his foot landed on one loose stone. Releasing the rifle, his hands flew into the air as he stumbled backward over the edge of the turret. Belle gasped, sure that she had just sent Gaston plummeting to his death.

But Gaston hadn't survived the war by sheer luck. The man had lightning-fast reflexes. Just in time, he managed to swing himself to safety through a window below. With a grunt, he landed on the spiral staircase that led to the turret. His rifle, in the meantime, continued to fall and finally came to rest on a stone footbridge a few stories down.

Instantly, Gaston was on his feet. He glanced out the window. He saw Belle running toward the spiral staircase. For the briefest of moments, he thought the worry and fear he saw in her eyes was for him. But following her gaze, he saw the real reason for her fear: the Beast. The hulking creature had survived his own fall.

A fresh wave of anger washed over Gaston and he quickly began to run down the stairs. He heard Belle shout as she gave chase, but he ignored her, pulling his bow and arrow out of the quiver strapped to his back. Pausing at another window, he took aim and fired.

The arrow struck the Beast's thigh, burrowing deep.

The Beast roared in pain. Gaston started to smile, pleased his arrow had hit home. But his pleasure was short-lived, as the Beast reached down and pulled the arrow out. Then he disappeared around the turret and out of Gaston's view.

Suddenly, Gaston felt something—or rather, someone—tugging at his back. His attention momentarily distracted from the Beast, he whipped around to find Belle tearing at the quiver. Her thin fingers pulled at the leather holder as she desperately tried to break it free. When that didn't work, she resorted to grabbing the arrows. She began to snap them in half one by one.

Gaston raised his hand to strike Belle away but stopped himself. Out of the corner of his eye he saw that the Beast had reappeared and was leaping down from one parapet to another. His going was slow due to the wounds Gaston had inflicted. Each time he landed on one of the low stone walls, he groaned in pain. Still, he kept going.

Shoving Belle away, Gaston once again took up the chase. His footfalls echoed off the stone walls as he raced down the rest of the staircase. When he reached the bottom, he ran onto a bridge. Across the way he saw the Beast, paused, ready to swing himself onto another parapet.

The Beast reared back on his haunches... and leapt.

At the same time, Belle reached the Beast's lair. Racing out onto the balcony, she frantically searched the roofline for the Beast. She found him just as he jumped.

He flew through the air, his arms stretched out in front of him to grab the side of the stone wall. He barely made it. His grip started to slip.

And then Belle screamed, “No!”

“Belle?” the Beast said, turning as her cry echoed over the castle's roof. Their eyes met, and in that instant, the Beast was filled with a strength he didn't know he still had. He pulled himself to safety, then made his way toward Belle, leaping from parapet to parapet.

Unfortunately, he was also making his way back toward Gaston, who was lying in wait. The hunter had ducked between the gargoyles that lined a landing not too far from the Beast's rooms. He watched with disgust as Belle called out to the Beast, and he sneered when the Beast seemed to revive suddenly at the sight of Belle. Wrapping his hands around a thin stone spire, he pulled it until it broke off. Once again armed, Gaston waited for the Beast to come to him.

He didn't have to wait long. Focused on reaching Belle, the Beast didn't even bother to look around as he landed on the gargoyle-lined walkway. His long legs swept him across the stones, his eyes locked on the terrace where Belle stood.

Gaston waited until the Beast was just past him, and then he roared. Jumping out of the shadows, he brought the spire down on the Beast's back.

The Beast roared in pain but kept going.

Seeing the Beast's determination, Gaston felt another rush of anger. “Fight me, Beast!” he shouted, following him. He hit him again and again. With every blow, Gaston managed to slow the Beast, but no matter what he did, he could not stop him. It made him furious and he swung the spire harder. Finally, he managed to knock the Beast off balance. The Beast staggered down a small set of stairs and out onto another stone footbridge.

Gaston jumped down behind him and continued his assault.

Under the combined weight of Gaston and the Beast, the footbridge, which had not been used in years and had fallen into disrepair, began to shake and crumble. Neither man nor beast paid any attention. Gaston had seen something lying at the far corner of the  footbridge— his rifle. And the Beast had seen how very close he was to Belle. If he could make it to the end of the footbridge, he would be in the cupola that stood parallel to his rooms. From there it was just one giant leap between him and Belle.

“Gaston! No!”

Belle's cry warned the Beast. He turned to see Gaston, spire lifted high, readying to strike the death blow. The Beast had had enough. He was not going to let Gaston stop him from reaching Belle, not when he was that close. In one swift move, he reached up and yanked the spire from Gaston's hands. Then he hurled it against the far wall. It shattered into a thousand pieces. Snarling, the Beast wrapped his paw around Gaston's throat and swung him over the edge of the crumbling footbridge.

“No,” Gaston pleaded as his legs dangled in open air. “Please. Don't hurt me, Beast. I'll do anything.”

For a long, tense moment, the Beast just stared at Gaston. The Beast's features were twisted with rage and hate—for all the years he had been trapped in that form; for the man in front of him, who could see him only as a beast; for the time he had already lost with Belle and the fear that he might lose still more.

Then his rage and hate began to fade. Turning, he saw Belle looking at them, hope in her eyes. It seemed she believed he could do the right thing, that he could be the best version of himself. And suddenly, the rage and hate were gone. Slowly, he swung Gaston back over the bridge's wall and set him down. “Go,” he said. “Get out.”

As Gaston scrambled away, the Beast turned and locked eyes with Belle. In that moment, he didn't need to hear her to know she was proud of him. All he wanted was to be next to Belle. Dropping down on all fours, he took a deep breath. He had just enough distance to get his speed up to make a leap from the bridge to the balcony—and Belle.

Seeing what he was about to do, Belle shouted, “No! It's too far!”

But she was too late. The Beast's hind claws dug into the stone and he pushed off. Gaining speed, his four paws pounded over the stone. And then... he leapt.

For a moment, he seemed to hover in the air, suspended over the abyss of emptiness between the castle's roofs. Then time sped up, and with a thud he landed safely on the balcony. Looking at Belle, he smiled. He had made it! Nothing could keep him from Belle now....

Boom!

The Beast roared in agony as the sound of gunfire echoed over the castle.

