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Beauty and the Beast retold from the perspective of the Beast. Living alone for unknown years, he had forgotten what it meant to be human... until She arrived.
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I remember being the beast. I remember the hunger, the need, the anger and the despair. I remember the man. The stories say I attacked him for a rose, threatened to kill him or imprison him until he offered me his daughter in exchange. The stories give me too much credit.
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I remember being the beast. I remember the hunger, the need, the anger and the despair.

I remember the man. The stories say I attacked him for a rose, threatened to kill him or imprison him until he offered me his daughter in exchange.

The stories give me too much credit.

I attacked him, yes. Blindly furious at the invasion of my territory, the theft of my possessions. (Do you really think he found a seemingly-abandoned palace and tried to take only a rose? He was not so foolish.)

Yes, I terrified him. He ran from me like I was a very demon of hell – and perhaps I was at the time. Shaggy long hair concealing most of my form, body unkempt and ungroomed, shambling on four limbs, for much of the time I forgot how to walk on two. Is it any wonder he ran?

I do not know why She came. Perhaps the man was Her father, perhaps someone else entirely. She never told me. I never asked.

She found me first in the garden. I climbed the trees to get birds’ eggs and dug in the earth for worms and beetles. Cooking was beyond me, and even if it was not, good food did not magically appear in the palace cellars.

She enticed me down with something that smelled sweet and savory. A cinnamon bun, I later learned. She seemed to have an endless supply of them. 

I didn’t chase Her off as I did the man. Perhaps because She had offered food. Perhaps because She had not taken anything, even though She did trespass. Or perhaps I simply recognized, with a beast’s wisdom, that She would not be driven.

She asked me my name. It had been so long since I had had heard words that for a moment I could not piece them together in my mind. When I did understand. I had no answer. I shook my head, retreating from Her, from the fear that rose when I thought of the past.

She gave me a name and let me lick the last bit of the bun off Her fingers. I will always remember that first taste of Her.

She called me John.
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Those first weeks with Her are a blur. The beast remembers little clearly, certainly not the passage of time. But I grew comfortable with Her presence. Allowed Her entry into my home, though not yet into the heart of the palace. Even I did not go there.

She unearthed old pots in the kitchens and cleared the chimneys so we might have a fire.

You cannot imagine the atavistic wonder of curling up for the first time in front of a fire while She who is slowly becoming your world sits beside and pets you.

She read. Always by the fire She had a book in Her hand. Since I re-learned how to read I have sought out as many of Her favorite books as I could, but I have only my memory to help and the letters on the covers were meaningless to the beast. There was one. A slim book covered in pale blue with something glittering on the cover – probably gilded though I didn’t know it at the time. She read from this blue book so often it began to smell like Her. I looked for it at the end but couldn’t find it. Perhaps She took it with Her. She is welcome to that and so much more.

She talked with me throughout the day. Telling me of what She did, asking my opinions on this or that food, discussing the merits of cleaning the bathing room vs setting up a proper bedroom.

She fixed a bedroom first. When She was pleased with me I was permitted to sleep at Her feet. If I had displeased Her during the day – as I did the first time I barred Her from the heart of the palace – I slept outside the door.

The morning after that incident, She opened the door and sat down beside me on the stone floor. I looked to Her, eager and afraid in equal measure. I had hated being barred from Her side, but even for Her I could not face what lay in that room.

She seemed to understand. Wrapping an arm around me, She said, “You may keep your secrets for now John. I understand old scars.”

I leaned into Her embrace, “Thank you.” The harsh sound of my own voice took me by surprise. It had been years since I last spoke.

She hugged me tighter and laughed. “Good John! I knew you could do it.

“But, you must never again grab me or pull me. If there is something I should not do, or somewhere I should not go, you will tell me. Now that I know you have a voice, it is time to use it.”

I buried my head in Her shoulder and nodded. She tapped me on the head, “Do you understand?”

“Yes.”
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After the bedroom came the bathroom and Her first true demand of me. A bath, so I no longer offended her nose. That was an experience I shall leave to your imagination. Suffice to say, eventually I was clean, hair trimmed, and presenting a nearly civilized appearance – from the neck up, at least. Clothes were another battle for another day.
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As days cooled, She slowly explored the entire palace (except for its heart). In the old storerooms, She found a surprising amount of food that was still good. Between myself and the cats that ran wild, the rats and mice had done less damage than She expected, but time had taken a toll. She set me to hauling out all of the dry and dusty remnants of food that had gone. What was left was a few sacks of grain half eaten by the rats, some meat dried to the point of turning into leather, and hung from the ceiling
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