Beauty and the Beast
We join this tale late in the story, when villagers decide to engage the beast in combat: they don’t want him living in his dank, gloomy castle anymore; they especially want Belle (also known as ‘Beauty’) back in town. This rout is led by Gaston, self-appointed, self-opinionated leader, whom we are about to follow into battle…

 Fiery, flaming torches lit the dark, foreboding forests, just enough to follow an overgrown, almost invisible path that would eventually bring the villagers to the Beast’s castle, a miserable, deflating sight. These citizens (who were brandishing the oversized matchsticks as weapons) of the town nearby were here not just to have a lovely stroll and to hear the splashing of water under their feet, but to destroy both the Beast and his fortress of a house. These twisted people were not here of their own free will though: a power-mad villager called Gaston had influenced their minds and led them away from the fact that the Beast hadn’t tried to attack them. At this point in the story, Gaston was rallying the ‘troops’.
“Are you all ready to DESTROY this beast?” he cried out to everyone.

A chorus of “Yeah!” could be heard throughout the forest. Even the wolves howled in alarm, and they were some distance away.
Gaston replied, “Well then, get on with it! You attack the front while I get the Beast!”

Inside the castle, the Beast wasn’t himself. After Belle’s departure, he had exiled himself to his lonely room, where no one could disturb him. Sobbing quietly, he wiped the tears away while thinking about Belle. His dreams to marry her! To be a prince with her! It was hopeless. He was never going to see her again. Little did he know, Chip and Lumiere were muttering quietly to each other about the coming battle outside his door.
“Should we tell him?” questioned Chip. Being the younger one, he always looked up to seniors for answers.

Lumiere told him, “Probably not. What if he dies in the battle? We’ll die too! We and the other servants will fight his battle for him.” 

And, with their minds set on that answer to the problem, they walked off to inform the other helpers.

Meanwhile, Belle was venturing through the inky-black forest, searching forlornly for a way out. She couldn’t find one. She had been searching for a few hours now, and she had seen no exits. She had checked all but one of the mud-covered paths, and, for some reason, hesitated for a few moments before taking the route. Sadly, that moment of hesitation was possibly going to cost her her life. Suddenly, out of bushes surrounding the clearing that she was standing in, a pack of wolves leaped out, circling Belle and hunting her as a team. Belle, realising that she had nowhere to go, grabbed a thick tree branch for self-defence. And then… the first wolf jumped at her. Surpisingly, Belle wielded her makeshift sword like a true master, and ducked whilst lifting her hefty branch into the air. The creature couldn’t turn around in mid-air and crashed straight into it, knocking itself out in the process. There were at least twelve more wolves surrounding her, and sensing that time was running out for her, she took her chance and raced through the hole in the circle that the first wolf had left. Realising that she had no other options, she retreated to the Beast’s Fortress.
Back at the castle, the servants were fighting a bloodthirsty, gory, gruesome battle. More than three quarters of the villager battalion had shed blood and dropped into the hopeless sleep of eternity at the hands of the courageous servants. The floor, typically twighlight black, had overcome a transformation: it was now a dappled red carpet of dead souls. Realising their situation, one of the villager commanders shouted a few foul words and gave the order to back off. Only one person hadn’t backed off, and that person, of course, was Gaston. 
The Beast, finally getting over the overwhelming fact that Belle was gone, had left his room and was now standing on his roof, overlooking the battle. Seeing that most of the villagers had backed off, he felt proud about his loyal servants, but still felt a dark space of emptiness in his heart. A space that should have been filled with Belle’s classic yellow dress. Belle’s classic yellow dress that she had been wearing when she ran off. Wait… yellow? Dress? The Beast cried out as soon as he saw it. Belle was back! 

Running out to meet her, he babbled out a long string of words. “Belle! You’re back! I’m so happy! I’m sorry I left you! I didn’t mean to upset you!”

Encouraged by Beauty’s return, the Beast strode out courageously to face Gaston. However, before he had even got to the door in the roof, Gaston had opened it.

“I challenge you to a duel!” the twisted villager cried out.

The beast accepted…

Gaston took the first opportunity. Moving forward like a bolt of lightning, he attempted to put the Beast into a headlock. He was too slow. The Beast dodged right, and Gaston hit the wall behind him with a bang. Undeterred, he rose slowly to continue attacking. However, after a few more of these hard headbutts to the wall, Gaston was almost knocked out cold. The Beast, dangling him over the side of the roof, gave him a chance.

“If you leave me and Belle alone, I will spare your life.” he boomed forebodingly. Belle, watching from the sidelines, was cheering him on.

“I… will… never!” Gaston cried, still in excruciating pain. With those final words, he stabbed Beast with a concealed knife and fell to his doom. The Beast, mortally injured, collapsed onto the ground, unconcious. Belle, witnessing this sight, let out a huge sob of despair.

“No! Beast, don’t leave me! I… love you!” She kissed him tenderly.
Suddenly, with those final three words, Beast transformed before her eyes. He was now a lovely young prince…
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Ten Years Later…

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Prince Adam sat with Belle in one of the bright rooms in their home, discussing the ‘Battle of the Castle,’ as they now referred to it. Looking down at their two young children, both silently sleeping in small cribs, they realised that they had been very lucky during that fight. The Death Rose… the duel with Gaston… together with their faithful servants, they had survived to start a whole new chapter in their lives. 
The End