On the crumbling footbridge, Gaston reloaded the rifle. He had grabbed it from where it had been hidden among the rubble. As Belle watched, hopeless, he aimed the gun once more.

Boom! He fired again. The bullet flew through the air and slammed into the Beast, who fell to the ground.

But Gaston's luck had just run out. Before he could even let out a triumphant shout, the stones beneath his feet gave way completely.

Lifting her head, Belle saw Gaston—and his horrible rifle—disappear in a cascade of stones.




第15章



“进攻！”茶壶太太的声音响彻前厅。她一声令下，周围的家具都活了过来。

尽管贝儿担心他们，但城堡的侍从们绝非毫无反抗之力。更确切地说，他们在尝试着顽强抵抗。他们一看到逐渐逼近的暴民，就立刻采取了行动。虽然葛士华一直尝试让主人不再堕落并开始战斗，却以失败告终，但茶壶太太、卢米亚还有普路美已经想出来一个计划。一个很简单的计划，即在门后筑好壁垒，然而这仅仅只是个计划。

他们尝试过堵住门，然而镇民们开始用攻城木不断摧毁门，这时他们才明白这根本没什么用。

所以他们打算逃离在门口的岗位，发挥他们的优势，准备伏击。当始料未及的镇民们一拥而入时，他们就像真的家具一样静止不动。终于，茶壶太太喊出信号，那些物件们马上进行突袭。

椅子们用腿踢着镇民。普路美和其他的鸡毛掸子们在镇民们面前挥舞着他们的羽毛，让镇民们开始打喷嚏。蜡烛们将他们的火焰高高地喷射到空中，让一些人暂时失明，还将几个毫无防备的镇民的背部烧伤了。家具们前进时，暴民们害怕得叫了起来，他们试着自我防卫，但城堡的成员们就是有出其不意的能力。

加斯顿站在一片混乱之中，想要弄清楚正在发生什么。他知道怎样和其他人打架，他已经打过好多次了。他知道怎样捕猎动物，这他也做过。但是满屋子会走会说的家具？这是他以前从没遇到过的事。

“加斯顿！”

听到来福的警告声后，加斯顿转身看见一个高高的衣帽架正拉回它的一只“胳膊”，准备袭击他。加斯顿想也没想，就做出了反应。他抓住来福的衣领，把这个小个子男人举到了他的前面。衣帽架的重击就正好落在了来福的腹部。

来福哼了一声。过了一会儿，更糟糕的来了，一架硕大的钢琴正用后腿站立向前倾倒。加斯顿再一次把来福当作人肉盾牌。当钢琴倒在来福身上时，一声低沉的叫喊声响起。

“抱歉，老朋友，”加斯顿说，他并没有打算扶起来福，“但现在是英雄时刻。”

“可是……我们是双雄啊……”来福的声音变得越来越弱，因为一个重型的书柜正朝他压过来。片刻之后，他失去了知觉。

加斯顿最后看了来福一眼，然后低头看着自己还攥在手里的那面镜子。他可以看见野兽正坐在一个塔楼上，在前厅的上方。“英雄时刻。”他低声重复道。他转身从家具中间穿了过去。当一个小茶杯在一辆服务推车的后方给他猛地一击时，他弯身躲了过去。当一个书柜试着绊倒他时，他闪到了一边。他还避过了一个飞扑过来的小凳子，它就像条狗一样冲着他狂吠。

片刻后，打斗的喧闹声在他身后逐渐消失，他跳上了主楼梯，拾级而上。他的战斗在前面的某个地方，他清楚这一点。

接着，好像要证明他是正确的似的，葛士华出现在了楼梯的顶端。这小小的挂钟正从其中的一座塔楼上下来，神情郁闷。

“哦，哦，你爬了一路到这上面做什么呢，挂钟？”加斯顿说，“那上面是不是有一只野兽？”

葛士华倒吸了一口凉气。他刚好一不小心暴露了野兽的位置。葛士华还没来得及做些什么来阻止，加斯顿就向后一踢腿，将葛士华踢下了楼梯。当葛士华砰的一声滚远时，加斯顿再一次将视线瞄准塔楼楼梯的顶部。既然他知道了野兽就在上面的某个地方，那么在他的墙上再装饰一个战利品就只是时间问题了。

在塔楼的底部，家具们正继续将镇民们赶出城堡。茶壶太太将滚烫的茶从她的壶口倒出，而阿奇正骑着花花将十几个恼怒的镇民引到厨房去，而屈西尼耶已准备了好几罐润滑油在那等着他们。阿奇一过安全线，屈西尼耶就将润滑油倒在了地上。不一会儿，镇民们进了房间，立刻开始打滑，倒在地板上叠成了一堆。

没有人注意到，又一个身影正穿过这混乱的场面——是那位乞讨的妇人阿加特。尽管她还是穿着以往的破烂衣服，但她看起来跟平常在村子里那会儿不太一样了。她的脸很干净，兜帽下的头发也变成了柔软的卷发。她平静地走过几波正在打斗的镇民和物件，走上了通往野兽躲藏之处的楼梯。

与此同时，阿奇回到前厅。他刚好及时到达，看见镇民们正惊恐地尖叫着，如同洪水一般涌出前门。他正要发出庆祝胜利的欢呼时，他的眼角瞟到他的母亲正在吊灯上摇晃着。热水继续从她壶口倒出，洒在那些正在逃跑的镇民们身上。

突然，她滑了一下，接着从半空中掉落下来。

茶壶太太大声尖叫。

阿奇倒吸了一口凉气。

正当茶壶太太就要落到坚硬的地板上摔得粉碎时，一只手伸了过来，在半空中把她接住了。

是来福！这个小个子男人救了她！他们盯着彼此，都对事情的突然转变感到诧异。“我过去总是站在加斯顿那边，”他十分抱歉地耸耸肩说道，“但我受够了他对待我总像对待一件物品，你明白吗？”

“我当然明白，是的，”茶壶太太笑着说，“现在，让我们去挽回好吗？”

当茶壶太太蹒跚着去帮助其他人时，来福扫视了一眼前厅，在终于摆脱了虐待他的伙伴之后，他现在感觉轻松多了。只有少数几个镇民还留在里面。大部分都已经逃走，而那些还留在里面的正被一个会说话的大烛台以及他带领的蜡烛军队成批赶出前门。来福看着前门在他们身后狠狠地关上了。片刻之后，城堡的侍从们为胜利而欢呼着。城堡获救了！

这时，贝儿破门而入。

这女孩急促地呼吸着。她那棕色的头发像波浪一样散落在脸上，她脸颊通红，但眼神冰冷而严酷。来福立刻明确了她正在找谁。“他在楼上。”他叫着。贝儿转身，轻轻对他点了下头，然后就奔向了主楼梯。“哦，你要是看见他，告诉他双雄已经不存在了，”来福冲着她的背影喊道，“我现在是单雄！”

贝儿加快步伐，冲进长长的走廊，进入通向塔楼的走道。接着，她猛地停住了。

野兽和加斯顿都在阳台。他们背对着她，所以没有看见她来了。

“你好，野兽。我是加斯顿，”这位猎人得意地笑着说，“贝儿让我来的。”他正举着一把大枪，枪管直接对准了野兽。加斯顿的手指紧紧地扣在了扳机上。“你是不是爱上了她？”加斯顿问道，嘴角扬起一抹嘲笑。野兽什么也没说，他转身背对着加斯顿。“你真的以为她会要你吗？”猎人奚落道。

野兽还是什么也没说。

接着加斯顿开枪了。

野兽从塔楼边缘掉了下去，这时贝儿叫了出来。“你刚刚做了什么？”她跑过去，想要推开加斯顿冲过去。但这个大个子男人伸出手抓住了她的胳膊。她挣扎着想要脱身，但他抓得太紧了。

他低头看着她，不敢相信地问道：“和我相比，你居然喜欢那个丑陋的东西……即使我给了你一切？”他的手指深深地嵌入了她的皮肤，那部分皮肤都变红了。贝儿畏缩着。那位爱国的战争英雄已不复存在。站在她面前的这个男人终于显露出他怪物的真面目。“回到镇子后，你就要嫁给我。而野兽的头将挂在我们新房的墙上！”

“不可能！”贝儿叫道。或许是因为加斯顿的手松了那么一会儿，或许是因为震惊让他一时松懈了，或许是因为某些比之前的一切还要神奇的魔法。但无论什么原因，贝儿猛地拉出了她的胳膊。她以脚后跟为轴旋转一圈，抓住了加斯顿的枪管。接着她踢了一下他的小腿，把枪从他手里夺了过来。

加斯顿没打算放开他的枪，即使跟他抢的人是他认定的未来的妻子。当贝儿把枪甩向靠近塔楼边缘的一侧时，他紧握着枪不放。他的脚在不停打滑，他竭尽全力在寒冷的地面上站稳，城堡里常年覆盖着雪的石头都变得很滑，有些石头甚至有些松动。加斯顿一脚踩在了其中一块松动的石头上，他叫了出来。他踉跄着倒向塔楼边缘，他的手松开了那支步枪，甩向空中。贝儿倒吸了一口凉气，以为自己刚刚让加斯顿直直地掉下去摔死了。

但加斯顿绝不是仅凭运气才在战争中存活下来的。这个人有着闪电般快速的反应能力。他非常及时地让自己安全地荡到了下面的一个窗户那儿。他咕哝了一声，落在通向塔楼的旋转楼梯上。与此同时，他的步枪继续下落，最终掉在几级阶梯外的石制人行桥上。

加斯顿立刻站了起来。他从窗户那儿望出去，看见贝儿正跑向旋转楼梯。就在那短短的一瞬间，他以为在她眼里看到的担心与害怕是因为自己。但追随着她的目光，他看见了她担心的真正原因——野兽。那个笨重的怪物也在跌落中幸存了下来。

一波新生的愤怒席卷了加斯顿，他立刻跑下台阶。他听到了贝儿追赶过来时的叫喊声，但是他没有理她，而是拿出了捆在他背后箭袋里的弓箭。他停在另一个窗口，瞄准后射击。

箭射中了野兽的大腿，伤口很深。

野兽痛苦地叫喊着。加斯顿笑了，他很满意自己的箭射中了目标。但他的愉快没持续多久，因为野兽伸出手将箭拔了出来。接着他消失在塔楼附近，从加斯顿的视线中消失了。

突然，加斯顿感觉到有什么东西——更确切地说，什么人——正拽着他的后背。他将注意力暂时从野兽身上转移，猛地转过身来，发现贝儿正撕扯着他的箭袋。她纤细的手指拉扯着那个皮质箭袋，拼尽全力想要把它扯下来。当那个办法不起作用时，她又决定把箭夺走。她开始将它们一根一根地折断。

加斯顿举起了手，想要打走贝儿，但他克制住了。透过眼角的余光，他看见野兽再次出现了，他正从一个墙头向下跳到另一个墙头。由于加斯顿刚才伤到了他，他行动起来十分缓慢。他每落到一个矮石墙上，就会痛苦地呻吟一声。即使这样，他还是在不断地前进。

加斯顿一把推开贝儿，再次开始了追赶。他急忙向剩下的那几级阶梯跑下去，脚步声在石头墙上不断回响。到达楼梯底部后，他跑到了一座桥上。看到野兽在对面，他停了下来，准备跳到另一个矮护墙上。

野兽以后蹲的姿势准备起跳……接着跳了出去。

同一时间，贝儿抵达了野兽的藏身之处。她跑到阳台，疯狂地在屋顶边上寻找着野兽。野兽跳起来的时候，她看见了他。

他飞在空中，他的手从身体前侧伸出去，抓住了石墙的边缘。他差点失手。他抓的地方开始打滑。

这时贝儿尖叫道：“不！”

她的叫声在城堡的屋顶回响时，野兽转身说道：“贝儿？”他们眼神交汇，就在那一瞬间，野兽充满了力量，一种他自己都不知道还存有的力量。他将自己拉到了安全的地方，然后朝着贝儿的方向奔去，从一个墙头跳到另一个墙头。

不幸的是，他也在朝着加斯顿的方向走，加斯顿正卧倒在地等着他。这位猎人已经猫身藏在了离野兽房间不远的石像之间。他厌恶地看着贝儿呼喊野兽，嘲笑野兽一看到贝儿就重新振作起来的样子。他的手正握着一个细细的石头尖，硬生生将它弄断了。加斯顿再次武装，等着野兽朝他过来。

他不用等很长时间。野兽一心只想着去贝儿那里。当他落在石像林立的走道时，甚至都没有环视一下四周。他的长腿穿过石头丛，他的眼睛锁定贝儿所站的阳台。

加斯顿一直等到野兽经过他时，才大吼一声从阴影里跳了出来，将那尖尖的石头插到了野兽的背上。

野兽痛苦地咆哮着，但他没有停下来。

加斯顿看见野兽的决心，又一次感受到了愤怒。“和我决斗吧，野兽！”他跟在他后面，叫喊着。他一次又一次地攻击着野兽。每一次袭击，加斯顿都试图让野兽慢下来，但不管他做什么，都不能阻止野兽。这让他怒不可遏，他将石头尖挥得更猛了。终于，他成功地让野兽失去了平衡。野兽摇摇晃晃地摔下几小节台阶，躺在了另一个石制的人行桥上。

加斯顿跳到他后面，继续攻击。

在加斯顿与野兽加起来的重量之下，那多年不曾使用且年久失修的人行桥开始摇晃并且断裂了。不管是加斯顿还是野兽都丝毫没注意到这点。加斯顿看到有什么东西正躺在人行桥远处的角落——是他的步枪。而野兽看到他离贝儿是如此之近。如果他能成功到达人行桥的一端，他就可以到达与房间平行的圆屋顶上。从那儿到达贝儿那里，就只需奋力一跃了。

“加斯顿！不要！”

贝儿的喊声警告了野兽。他转身看向加斯顿。他正高举着石头尖，准备发起致命的一击。野兽已经忍够了。他不会再让加斯顿阻止他到达贝儿那里，尤其是在离贝儿这么近的时刻。一个快速的移动后，他抬起手，从加斯顿手中将石头尖猛地夺了过来。接着，他把石头尖扔向远处的墙壁。石头尖碎成了无数块。野兽怒吼着，用爪子掐住了加斯顿的喉咙，将他甩向摇摇欲坠的人行桥边缘。

“不要，”加斯顿乞求道，他的腿在半空中荡来荡去。“求求你，不要伤害我，野兽。我愿意做任何事情。”

在很长一段充满紧张感的时刻里，野兽就只是盯着加斯顿。野兽的个性已经被愤怒和仇恨扭曲——因为他已经被困在野兽的身体里这么多年；因为他面前的这个人也只把他当作野兽看；因为他已经失去了与贝儿相处的时间，而他也害怕自己可能会失去更多。

接着，他的愤怒和仇恨开始逐渐消失。他转过身，看见贝儿正看着他们，她的眼里充满期望，似乎想要表达她相信他会做出正确的事情，相信他能够成为最好的那个自己。一瞬间，愤怒和仇恨都烟消云散了。他慢慢地将加斯顿拉回桥边，把他放了下来。“滚，”他说，“滚出去。”

加斯顿爬着逃走了。这时野兽转过身，再次将视线锁定在贝儿身上。在那一刻，他不需要听到贝儿说她为他感到骄傲。他想要的就只是陪在贝儿身边。他四肢着地，深吸了一口气。他刚好有足够的距离来蓄力冲刺，然后从桥上跳到阳台上——贝儿那里。

贝儿看出了他的意图，大喊道：“不！这太远了！”

但为时已晚，野兽用后爪抵住石头，然后借力推开自己。加速的过程中，他四只爪子重重地击在石头上，接着……他飞身一跃。

有一瞬间，他似乎在空中盘旋，飘浮在城堡屋顶间虚无的深渊上空。接下来，伴随着砰的一声，他安全地落在了阳台上。他看着贝儿，笑了。他做到了！现在没什么能让他跟贝儿分开……

砰！

枪声在城堡中回响，野兽痛苦地咆哮着。

在摇摇欲坠的人行桥上，加斯顿再次给步枪上了膛。他已经把枪从之前被埋的碎石堆里扒了出来。贝儿绝望地看着他再次瞄准野兽。

砰！他再次开火。子弹从空中飞过，猛地射入了野兽的身体，将他击倒在地。

但加斯顿的运气也刚好用完了。他甚至还没来得及发出一声胜利的叫喊，他脚下的石头就完全崩塌了。

贝儿抬起头，看见加斯顿和他那可怕的步枪消失在了像瀑布般落下的石头里。




Chapter 16



Belle wanted to believe everything would be okay, that the Beast would be okay. She didn't want him to become a memory. She wanted him to stay there, with her, alive and well. She wanted to tell him how much he meant to her. She wanted to tell him how sorry she was for inadvertently sending Gaston to the castle in the first place. Yet looking down at him, she knew that her chance to do that was quickly slipping away. The Beast's breathing was labored and his eyes were shut. The pain clearly overwhelming his body. Softly, Belle reached down and ran her fingers along his cheek.

When the Beast felt her touch, his eyes opened. “You came back,” he said, looking at her with pure love. He lifted his paw and brushed back a lock of Belle's hair.

“Of course I came back,” she said, trying to fight the tears that threatened to spill onto her cheeks. “I'll never leave you again.”

The Beast lifted his shoulders in the slightest shrug. Then he sighed. “I'm afraid it's my turn to leave,” he said, his voice weak.

Belle shook her head. No! she wanted to shout. Fight! Don't just give up! Not after all we've been through. It took me so long to find you. Despite her best efforts, the tears began to fall. The Beast's head was growing heavier in her lap. As she stared down at him, she felt her heart already breaking. Against the odds, the Beast had shown her true beauty. He had shown her it was okay to be different. He had shown her it was okay to feel lost and made her realize how desperately she had wanted to be found. She had learned that things were not always what they seemed. He had given her the one thing she had always longed for—something more. And now? Now he was dying in her arms.

Struggling for words, Belle choked back a sob. “We're together now,” she said. “It's going to be fine. You'll see.”

“At least I got to see you one last time,” he said. As he spoke, his paw dropped from Belle's hair. His eyes closed. His breathing grew slower, and then it stopped altogether.

With another sob, Belle threw herself over the Beast's still body. He was gone. And she had never told him she loved him.

As the Beast took his last breath on the terrace above, his staff members, unaware of what had happened between their master and Gaston, were in the middle of a celebration. They had all gathered on one of the lower terraces to watch as the villagers ran off through the woods. Lumiere's flames were shining bright, buoyed by victory. Plumette had fluffed her feathers, and Cogsworth was ticking and tocking at a much faster rate than usual. Even the larger pieces of furniture, like Garderobe and her long-lost love, Cadenza, had made their way out to celebrate.

Lumiere turned to Plumette and took her in his arms. The feather duster giggled flirtatiously. “We did it, Plumette,” he said, dipping her. “Victory is ours!” He leaned down to kiss her and gasped. She had grown still and silent in his arms. She was no longer alive. With the Beast gone, the curse had taken full effect.

One by one, the once animate objects grew inanimate. As Lumiere watched in horror, Garderobe froze in the middle of a theatrical flourish. Letting out a shout, Cadenza began to play his keys, frantic to keep them moving. But there was nothing he could do. They, too, slowed until, finally, they stopped and Cadenza became still. The curse swept through the castle like a wind, and no matter how they tried to escape it, the staff could not get away.

Froufrou barked one last time before turning back into a piano stool. Mrs. Potts frantically approached Lumiere and Cogsworth, searching for her son. But before she could find him, her face disappeared in the painted ornamentation of the teapot. Chip became still next, his features fading away until he no longer resembled a precocious little boy and was just a chipped teacup.

“Lumiere...”

Hearing Cogsworth's voice, Lumiere turned, dreading the inevitable. The little clock was struggling against the curse, trying his hardest to keep ticking. “No!” Lumiere cried. “Hang on, Cogsworth.”

“I... can't...” Cogsworth said, his voice growing weak. He gave a long, slow tick and an even slower tock. “My friend, it was an honor to serve with you.”

Lumiere lowered his flames as Cogsworth's voice faded completely. The only sound he made now was the ticktock of a small clock. He was no longer the majordomo. He was an object. And as Lumiere looked around, he saw that they were all objects now. No one but him was left. Lumiere knew that up in the master's lair, the last rose petal had fallen. A moment later he, too, stiffened and the light faded from his candles as his final transformation took place.

Soon the terrace was quiet except for the ticking of the clock that had once been Cogsworth. A soft snow began to fall, covering the objects and making them look like ghosts.

Up on the balcony, Belle barely noticed the snow falling on her head and shoulders. She didn't know that the curse had been enacted. All she could think about was the Beast, lying in her arms. His body still felt warm, and for a desperate moment, she wanted to believe that he was still there. She cradled his head in her hands, and she wanted to force his eyes open so she could once again see them, the most beautiful blue she had ever known. “Please, don't leave me. Come back,” she begged. Overcome with emotion, she slowly leaned over and placed a soft kiss on his forehead. And then, because she had never said it to him while he was alive, she whispered the words she had been carrying in her heart: “I love you.”

Though Belle did not know it, Agathe had silently entered the room and was standing on the balcony next to what was left of the enchanted rose. The woman lowered the hood of her cloak and extended her hand toward the bell jar. In an instant, the jar disappeared, leaving behind the crimson petals and a trace of golden dust. Agathe swirled her hand and the petals rose. The golden dust seemed to multiply, moving rapidly toward the Beast, enveloping him entirely before lifting him off the ground.

Feeling the weight of the Beast's body lift from her lap, Belle looked up and gasped, seeing the golden haze swirling around his body. She noticed that the air felt warmer, thicker. Then, quite suddenly, there was a flash of light, and one of the Beast's paws turned into a hand. Belle stood, watching intently.

More bursts of light followed as the rest of the Beast's features turned into human ones. Finally, he landed softly on the ground, the transformation complete.

Silence fell over the balcony.

For a long moment, Belle stood where she was, her head spinning with what she had just witnessed. She stared in awe at the man standing in front of her. He was still wearing the clothes he had worn as the Beast. He had the same piercing blue eyes, though they were now wide and filled with concern as they looked upon her tear-stained face.

She knew, deep in her soul, that this was the Beast she had grown to love, once again in his human form. And she knew, that she didn't want to waste another moment not being close to the one she loved. Blue eyes met brown, and then, as dawn broke over the horizon, they leaned forward and kissed.

It was a kiss Belle would never forget—one better than any in all the books she had read. It was a kiss full of apology, full of thankfulness, and full of deep, deep love. It was a kiss full of enchantment. And as their lips met, that magic exploded from them to the rest of the castle.

As the sun rose higher into the sky, the castle began to transform. The cold gray stone became awash with gold. The snow faded from the ground, giving way to bright green grass. Colorful flowers burst forth, and in the colonnade, the white roses turned red. Up on the parapets of the castle, the gargoyle statues, their faces so long stuck in frightening sneers, returned to their original forms of noble beasts and men. Even the sky seemed touched by the magical transformation. Clouds disappeared, revealing a sky almost as brilliant blue as the Prince's eyes.

Inside the castle, the transformation continued. As the light from the dawn filtered through the large windows, it illuminated the objects that had, only moments before, been rendered immobile. Froufrou turned from a piano bench back into a tiny bichon frise. Immediately, he leapt up and chased his tail before going to relieve himself on the immobile coatrack, who, as luck would have it, turned back into a man just as Froufrou finished his business. Shooing him away, the valet turned and almost tripped over the trolley cart holding Mrs. Potts and Chip.

Barely missing Garderobe, who was waddling in and out of the sunlight. As she did, she turned from wardrobe to human to wardrobe again until, finally, she landed with a thud right next to Cadenza. Moments later, they both transformed back into the diva and the maestro.

And so it continued. Throughout the castle, excited cries could be heard coming from all over as the curse was lifted. Maids giggled as their feathers turned back into legs, and candles shouted happily as their wicks turned back into fingers. In the kitchen the stove became the chef again and immediately began giving orders to prepare a feast.

Cogsworth's ticks became a series of coughs as he, too, transformed back into his human shape. Brushing off his coat, he looked around for Lumiere and smiled when he saw that the candelabrum was once more head footman—but still up to his old tricks. He was chasing Plumette around the dining room table. Catching her, he dipped her back and kissed her passionately.

Cogsworth was saved from witnessing how long the kiss went on by the rattling sound of china. He looked up to see the trolley carrying Mrs. Potts and Chip barreling toward the top of the staircase. For a tense moment, it looked like they might tumble to their doom. But as Cogsworth watched, the trolley jerked to a stop, sending Mrs. Potts and Chip flying forward. Mid-air, as their fragile bodies hit the sun, they transformed, and they slid down the rest of the stairs on their very human posteriors.

“Oh, Chip!” Mrs. Potts cried happily. “Look at you—you're a little boy again!” Reaching out, she tried to give his cheek a squeeze. He ducked out of the way, like any little human boy would, and raced toward the front door. As he flung it open, the sun poured in—and so did some of the villagers.

For truth be told, they had been under the enchantment, too. Now, with every moment that passed, they were beginning to remember all they had forgotten: the castle with the cruel king and the haughty prince, the lavish parties that had once been thrown, their loved ones who had worked there.

Approaching the front door, Jean the potter took in the castle, which now glowed with happiness and warmth. And then his eyes fell on Chip in the doorway and, beyond, Mrs. Potts. He shouted happily, “Darling?”

Mrs. Potts smiled back. “Hello, Mr. Potts,” she said, running toward him.

“Beatrice, Chip,” he said as his wife and son fell into his arms. “I've found you.”

The reunions continued. And standing in front of the castle, smiling to herself, was Agathe. She had only ever wanted to see the Prince become a kinder man. And as she watched his happy staff members run about the castle, calling out to one another, hugging one another, she knew that he had found a way to be kind. He had found his heart. It had taken some time and one particularly stubborn young woman to help him do it, but nevertheless, he had found his way.

Seeing that her work was done, Agathe smiled and turned, leaving as silently and mysteriously as she had arrived.

Meanwhile, Plumette let out a shout. Everyone turned toward the staircase. At the top, as if on cue, stood the Prince. Belle was beside him, and their eyes were locked in a look of pure love. The staff rushed to greet them.

“Hello, old friend.” The Prince addressed Lumiere happily. Belle watched the Prince embrace each member of the staff had been so long in the making. She sighed contentedly. All was as it should be.




第16章



贝儿想要去相信一切都会好起来的，野兽会没事的。她不想让他成为一个回忆。她想要他活着，健健康康、活蹦乱跳地陪着她。她想要告诉他，他对她来说是多么重要。她想要告诉他，她是多么后悔自己因为最开始的一时疏忽让加斯顿来到了城堡。但是当她低头看着他时，她知道自己能这样做的机会正在急速地溜走。野兽的呼吸变得十分吃力，他的眼睛紧紧地闭着，疼痛显然正在折磨着他。贝儿温柔地弯下身，手指抚上了他的脸庞。

野兽感受到她的触碰后，睁开了眼睛。“你回来了。”他说道，他看着她，眼里满是纯纯的爱意。他举起爪子，将贝儿的一缕头发拨到了后面。

“我当然要回来，”她说道，强忍住即将流到脸上的泪水。“我永远都不会再离开你了。”

野兽极其轻微地耸了一下肩，然后叹了口气。“恐怕这次是我要离开了。”他声音虚弱地说道。

贝儿摇了摇头。不！她想要呐喊。坚持住！不要就这样放弃！不要在我们经历了这一切之后放弃。我花了那么长时间才找到你。尽管她已经尽了最大的努力，但眼泪还是开始掉落。野兽的头在她的腿上变得越来越重。她低头看着他，感觉自己的心已经碎了。野兽冲破重重困难，让她认识到了真正的美。他让她认识到与众不同也没什么关系。他让她认识到感到迷失也没什么关系，也让她意识到她曾是多么渴望被人找到。她学会了许多事情并不总是像表面上看起来的那样。他已经赠予了她一样东西，那是她曾一直渴望得到的——超越现世的东西。可是现在呢？现在他正躺在她的怀里，生命垂危。

贝儿强忍着啜泣，挣扎着想说些什么。“我们现在在一起了，”她说，“一切都会变好的。你会看到那一天的。”

“至少我要见你最后一次。”他说道。在他说话的时候，他的爪子从贝儿的头发上垂了下来。他的眼睛闭上了。他的呼吸越来越缓慢，接着完全停止了。

贝儿再一次失声痛哭，扑倒在了野兽僵硬的身体上。他走了，而她还从没告诉过他，她爱他。

当野兽在露台上呼出最后一口气时，他的侍从们正处于一片欢庆中，他们根本不知道他们的主人与加斯顿之间发生了什么。他们都聚集在下方的一个露台上，看着镇民们穿过森林落荒而逃。卢米亚的火焰正明亮地闪烁着，因为胜利而变得振奋。普路美松了松她的绒毛，而葛士华嘀嘀嗒嗒的频率也比平时快了许多。即使是更大件的家具们，比如衣柜夫人还有她许久未见的爱人卡登扎，也出来庆祝了。

卢米亚转身朝向普路美，将她抱在了怀里。普路美娇俏地咯咯直笑。“我们做到了，普路美。”他说着，让她的身体向后倾。“胜利是属于我们的。”他俯下身准备亲吻她，但他倒吸了一口凉气。她已经在他怀里变得一动不动且一言不发了。她已经没有生命了。随着野兽的死去，诅咒已经开始全面生效了。

一个接着一个，那些曾经鲜活的物件们变得没了生气。卢米亚惊恐地看着衣柜夫人在歌剧的高潮部分静止了。卡登扎大叫了一声，开始弹奏他的琴键，疯狂地让它们不断跳动着。但是他毫无办法。它们也慢了下来，最终停止了，而卡登扎也变得一动不动了。诅咒像一阵风似的拂过城堡，无论他们如何试着逃跑，都逃脱不了。

花花最后吠了一声，变成了一个钢琴凳。茶壶太太疯狂地跑到卢米亚和葛士华那儿，找寻她的儿子。但还没等她找到他，她的脸就消失在了漆在茶壶上的装饰图案里。阿奇紧随其后也变得静止了，他的容貌慢慢消失，不再是一个早熟的小男孩，而仅仅是一只缺了口的茶杯。

“卢米亚……”

听到葛士华声音的卢米亚转过身，为不可避免的事情而担忧。那个小挂钟正尽力对抗诅咒，尽自己最大的努力让指针保持转动。“不！”卢米亚叫道，“坚持住，葛士华。”

“我……做不到……”葛士华说，他的声音越来越微弱。他发出了一声悠长而缓慢的嘀声，又一声更慢的嗒声。“我的朋友，和你一起工作是我的荣幸。”

葛士华的声音完全消失了，这时，卢米亚的火焰也变低了。葛士华现在唯一能发出的声音就只有小挂钟的嘀嗒声了。他不再是主管，而只是一样物件了。卢米亚环视四周，发现他们现在全变成了物件。只剩下他了。卢米亚知道上面野兽的住处里，最后一片玫瑰花瓣已经落下了。片刻后，他也变得僵硬，而他蜡烛上的光也在最终的转变发生时熄灭了。

很快，露台安静了下来，只有那个曾是葛士华的挂钟发出嘀嘀嗒嗒的声。雪开始安静地飘落，覆盖了这些物件，让他们看起来像幽灵一样。

在上面的阳台上，贝儿几乎没有注意到雪花正飘落在她的头顶和肩上。她不知道诅咒已经生效了。她心里想的全是躺在她怀里的野兽。他的身体还有一点点温度，在这个极度绝望的时刻，她宁愿相信他依然还在那里。她双手抱住他的头，想要迫使他的眼睛睁开，这样她就可以再看一次他的眼睛，那双她见过的最漂亮的蓝眼睛。“求求你，不要离开我。回来吧。”她乞求道。调整好情绪后，她慢慢俯下身子，温柔地亲吻了一下他的额头，然后，轻声说出了一直放在心里的话：“我爱你。”然而这句话在他还活着的时候，她从来没有对他说过。

尽管贝儿毫不知情，但阿加特已悄悄地走入房间，站在阳台上那枝魔法玫瑰旁。她摘下斗篷的兜帽，将手伸向了玻璃罩。一瞬间，那罩子消失了，只剩下绯红的花瓣还有一些金色尘土。阿加特旋转着她的手和那些玫瑰花瓣。那金色的尘土似乎在不断增多，它们朝着野兽快速飞去，将他完全包裹后抬离了地面。

贝儿察觉到野兽的身体正从她腿上抬离，她抬头一看，倒吸了一口凉气。她看见金色的薄雾正围绕着他的身体旋转。她感觉到空气更温暖、更厚重了。接着，突然闪过一道亮光，野兽的一只爪子变成了手。贝儿站了起来，聚精会神地看着。

接着，更多光芒迸发出来，野兽其他的外貌特征也变成了人类的样子。最后，他轻轻地落在地上，变身完成了。

阳台陷入一片沉寂。

很长一段时间里，贝儿就在原地站着，刚才所目睹的一切让她晕头转向。她眼神畏怯地看着站在她面前的这个人。他还穿着野兽的衣服。他有着同样深邃的蓝眼睛，尽管它们现在睁大了，而且看到她布满泪痕的脸颊时里面满是关心。

她内心深处知道，这就是那个她渐渐爱上的野兽，他变回了人类的形态。而且她知道，她不想再有丝毫耽搁，她要立刻到自己所爱之人的身边去。蓝色的眼睛对上了棕色的眼睛，接着，当曙光冲破地平线，他们身体前倾，吻在了一起。

这是一个贝儿绝不会忘记的吻——一个比她所读过的书中任何一个都要美好的吻。这个吻里满是歉意，满是感激，满是深之又深的爱。这也是一个充满魔法的吻。当他们嘴唇触碰到一起时，魔力便从他们这儿散发到了城堡的其他地方。

太阳升高了一些，城堡开始转变了。冰冷的灰色石头被金色覆盖。积雪从地上消失，露出了绿油油的草地。色彩斑斓的鲜花竞相开放，而柱廊上的白色玫瑰也变成了红色。城堡的矮护墙上，那些脸上露着骇人冷笑的石像，也变回了他们原来作为高贵的兽类与人类的样子。甚至天空也似乎发生了神奇的转变。云朵消失了，天空湛蓝得几乎跟王子的眼睛一样。

在城堡里面，转变仍在继续着。朝霞的光芒透过大大的窗户投射进来，照在那些片刻之前变得固定不动的物件上。花花从钢琴凳变成了一只小卷毛狮子狗。它立刻跳了起来，追着自己的尾巴跑，然后在静止的衣帽架旁撒了泡尿。就在这时，衣帽架也变回了人类。把花花赶走后，这位贴身男仆一转身，差点被载着茶壶太太和阿奇的推车给绊倒。

差点漏掉了衣柜夫人，她正摇摆着在阳光下进进出出。只见她从衣柜变成了人类，又从人类变回了衣柜，直到最后砰的一声，她站在了卡登扎旁边。不一会儿，他们又变回了首席女主角与钢琴大师。

转变仍在继续。诅咒被解除之后，城堡的各处都能听到激动的呼喊声。女仆们的羽毛变回了腿，她们咯咯地笑着。蜡烛们的灯芯变回了手指，他们高兴地喊着。厨房里，再次成为厨师的火炉立刻发出指令，准备盛宴。

葛士华的嘀嗒声变成了一连串的咳嗽声，他也变回了人类的样子。他掸了掸自己的外套，四处寻找卢米亚，接着他笑了。他看到那个大烛台再一次变成了男仆首领——但还是忙着耍他的老把戏。他正绕着餐桌追赶着普路美，抓到她后，他让她身体向后倾，然后激情似火地亲吻着她。

这个吻将持续多久呢？被迫见证此事的葛士华被瓷器的叮当声拯救了出来。他抬起头，看见推车正载着茶壶太太和阿奇朝楼梯顶端快速地移动。在紧张的一瞬间，他们似乎就要摔碎在地了。葛士华看到推车突然停住，把茶壶太太和阿奇甩了出去。在半空中，他们易碎的身体接触到了阳光，开始转变了，接着他们从剩下的几级台阶上滑了下来，着地的是他们实实在在的人类的臀部。

“哦，阿奇！”茶壶太太高兴地喊道，“看看你——你又变回小男孩了！”她伸出手，想要捏一捏他的脸蛋。就像任何一个人类的小男孩会做的那样，阿奇猫身躲了过去，跑向了前门。他猛地推开门，阳光洒了进来——同时也进来了一些镇民。

事实上，他们也一直活在魔法中。现在，随着时间每分每秒地流逝，他们开始记起所有忘却的事情：一座住着残酷的国王和傲慢的王子的城堡，那些曾经举办过的奢侈的宴会，他们曾在那儿工作的亲人们。

陶工让走到了前门，进入正洋溢着幸福与温暖的城堡。接着，他的视线落在门口的阿奇和远处的茶壶太太身上。他高兴地叫道：“亲爱的？”

茶壶太太对他回以微笑。“你好，茶壶先生。”她说完，便朝他跑了过去。

“贝特丽斯，阿奇，”当妻子和孩子扑倒在他的怀里时，他说，“我找到你们了。”

家人团聚的一幕还在上演。而站在城堡前面独自微笑着的正是阿加特。她当时只想看到王子变成一个更加善良的人。她看着他的那些侍从们在城堡里四处奔走，彼此呼唤着、拥抱着，她知道他已经找到了与人为善的方式。他已经找到了他的善心。这是花了一段时间，在一位特别倔强的少女的帮助下才做到的。但不管怎样，他已经找到了自己的路。

看到自己的任务已经完成，阿加特笑了，然后转过身，像来时一样安静而神秘地离开了。

与此同时，普路美发出一声尖叫。所有人都转身望向楼梯。不出所料，只见王子站在楼梯顶端，贝儿站在他旁边。他们紧盯着彼此，眼神中露出了纯纯的爱意。侍从们冲上去跟他们打招呼。

“你好，老朋友。”王子高兴地对卢米亚说道。贝儿看着王子拥抱了每一位侍从。她心满意足地长舒了一口气。原本就应该是这样。




Epilogue



Belle had not thought it possible to be that happy. Gliding across the ballroom in her prince's arms, she smiled as they passed faces now so familiar to her. She saw her father, free and healthy. She caught sight of Lumiere and Plumette dancing nearby. She saw Chip, wedged between his mother and father, pretending to be annoyed but clearly loving the attention. Cogsworth was there, as was the diva, Belle's former wardrobe. She waltzed happily with her maestro. This, Belle thought as she gazed around the room, is my family.

She lifted her head, and her eyes met the Prince's piercing blue ones. He smiled down at her and she felt the now familiar warmth of love shoot through her whole body, starting at her toes and traveling to the tips of her ears.

I'm living my own adventure, she thought as he swung her around. She had found a life outside the village, and there were still so many places to visit and experiences to be had. What's more, she had found a partner who wanted to travel, as well, a partner with whom she could share all these adventures. And there is nothing more I could ever want. Except...

Feeling Belle tense in his arms, the Prince looked at her, his eyes narrow with worry. “Belle...” he said. “What are you thinking?”

Belle took a moment to consider her answer and tried not to smile as the Prince's expression grew more worried. Then, reaching up, she ran a hand down his smooth cheek. “How would you feel about growing a beard?”

Letting out a roar of laughter, the Prince pulled Belle closer. His eyes locked with hers and he nodded, an unspoken promise to always try to be the best version of himself. Then, leaning in, he kissed her. And as she closed her eyes and gave in to the magic of the kiss, the world faded away until it felt as if it were just the two of them, caught up in a tale as old as time. Belle thought about the future—about the reading classes she could teach in the castle library for all the village students, the traveling she and the Prince would make time for, the friendships with those in the castle that would undoubtedly be lifelong. A tale that had begun once upon a time and would end, Belle knew, happily ever after.




后 记



贝儿从没想过有可能会这么幸福。她被她的王子抱着在舞厅里飘然而过，当他们经过那些现在对她来说如此熟悉的面孔时，她笑了。她看见了他的父亲，自由而健康。她看见卢米亚和普路美在他们旁边跳舞。她看见被紧紧地挤在父母中间的阿奇假装生气但显然又很喜欢这种关注。那儿还有葛士华，还有首席女主角——贝儿之前的衣柜。她正和她的钢琴大师快乐地跳着华尔兹。贝儿环视着房间，心想：这就是我的家人。

她抬起头，她的眼睛与王子深邃的蓝色眼睛对视着。他笑着看向她，而她感受到那现已熟悉的爱的暖意穿过了她整个身体，从她的脚趾一直流到了她的耳朵尖。

当王子抱着她旋转时，她想：我正体验着自己的冒险旅程。她已经找到了镇子之外的生活，还有那么多地方可以去游览，还有那么多经历可以去拥有。而且，她已经找到了一位愿意跟她一起去游历的同伴，这位同伴也是一个她可以与之分享所有冒险旅程的人。再也没有什么是我想要的了。除了……

感受到贝儿在他怀里变得紧张，王子看向她，眼睛因为担心而眯了起来。“贝儿……”他说，“你在想什么？”

贝儿沉思了一会儿，想着她的答案，尽量忍住笑意，只见王子的神情越来越担心。这时，她抬起一只手，抚在他那光滑的脸颊上。“你觉得你留胡子会怎么样？”

王子大笑一声，将贝儿拉得更近了。他紧紧盯着贝儿，点了点头，做出了一个不必言说的承诺——他总会试着去做最好的那个自己。接着，他俯下身，吻了她。当她闭上眼睛，沦陷在这亲吻的魔力中时，世界都渐渐消失不见了，似乎只剩下他俩，被卷进了如时间一般久远的童话里。贝儿考虑过未来——她可以在城堡的图书馆里办一个阅读班，教镇子里的所有学生；她和王子将会安排时间去旅行；她和城堡里的那些人也将毫无疑问地成为一生一世的朋友。贝儿知道，一个以“很久以前”开始的童话，也将会以“从此以后幸福快乐地生活在一起”结束。
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